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Year 9 – Gothic Short Stories
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Form:
Aim to complete three lessons each week. Write out the title and LI and then complete the tasks. 
All video links are online using the ClassCharts link. 
The Knowledge Organiser on page 3 has all the key information and vocabulary to help you with this unit. 
Upload all work onto ClassCharts for feedback.
[image: ]

Contents
Page 3: Big Picture - Year 9 Overview
Page 4: Zoom in - My Learning Journey
Page 5: Knowledge Organiser
Page 6: Lesson 1 
Page 7: Lesson 2
Page 9: Lesson 3
Page 11: Lesson 4 
Page 13: Lesson 5
Page 16: Lesson 6
Page 18: Lesson 7 
Page 19: Lesson 8
Page 21: Lesson 9
Page 24: Lesson 10
Page 25: Lesson 11
Page 28: Lesson 12
Page 30: Lesson 13
Page 33: Lesson 14
Page 35: Lesson 15
Page 36: Lesson 16
Page 38: Lesson 17
Page 40: Lesson 18
Page 41: Assessment Ladder
Page 42: The short stories
	Page 42: The Werewolf by Angela Carter
	Page 45: The Red Room by H.G Wells
	Page 61: The Tell-Tale Heart by Edgar Allen Poe
	Page 65: The Metamorphosis by Franz Kafka
	Page 67: The Yellow Wallpaper by Charlotte Perkins Gilman

[image: ]


[image: ]

 [image: ]


[image: Person, thinking icon]Lesson One Introduction
· LI: to understand the expectations for this unit
[image: ]GPS

Connect
Reflect on last year:
What were you good at last year?
How could you improve this year? 
Key questions:
1. What do you expect from your teacher?
2. What do you expect from your classmates?
3. What do you expect from yourself?
4. What is the difference between narrative and descriptive writing?
5. What are adjectives and nouns?
6. Why is it important to use the best possible adjectives?
DART: 	read through the Knowledge Organiser.
	Read through the SAL.
Activate
[image: ]Write down ten things you could describe in the image.
Write down an adjective you could use to describe each noun. Be as imaginative as you can.



Demonstrate
Write a description of the image above. Use the nouns and adjectives you wrote down in the activation phase.
Challenge: can you create a character or a series of events to match the image?
ConsolidateHomework:
Using the extract booklet…
Learn the week one vocabulary
KO quizzes
Reading – 30 minutes daily


What is good about the writing you have done today?
What could you improve?
What did you do well last year?
What could you improve?
Lesson Two The Gothic Genre
LI: to understand the conventions of the gothic genre
Connect
Watch this video about Gothic conventions from the British Library:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gNohDegnaOQ
Key questions:
1. What is a convention?
2. What is a genre?
3. [image: ]What are characters, settings, and events?
4. What are the conventions of the gothic genre?
5. What are the common features of a gothic building?
6. How do gothic buildings create mood in gothic texts?

Using the images on the right, write down five words to 
describe each image.
[image: ] Can you identify any gothic conventions in the images?
Activate
[image: ]
Group the above gothic conventions into characters, settings, and events.



Demonstrate
Gothic Buildings:	· In a quest for creating atmosphere, gothic novels are often set in imposing buildings. The ruins of gothic buildings gave rise to multiple linked emotions by representing the inevitable decay and collapse of human creations. Dark, gloomy, crumbling monuments are also a sign of fear – we nowadays we associate these buildings with gothic stories and horror.
· English Gothic writers often associated medieval buildings with what they saw as a dark and terrifying period, characterized by harsh laws enforced by torture, and with mysterious, fantastic, and superstitious rituals. 










Gothic Buildings DART questions:
Where are gothic novels usually set?
What three adjectives are used to describe the monuments?
How do gothic buildings set the mood of the text?

Rewrite a section of your description from lesson 1. 
How many gothic conventions that you have learnt in this lesson can you include?

Consolidate
Write down your own definition of gothic literature. Here’s a word bank to help you:

[image: ]

Lesson Three The Werewolf
LI: to understand the plot structure of a short story
Connect
What is a genre?
What types of building are found in gothic literature?
Name three types of character and three common events in gothic literature.
Activate
DART: Read The Werewolf by Angela Carter and answer these questions:
What happens in the story?[image: the werewolf angela carter - Google Search | Fairy tale projects ...]

Who is in the story? 
Where is the story set?
What fairy-tale is Carter’s short story based on?
Challenge: how many of the following can you define:
· The virgin
· Margins
· Wreaths
· Second-sight
· Hearthstone
· Chops
· Fore-paw
· Cold-compress
· Shift


Revision: this is a basic story arc:
[image: Image result for story arc] 


Demonstrate
Create the story arc for The Werewolf.
Write a five sentence summary of the plot based on the story arc.

Consolidate
Which fairy tale is The Werewolf based on?
What is similar/different about The Werewolf compared to the original fairy tale?
Key questions:
1. What is a fairy tale?
2. What are the five points on the story arc?
3. What types of character would you commonly find in fairy tales?
4. How does The Werewolf fit on the story arc?
5. Which fairy tale is The Werewolf based on?
6. How does The Werewolf reflect the gothic genre?


Lesson Four: The Werewolf
LI: to use the story arc as a planning tool
Connect
Re-read the opening to The Werewolf (lines 1 – 7)
DART: Answer the following questions:
1. How is the weather described in the opening?
2. What is a cold heart?
3. How does this set the mood of the story?
4. How are the houses described?
5. What three words are used to describe life in this place?
Activate
How are each of these sentences gothic?
[image: ] 		Squawking and shrieking like a thing possessed.


[image: werewolf]Wild beasts in the forest.

[image: ]The devil is as real as you and I

[image: http://www.realmcollections.com/media/catalog/product/cache/1/image/5e06319eda06f020e43594a9c230972d/A/c/Accessories_Wolf_Head_Buckle_AGB14_18373.jpg]Red eyes and running grizzled chops.

Demonstrate
Think of another fairy tale you have read previously.
How would it fit on the story arc?
How could you make each stage of the story arc gothic?
Plot a story arc for your retelling of a fairy tale.

Consolidate
Write a short plot outline for your story.
What gothic conventions are you going to use?
How is it different to the original fairy tale?

Key Questions
1. How does the weather set the mood in The Werewolf?
2. Which fairy tale is Carter’s short story based on?
3. How was The Werewolf different to the original fairy tale?
4. How does another fairy tale fit on the story arc?
5. What features of a fairy tale could you change to reflect the gothic genre?
6. How does Carter use gothic language and imagery?
7. 

Lesson Five: Gothic Openings
LI: to know and understand the conventions of a gothic opening
Connect
1. What happened in The Werewolf?
2. Which fairy tale was it based on?
3. How were The Werewolf and the original fairy tale different?

Activate
DART:
‘I have always liked to take a breath of the evening, to smell the air, whether it is sweetly scented and balmy with the flowers of midsummer, pungent with the bonfires and leaf-mould of autumn, or crackling cold from frost and snow. I like to look about me at the sky above my head, whether there are moon and stars or utter blackness, and into the darkness ahead of me; I like to listen for the cries of nocturnal creatures and the moaning rise and fall of the wind, or the pattering of rain in the orchard trees, I enjoy the rush of air towards me up the hill from the flat pastures of the river valley’

How does the language used in the extract from The Woman in Black reflect the conventions of the gothic genre?
Here are some different ways of starting a narrative using dialogue, action, setting, character, and 
structural considerations:
[image: ]


Here are some structural considerations when beginning a narrative:

[image: ]

Demonstrate

Here are four story openings. How can these be made gothic?

The hottest day of the summer so far was drawing to a close and a drowsy silence lay over the large, square houses of Privet Drive.
“I’m going shopping in the village,” George’s mother said to George on Saturday morning. “So be a good boy and don’t get up to mischief.”



Teacher example
The hot day had ended. Thick fog descended. An owl could be heard hooting in the distance. The castle’s turrets reflected the moonlight.
 Once there were four children whose names were Peter, Susan, Edmund and Lucy.
When I was four months old, my mother died suddenly and my father was left to look after me all by himself.


Consolidate
What conventions have you used in the opening to your short story?
What is going to happen next?
Key Questions:
1. How did the opening to The Werewolf set the mood for the story?
2. Why is the opening to a story so important?
3. How can you start a short story?
4. What makes the opening to a story gothic?
5. How can openings to stories be adapted to make them gothic?
6. Can you identify gothic conventions in your own writing?
	

Lesson six: The Red Room
LI: to identify the conventions of a gothic narrative in The Red Room.
Connect
What is the supernatural?
How do people feel about supernatural characters?
How many books or films can you name that include the supernatural?

Activate
Foreshadowing is defined as something which hints at events to come later through your opening.
E.g. The Red Room
‘I assure you,’ I said, ‘that it will take a very tangible ghost to frighten me.’
Read the first nine pages of The Red Room.
DART:
‘I heard the faint sound of a stick and a shambling step on the flags in the passage outside. The door creaked on its hinges as a second old man entered, more bent, more wrinkled, more aged even than the first. He supported himself by the help of a crutch, his eyes were covered by a shade, and his lower lip, half averted, hung pale and pink from his decaying yellow teeth. He made straight for an armchair on the opposite side of the table, sat down clumsily and began to cough. The man with the withered hand gave the newcomer a short glance of positive dislike; the old woman took no notice of his arrival, but remained with her eyes fixed steadily on the fire’
· Highlight any examples of gothic conventions
· Highlight any phrases you might use in your own work
· Highlight any examples of sensory description

Demonstrate
DIP: How is The Red Room a gothic story? Use the extract and your annotations to help you focus on a specific section if required.




Consolidate
Make two predications about what is going to happen in the rest of the story.
Key Questions:
1. What is pathetic fallacy?
2. What does the word “gothic” mean to you?
3. What is the supernatural?
4. What are the conventions of a gothic story?
5. How is The Red Room a gothic story?
6. What do you think is going to happen in The Red Room? Why?

Lesson seven: The Red Room
LI: to identify the conventions of a gothic narrative in The Red Room.[image: ]

Connect
What are the connotations of the colour red?
Can you identify connotations of two other colours?

Activate
What are gothic conventions?
Identify the gothic conventions we have already seen in The Red Room?
[image: 796 Best Gothic images | Gothic, Gothic art, Dark beauty]

DART:
Finish reading the narrative and continue to highlight any gothic
conventions you spot in the text.
Describe what happens in the narrative.
Is this what you expected? Does it match your prediction from earlier?

Demonstrate
Choose between four and six quotations from The Red Room and draw a storyboard of the plot.
(Focus on the exposition). 
Label your storyboard with gothic conventions in the text.

Consolidate
How did Wells use the exposition to build towards the climax of the action in The Red Room?
How did this build suspense in the story?
Key Questions
1. What is colour symbolism?
2. What are the connotations of different colours?
3. How does Wells create suspense at the beginning of The Red Room?
4. What are your three favourite descriptions from the opening and why?
5. What is the climax of The Red Room?
6. How does this compare to your expectations?
Lesson Eight: The Exposition

LI: to use gothic conventions to write the exposition of a ghost story.

Connect
What are the five points on the story arc?
How does The Red Room fit onto a story arc?

Activate

Dart: Read this extract from Frankenstein and answer the questions below
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.


1. How is the night described?
2. What time was it?
3. What colour was the creature’s eye?
4. What is happening in the extract?
5. How does Shelley use the weather and setting to create atmosphere?
6. What section of the story arc is covered here?
7. Planning – what gothic conventions would you like to include in your own writing?

Demonstrate
DIP:
Use the story outline you wrote earlier in this unit to write the exposition of a gothic story in the style of Wells. 
What conventions could you use?
Can you use foreshadowing?
What can you magpie from what we have read? (Use the grid below if needed)
[image: ]

Consolidate
What do you like about your work?
What could be improved in the future?
Key Questions:
1. 1. What effect does a story written in first person have on the reader?
2. 2. What effect do gothic stories intend to have on the reader?
3. 3. What does foreshadowing mean?
4. 4. What gothic conventions can you magpie from what we have read?
5. 5. What time of day are gothic stories often set?
6. 6. What is the weather often like during gothic stories?

Lesson Nine: The Metamorphosis
LI: to understand the turning point in a gothic story.

Connect
[image: Image result for metamorphosis kafka]

What is a turning point?
Why are they important?
Can you identify a turning point in something you have read?
Why was it significant?

Activate

Metamorphosis
noun: a change of the form or nature of a thing or person into a completely different one.

Dart: Read extracts 1 and 2 of The Metamorphosis. Focus on the turning point at the end of extract two and then answer the questions below.


[image: ]
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Questions:
If this happened to you…
1. How would it feel?
2. What would you look like?
3. What would you do?
4. Where would you go?
5. How would others react?
6. How would it end?


Demonstrate
DIP: Write (in the style of Kafka) a description of how it would feel to wake up in the situation Gregor finds himself in.

Consolidate
Pick an example of a gothic convention or sensory description you have included in your description and write a what, how, why (or PETER) paragraph to analyse your own work.
Key Questions:
1. What happens in the climax of a story?
2. What happens in the lead up to this?
3. What is sensory description?
4. How would it feel if everything in your life changed?
5. How would you have to adapt?
6. Why are the views of other people important?


Lesson Ten: The Climax of The Metamorphosis
LI: to understand the key subject term - climax.
Connect
What has happened in The Metamorphosis so far?
What challenges if Gregor going to face?
What do you think will happen?
Activate
Finish reading The Metamorphosis and annotate your copy for gothic conventions.
How did Gregor react to his transformation?
What did he originally want?
How do you think he feels about this now?
Demonstrate
Create a story arc for The Metamorphosis.
What is the climax of the story?

Consolidate
DIP: write a paragraph explaining what happens in the turning point and how it leads to the climax.
Key Questions
	1. If you could wake up tomorrow and be transformed into any animal, what animal would you be and why?
2. What is a ‘metamorphosis’?
3. How does this story fit into the gothic genre?
4. How will Gregor reflect on his views on his initial situation?
5. What is the climax of the story?
6. How does the turning point of this story lead towards the climax?







Lesson eleven: gothic characters
LI: to write in the style of Kafka (absurdism)

Connect
What are the stereotypical gothic characters? 
What characters have we met so far in this unit? 
How do they reflect the gothic stereotypes?
DART: read the following description of Dracula by Bram Stoker. 
Complete the vocabulary related activities and answer the questions. 
Use the glossary below the extract which defines some of the more tricky words. 
Dracula by Bram Stoker
His face was a strong, a very strong, aquiline, with high bridge of the thin nose and peculiarly arched nostrils, with lofty domed forehead, and hair growing scantily round the temples but profusely elsewhere. His eyebrows were very massive, almost meeting over the nose, and with bushy hair that seemed to curl in its own profusion. The mouth, so far as I could see it under the heavy moustache, was fixed and rather cruel-looking, with peculiarly sharp white teeth. These protruded over the lips, whose remarkable ruddiness showed astonishing vitality in a man of his years. For the rest, his ears were pale, and at the tops extremely pointed. The chin was broad and strong, and the cheeks firm though thin. The general effect was one of extraordinary pallor.
Hitherto I had noticed the backs of his hands as they lay on his knees in the firelight, and they had seemed rather white and fine. But seeing them now close to me, I could not but notice that they were rather coarse, broad, with squat fingers. Strange to say, there were hairs in the centre of the palm. The nails were long and fine, and cut to a sharp point. As the Count leaned over me and his hands touched me, I could not repress a shudder. It may have been that his breath was rank, but a horrible feeling of nausea came over me, which, do what I would, I could not conceal.




Glossary:
[image: ]
Activate
Write down these definitions of words relating to the noun isolation:
Isolate
verb
Cause (a person or place) to be or remain alone or apart from others. 
Alienated
verb
Experiencing feelings of isolation

Answer these questions:
How do these ideas of isolation relate to Gregor from The Metamorphosis?
Is this typical of gothic characters?


Demonstrate
Write about a time when you felt isolated.
Your response can be real or imagined.
You should use gothic conventions.
You can use these prompts to help…
Imagine… you work as a door to door salesperson, but… you are treated badly by your boss, nobody appreciates all the work you do. 
You are the only one bringing in money and it is not appreciated at home…
You are growing more disillusioned by the day…
You begin to resent your life…
You long for a life with less responsibility and obligations to family…

Consolidate
What have you focused on today?
How will it improve your writing?

1. What is a stereotypical gothic character?
2. How does Dracula reflect these stereotypes?
3. What are alienation and isolation?
4. How do they relate to gothic characters?
5. How could you develop a gothic character?
6. How is your character isolated or alienated and what from?



Key questions:









Lesson Twelve: The Tell-tale heart
LI: to understand what makes an effective resolution to a short story.

Connect

DART: read the following mid-topic review and answer the question below:

[image: ]
[image: ]

Activate

Read The Tell-tale Heart which is in your short story booklet.

Plot the story on the story arc.
What is the resolution to the story?








Demonstrate
Re-read the ending of The Tell-tale Heart which is reproduced below.
Is this a happy ending?
Is it a satisfactory ending?
What is the difference between these two things?
Which character(s) do you feel sympathy for?

[image: ]

Consolidate
DIP: write a diary entry from the perspective of the narrator. Record the period of time between the killing of the old man, but before the police arrive.
Consider:
· What he did
· Why he did it
· How is he feeling?
Remember to use informal language, first person perspective, past tense, and to use dates.



Key Questions:
1. What is a resolution?
2. What is the difference between a happy and a satisfactory ending?
3. What do you think are the characteristics of a mad man?
4. How are ‘The Red Room’, ‘Metamorphosis’ and ‘Tell-Tale Heart’ typical of the genre?
5. How would the mad man explain what he did?

Lesson thirteen: The Resolution
LI: to understand what makes an effective resolution to a short story.
Connect
Unscramble the following words. How does each word link to The Tell-Tale Heart?
1. Rebliaelnu rratroan
2. Thoigc[image: The Tell-Tale Heart” in Pictures | The tell tale heart, Poetry art ...]

3. Niosent
4. Damsens
5. Redrum
6. Olsymismb
7. Rrohro
8. Sciconceen gltyui
9. mtacirda

Activate
Answer the following questions about The Tell-Tale Heart…
1. How does the writer let us know that this is an unreliable narrator telling the story?
2. Why would the Victorians have found this murder particularly disturbing?
3. Choose 3 areas of the story where Poe uses punctuation to create tension. Copy them out and explain HOW the use of punctuation builds tension. 
4. What tone of voice do you imagine the narrator to use? What makes you think this?
5. Why isn’t the narrator’s name ever revealed?

Demonstrate
How do your answers to the above questions (and any other examples from the text) build tension?



Consolidate[image: The Tell-Tale Heart]

How has Poe created tension in The Tell-Tale Heart?
Key Questions:
1. Why do you think Poe has set this story at night-time, in the dark?
2. Why would the Victorians have found this murder particularly disturbing?
3. Why isn’t the narrator’s name ever revealed?
4. How does Poe create tension in The Tell-Tale Heart?
5. How does The Tell-Tale Heart conform to gothic conventions?
6. What do you think are the most important events in the story?



Lesson fourteen: The Yellow Wallpaper[image: The Yellow Wallpaper: Amazon.co.uk: Gilman, Charlotte Perkins ...]

LI: to understand what makes an effective resolution to a short story.
Connect
Can you predict what the short story is about based on these images?


















What three things do we learn about the narrator from the following quote:
“It is very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and myself secure ancestral homes for the summer.”





Activate
DART: read the opening of The Yellow Wallpaper (up to the first set of asterisks (*******)) and answer the following questions:
1. Where has the narrator moved to?
2. Why have they moved there? What is wrong with the narrator?
3. How does the narrator feel about the place?  Why?
4. What is the narrator’s opinion of the wallpaper?

Demonstrate
Is John a caring, considerate husband?
What does the narrator think?
Find quotations to support your answer.

Consolidate
How would John’s perspective differ from his wife’s?
Key questions:
1. What is the purpose of a narrator?
2. What is perspective?
3. From which perspective is the Yellow Wallpaper told?
4. What do we learn about the narrator from her perspective?
5. Would her husband agree?
6. How would John’s perspective be different?


Lesson fifteen: The Yellow Wallpaper
LI: to understand what makes an effective resolution to a short story.
Connect
Write down three words to describe the narrator from your perspective. 
Write down three words from the narrator’s perspective and John’s perspective. 
Why are they different?
Activate
Finish reading the short story.
Annotate and highlight for Gilman’s use of gothic conventions.
Demonstrate
We’re going to answer the following question:
How does Gilman show that the narrator feels helpless in her situation?
First, find some evidence that shows her feelings of helplessness. Here’s an example:
“What is one to do?”
Then, create a PETER paragraph which answers the question (which is about helplessness):
(P)oint: Gilman shows that the narrator feels helpless in her situation through the narrator’s utterings of despair. 
(E)vidence: this is shown when Gilman writes “what is one to do?”
(T)echnique: the use of the rhetorical question 
(E)xplain: demonstrates the narrators lack of resolve to address her illness and
(R)eader effect: underlines to the reader the narrator’s despair and helplessness at her situation.
Consolidate
Now, choose a piece of evidence for yourself that shows the narrator’s helplessness and build your own PETER paragraph.
Key Questions:
1. Do you agree or disagree that John is a caring and considerate husband? Why?
2. What is the narrator’s opinion of the wallpaper?
3. What do you think about the narrator?
4. Why does the narrator feel helpless?
5. How does Gilman communicate this?
6. What does this show about the role of women in Victorian society?
Lesson sixteen: John’s Perspective
LI: to understand how alternative perspectives create effects.

Connect
DART: read the two extracts from page 88 and 94 of The Yellow Wallpaper and answer these questions:

[image: ][image: ]
[image: ][image: ]





The following shows Voldemort’s view of Harry potter. What does this tell us about narrative perspective? 
[image: ]
Now, answer these questions about the character of John from The Yellow Wallpaper.
1. What two questions does the writer ask about the house?
2. How does John react to these questions? 
3. What does John tell their friends and relatives about his wife?
4. What does John do to help his wife? (page 81)
5. What does John think about his wife’s situation? (You might have to imagine this)
6. Is there anything else we find out about John during the story?
Demonstrate
DIP: re-write the beginning and end of The Yellow Wallpaper from John’s perspective.

Consolidate
Why is perspective important?
Key Questions:
1. Why do people have different perspectives on the same event?
2. Why is John’s perspective of the story different to his wife?
3. Which moments would be the most different?
4. Who has the ‘right perspective’?
5. What is the effect of using different perspectives?
6. What does this show about the role of women in Victorian society?

Lesson seventeen: story planning
LI: to plan a gothic short story.

Connect

What are the five points on a story arc?
Write down ten conventions of gothic literature.
What stories have we read?

Activate
DART: read the following gothic extracts and answer the questions that follow.[image: ][image: ]How do these extracts reflect the gothic genre?
Are there any elements you could magpie?




Demonstrate

Plan your story. Make sure you have a complete story arc and you have planned your use of gothic conventions.

Consolidate

DIP – write the opening to your story.

Key Questions:

1. What Gothic conventions are you going to use in your story?
2. What elements of the stories we have studied are you going to magpie to use in your own writing?
3. What characters will you include?
4. How will you introduce them to the reader?
5. Whose perspective are you writing from?
6. What happens at each stage of the narrative (story arc)?
7. Where will your story be set?
8. What effect do you want to have on your reader?


Lesson eighteen: Story Writing
LI: to use my learning to inform my writing.

Connect

Reread the two gothic extracts from the previous lesson.

Activate

Read through your story arc and your opening from the previous lesson.

Demonstrate

Write your story.

Consolidate

Proof read your work.



	Attainment Band
	Gothic Short Stories

	Yellow Plus
	· Your narrative is interesting and engaging; descriptions of setting and characters are fundamental to the high quality of your work.    
· You make accurate use of well-chosen, ambitious vocabulary, and your deliberate use of language devices is wide-ranging and reflective of clear authorial intent. 
· The structure of your work and your use of conventions allow your text to undeniably belong to a particular genre, demonstrating multiple traits of that genre.  
· Decisions on the structure of sentences and paragraphs are deliberate, purposeful, and fundamental to the high quality of your work. 
· Your use of punctuation is accurate and deliberate, consistently contributing to the overall meaning and mood of the text.

	Yellow
	· Your writing balances a clear narrative with detailed description of well-developed characters and setting.   
· The words and language devices you use are carefully chosen to convey specific meaning and to achieve a particular effect.  
· The structure of your text is cohesive, clearly reflects the genre, purpose, and audience of the text, and contributes to the overall effectiveness of your writing.   
· A wide range of sentence and paragraph structures are used deliberately to achieve a specific impact and effect.
· You use a full range of punctuation accurately and to achieve a specific effect.

	Blue
	· Your writing includes imaginative and original ideas, developed with awareness of the reader and their likely response.
· You deliberately use a wide range of language devices to convey characters and setting, and use taught and increasingly ambitious vocabulary for impact and effect.
· Conventions of a narrative and genre are used accurately and effectively with proof-reading helping you to make better choices in your writing.
· Cohesive paragraphing guides the reader through the text, and your variation of sentence structure is used to shift the mood and tone throughout the text.
· You use a range of punctuation accurately with an increasing awareness of potential effect.

	Green
	· Your writing includes a complete plot, and you attempt to develop characters and settings to support this. 
· You start to make deliberate word choices and use simple language devices to develop the detail of your descriptions, using some taught vocabulary.  
· Your work is structured deliberately to recognise conventions of narratives and genre, and for purpose or audience, and you proof-read to correct most errors after writing.
· You develop your ideas using paragraphs with some cohesion linking them together, and your sentences use a variety of structures.   
· You use a range of punctuation accurately (commas, end stopping, apostrophes, parentheses, colons before a list).

	White
	·  You respond to the task and use planning or writing frames to create simple characters, settings, and events. 
· You attempt to write descriptively using basic vocabulary.  
· Your work includes some clustering of related ideas and is structure to show progression (e.g. there is an opening and ending, and events take place in chronological order).
· Your sentences are simple, and you use paragraphs. 
· You use simple punctuation mostly accurately (capital letters, full stops, commas).
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Knowledge Organiser  –   Year 9 GCSE Engl ish Language  Paper 1: Imaginative Writing  

AO5    ● Communicate clearly, effectively and imaginatively, selecting and adapting  tone, style   and  register   for different forms, purposes and audiences.   ● Organise information and ideas, using structural and grammatical features to  support coherence and  cohesion   of texts.  

Tone:   the mood or atmosphere created by your writing   Register:   this depends on your purpose and audience   Form:  the style of writing   Cohesion:   using verbs,  adverbs and temporal connectives to start sentences          

mysterious, exciting, humorous, serious   formal, informal, entertaining, imaginative      narrative, description, monologu e   ‘Looking behind me   … ’ ‘Hurriedly, I packed my   bags . ’    ‘Earlier that morning…’  

AO6       Candidates must use a range of  vocabulary   and  sentence structures   for   clarity, purpose and effect, with accurate  spelling and  punctuation .    

 

Exchange BORING verbs for WOW verbs    

   s aid      walked      looked       

whispered, yelled, mumbled   strolled, staggered, ambled   stared, gazed,  glanced  

Literary Techniques:      Metaphor      Simile      Personification      Onoma to poeia      Hyperbole      Foreshadowing      Alliteration    

Plan using a story arc:   •   Exposition   •   Rising Action   •   Climax   •   Falling Action   •   Resolution  

Show , don’t tell!   ‘She was nervous’ (T ELL )   ‘Her  palms were sweaty   and  her heart was pounding '   (SHOW)  

TiP ToP Paragraphs   Start a new paragraph  to show a change in:      Time      Place      T opic      Person  

Five Senses for Writing   Describe what your narrator can:      Feel      Hear      Taste      Smell      Touch  

When to use a…      Simple  sentence:   to emphasise a point, to create tension      Complex  sentence:  to add extra descriptive det ail      Compound  sentence:  to add extra information or an  alternative perspective  

Use Amazing Adjectives!      intrepid      s edentary      m iniscule      benevolent      eccentric  

Always…   Proof read, correct,  edit and improve!  

Hook your reader   -   Start your writing with   a: question,  unusual   situation,  vivi d description,  pivotal moment   or  intriguing character  
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Gothic Convention

Murder Death Suicide Ghosts
Gloomy Family Dungeons | Curses Torture
settings secrets

Vampires Spirits Castles Tombs Terror
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DIALOGUE

Istart with someone
talking, perhaps saying
something that helps me
imagine what could
happenin the story.

1 describe an action, something
that happened, perhaps to the
main character.

SETTING

| describe the setting of the
story, perhaps where 1am or
when. | may describe the
weather or something that
makes me imagine the scene.

CHARACTER

lintroduce the characters, their
names and maybe some relevant
information.
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Start with a declarative sentence E.g. Dan was always moody
on a Monday.

Start with a one word sentence. E.g. Mondays.

Start with a rhetorical question. E.g. Aren’t Mondays the
absolute worst?

Ask a ‘what i’ question. E.g. What if Mondays were an extra
weekend day?

Wonder about something. E.g. | wonder what life s like as a
truck-driver.

Use a powerful (relevant) flashback.

Describe the setting (ensure it’s relevant to the story)

Tell the reader a secret.

Address the reader directly. E.g. Reader, you must trust me,
what 'm about to tell you is the absolute truth — | swear.

You can always use a combination of techniques!
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One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found himself transformed in his bed into a
‘monstrous cockoach. He lay on his armour-like back, and if he lifted his head a little, he could see his brown
belly, slightly domed and divided by arches info Stiff sections. The bedding was hardly able to cover it and
scemed ready to slide off any moment. His many legs, pitifully thin compared with the size of the rest of him,
waved about helplessly as he looked.

“What's happened to me?" he thought, It wasn't a dream. His room, a proper human room although & little too
small, lay peacefully between its four familiar walls. A collection of textile samples lay spread out on the table -
Samsa was a travelling salesman - and above it there hung a picture that he had recently cut out of an illustrated
magazine and housed in a nice, gilded frame. It showed a lady fitted out with a fur hat and fur boa who sat
upright, raising a heavy fur muff that covered the whole of her lower arm towards the viewer.

Gregor then turned to look out the window at the dull weather. Drops of rain could be heard hitting the pane,
which made him feel quite sad. “How about if I sleep a litle bit longer and forget all this nonsense”, he thought,
but that was something he was unable to do because he was used to sleeping on his right, and in his present state
couldn't get into that position. However hard he threw himself onto his right, he always rolled back to where he
was. Hle must have tried it 2 hundred times, shut his eyes so that he wouldn't have to look at the floundering
legs, and only stopped when he began to feel 2 mild, dull pin there that he had never felt before.

"Oh, God", he thought, "what a strenuous career it is that I've chosen! Travelling day in and day out, Doing
business like this takes much more cffort than doing your own business at home, and on top of that there's the
curse of travelling, worrics about making train connections, bad and irregular food, contact with different people
all the time so that you can never get to know anyone or become friendly with them. It can all go to Hell!" He
felt a slight itch up on his belly; pushed himself slowly up on his back towards the headboard so that he could
lift his head better; found where the itch was, and saw that it was covered with lots of little white spots which he
didn't know what to make of; and when he tried to feel the place with one of his legs he drew it quickly back
because as soon as he touched it he was overcome by a cold shudder.
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Extract 2

The first thing he wanted to do was get the lower part of his body out of the bed, but he had never scen this
lower part, and could not imagine what it looked like; it turned out to be too hard to move; it went so slowly;
and finally, almost in & frenzy, when he carclessly shoved himself forwards with al the force he could gather, he
chose the wrong direction, hit hard against the lower bedpost, and learned from the burning pain he felt that the
lower pat of his body might well, at present, be the most sensitive.

So then he tried to get the top part of his body out of the bed first, carefully turning his head to the side. This he
managed quite casily, and despite its breadth and its weight, the bulk of his body eventually followed slowly in
the dircction of the head. But when he had at last got his head out of the bed and into the fresh air it occurred to
him that if he let himself fall it would be a miracle if his head were not injured, so he became afiaid to carry on
pushing himself forward the same way. And he could not knock himself out now at any price; better to stay in
bed than lose consciousness.
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Because he had 10 open the door in this way, it was already wide open before he could be scen. He had first to
slowly tum himself around one of the double doors, and he had o o it very carefully if he did not want to fall
flat on his back before entering the room. He was still occupied with this difficult movement, unable to pay
attention 1o anything else, when he heard the chief clerk exclaim a loud "Oht", which sounded like the soughing
of the wind, Now Le also saw him - he wes the nearest to the door - his hand pressed against his open mouth and
slowly retreating as if driven by a sieady and invisible force. Gregor's mother, her hair still dishevelled from bed
despite the chief clerk's being therc, looked at his father. Then she unfolded her arms, took two steps forward
towards Gregor and sank down onto the floor into her skirts that spread themselves out around her as her head
disappeared down onto her breast. His father looked hostile, and clenched his fists as if wanting to knock Grogor
back into his room. Then he looked uncertainly round the living room, covered his eyes with his hands and wept
so that his powerful chest shook.

“Mother, mother”, said Gregor gently, looking up at her. He had completely forgotten the chief clerk for the
moment, but could not help himsclf snapping in the air with his jaws at the sight of the flow of coffee. That set
his mother screaming anew, she fled from the table and into the arms of his father s he rushed towards her.

Gregor, though, had 10 time to spare for his parents now; the chief clerk had already reached the stairs; with his
chin on the banister, he looked back for the fast time. Gregor made a run for him; he wanted to be sure of
reaching him; the chief clerk must have expected something, as he leapt down several steps at once and
disappeared; his shouts resounding all around the staircase. The flight of the chief clerk scemed, unfortunately,
to put Gregor's father into  panic as well. Unil then he had been relatively self-controlled, but now, instead of
running afier the chief clerk himself, or at least not impeding Gregor as he ran after him, Gregor's father seized
the chicf clerk's stick in his right hand (the chief clerk had left it behind on 2 chair, along with his hat and
overcoat), picked up a large newspaper from the table with his left, and used them to drive Gregor back into his
<oom, stamping his foot at him as he went.
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Aquiline - Eagle-like
Protruded - hanging over
Lofty - high

Ruddiness - healthy glow
Scantily - sparse, not a lot of
Pallor - extreme white skin
Profusely - thickly

Hitherto - up to that point
Profusion - a lot of

Squat - short and stubby
Nausea - feeling of sickness
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What is the gothic?

A genre of literature that emerged during the Victorian era

A genre that plays on the fears and emotions of the era, an era that
was especially fearful since their beliefs had been ripped out from
under them, largely by contrasting science with medieval superstition
and belief.

A genre that deals with the nature of fear; fear of imprisonment or
entrapment, of the triumph of evil over good and chaos over order

A genre that places an emphasis on portraying the terrifying, a
common insistence on archaic settings, a prominent use of the
supernatural, the presence of highly stereotyped characters

A genre that subverts reality, deconstructed and dismembered it

A genre that presents the theme of madness within the novels,
especially that of usually stable and rational male characters.

A genre where the supernatural is key in increasing a sense of horror

'Gothic' came to be applied to the literary genre precisely because the
genre dealt with such emotional extremes and dark themes.

Q: How are ‘The Red Room’, ‘Metamorphosis’ and
‘Tell-Tale Heart’ typical of the genre?
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Suddenly I knew that the sound was not in my ears, it was not
just inside my head. At that moment I must have become quite white.
I talked still faster and louder. And the sound, too, became louder. It
was a quick, low, soft sound, like the sound of a clock heard through a
wall, a sound I knew well. Louder it became, and louder. Why did the
men not go? Louder, louder. I stood up and walked quickly around the
room. I pushed my chair across the floor to make more noise, to cover
that terrible sound. I talked even louder. And still the men sat and
talked, and smiled. Was it possible that they could not hear??

No! They heard! I was certain of it. They knew! Now it was they
who were playing a game with me. I was suffering more than I could
bear, from their smiles, and from that sound. Louder, louder, louder!
Suddenly I could bear it no longer. I pointed at the boards and cried,
“Yes! Yes, I killed him. Pull up the boards and you shall see! I killed
him. But why does his heart not stop beating?! Why does it not stop!?”
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THE YELLOW
WALLPAPER
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Page 88

* He thought | was asleep first, but |
wasn’t, and lay there for hours trying
to decide whether that front pattern
and the back pattern really did move
together or separately.

* On a pattern like this, by daylight,
thereis a lack of sequence, a defiance
of law, that is a constantirritantto a
normal mind.

* The colour is hideous enough, and
unreliable enough and infuriating
enough, but the pattern is torturing.
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Why does the narrator tell us her
husband thought she was asleep?

What is the impact of ‘lay there for
hours’?

Identify five words which show what
the narrator is thinking about.

‘A constant irritant to a normal mind’
— what do you think of this
statement?
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Page 93

* That was clever, for really | wasn’t
alone a bit! As soon as it was
moonlight and that poor thing began
to crawl and shake the pattern, | got
up and ran to help her.

* | pulled and she shook, | shook and
she pulled, and before morning we
had peeled off yards of that paper.

* A strip about as high as my head and
half around the room.

* And then when the sun came and that
awful pattern began to laugh at me, |
declared | would finish it today.
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Why does the writer think she is not
alone?

What does the writer start to do?
What time of day does this take
place? Why is this important?

‘That awful pattern began to laugh
at me’ — what technique is used
here? Is this effective?
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Of course Alice and Edward weren't really related
(in Forks the story was that all the Cullen children
were adopted by Dr Carlisle Cullen and his wife,
Esmee, both plainly too young to have teenage
children), but their skin was precisely the same
pale shade, their eyes had the same golden tint,
with the same bruise-like shadows beneath them.
Her face, like his, was also startlingly beautiful.
To someone in the know- someone like me- these
similarities marked them out for what they were.
She finally seemed to process my mood.
"Okay...later then. Did you like the scrapbook your
mom sent you? And the camera from Charlie?”

I sighed. Of course she knew what my presents
were. Edward wasn't the only member of his family
with unusual skills. Alice would have “seen” what
her parents were planning as soon as they'd
decided that themselves.

We reached Edward then, and he held his hand out
for mine. I took it eagerly, forgetting for a
moment, my glum mood. His skin was as always
smooth, hard and, very cold. He gave my finger a
gentle squeeze.
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The Woman in Black - Susan Hill

‘T'm here to attend a funerq)- Mrs Dmblow, of Eel
Marsh Hoyse. Perhaps you knew of her?

His face flickered with, . what? Alarm, was it?
Suspicion? T could not tell, but the hame had stirreq

knew of her,” he said evenly.
‘Tam "epresenting her firm of solicitors. T nevep met
her. I take it she kept rather oyt of the way, for the
most part?’
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The Werewolf
Angela Carter

It is 2 northern country; they have cold weather, they
have cold hearts

‘Cold; tempest; wild beasts in the forest. It i a hard Ife.
Their houses are bult of logs, dark and smoky within.
There will be a crude icon of the virgin behind a guttcring
candie, the leg of a pig hung up to cure, a string of drying
‘mushrooms. A bed, a stool, a table. Harsh, brief, poor ivcs.

“To these upland woodsmen, the Devil I as real as you
or L More so; they have not seen us for even know
that we cxist, but the Devil they glimpse often in the
graveyards, those bieak and touching townships
of the dead where the graves are marked with portraits of
the deceased in the naif style and there arc no flowers
0 putin front of them, no flowess grow there, so they put
out small, votive offerings,ltte loaves, sometimes a cake
that the bears come lumbering from the margins of
the forest 1o snatch away. At midnigh, especially on
Walpurgisnacht, the Devil holds picnics in the graveyards
and invites the witches; then they dig up fresh corpses,
and cat them. Anyone wil ell you that.

Wireaths of gariic on the doors keep out the vampires.
A blue-eyed child born feet first on the night of St John's
Eve will have second sight. When they discover a witch —
some old woman whose cheeses ripen when her
neighbours' do not, another ofd woman whose black cat,
oh, sinister! follows her about all the time, they st the
crone, search for her marks, for the supemumerary
nipple her familiar sucks. They soon find it. Then they
stone her to death.




image52.png
Winter and cold weather.

Go and vist grandmother, who has been sick. Take her
the oatcakes I've bake for her on the hearthstone and 2
litle pot of butter.

‘The good child does as her mother bids - five miles
trudge through the forest; do not leave the path because
of the bears, the wild boar, the starving wolves, Here, take
your father's hunting knife; you know how 0 use it

“The child had a scabby coat of sheepskin o keep out
the cold, she knew the forest t00 well to fear it but she
must always be on her guard. When she heard that
freezing howl of a wolf, she dropped her gifts, scized he
knife and turned on the beast

It was a huge one, with red eyes and running, grizzied
chops; any but a mountaineer’s chid would have died of
right at the sight of i. It went for her throat, as wolves
do, butshe made a great swipe at it with her father's knife
and slashed off its ight forepav.

‘The wolflet out a gulp, almost a sob, when it saw what
had happened 10 it; wolves are less brave than they
seem. Tt went lolloping of disconsolately becween the
trees as well 2 it could on three legs, leaving a trail of
biood behind it. The child wiped the biad of her knife
clean on her apron, wrapped up the wolF's paw in the
cloth in which her mother had packed the oatcakes and
went on towards her grandmother’s house. Soon it
came on 1o snow so_thickly that the path and any
footsteps, track or spoor that might have been upon it
‘were obscured.

She found her grandmother was o sick she had taken
0 her bed and fallen into a fretful sleep, moaning and
shaking so that the child guessed she had a fever, She fet
the forehead, it burned. She shook out the cloth from her
basket, 0 use it to make the old woman a cold compress,
and the wolf’s paw fell to the floor.
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But it was no longer a wolf's paw. It was a hand,
chopped off at the wrist, 2 hand toughened with work
and freckled with old age. There was a wedding ring on
the third finger and a wart on the index finger. By the
wart, she knew it for her grandmother’s hand.

She puled back the sheet but the old woman woke up.
at that, and began o strugale, squawking and shricking
lke a thing possessed. But the child was strong, and
armed with her father’s hunting knife; she managed to
hold her grandmother down long €nough 1o see the
cause of her fever. There was a bioody stump where her
right hand should have been, festering already:

“The child crossed herself and cried out 50 loud the
neighbours heard her and came rushing in. They knew
the wart on the hand at once for a witch's nipple; they
drove the old woman, in her shift as she was, out nto the
snow with sticks, beating her old carcass as far as the edge
of the forest, and pelted her with stones untl she fell
down dead.

Now the child lived in her grandmother’s house;
she prospered.
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The Red Room

H.G. Wells

L can assure you,’said I, ‘that it will take a very tangible
ghostto frighten me. And I stood up before the fire with
my glass in my hand.

It is your own choosing said the man with the
withered arm, and glanced at me askance.

“Eight-and-twenty years; said I, ‘I have lived, and
never a ghost have I seen as yet.

“The old woman sat staring hard into the fire, her pale.
eyes wide open. Ay, she broke in; ‘and eight-and-twenty
years you have lived and never seen the likes of this
house, I reckon, There's a many things to see, when one’s
still but eight-and-twenty:” She swayed her head slowly
from side to side. °A many things to see and sorrow for”

Thalf suspected the old people were trying to enhance.
the spiritual terrors of their house by their droning
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insistence. I put down my empty glass on the table and
Iooked about the room, and caught a glimpse of myself,
abbreviated and broadened to an impossible sturdiness,
in the queer old mirror at the end of the room. “Well,
1 said, ‘if I see anything tonight, T shall be so much the
wiser. For | come to the business with an open mind.”

Its your own choosing’ said the man with the
withered arm once more.

Theard the faint sound of a stick and a shambling step.
on the flags in the passage outside. The door creaked on
its hinges as a second old man entered, more bent, more
wrinkled, more aged even than the fist. He supported
himself by the help of a crutch, his eyes were covered by
a shade, and his lower lip, half averted, hung pale and
pink from his decaying yellow teeth. He made straight
foran armchair on the opposite side of the table, sat down.
clumsily, and began to cough. The man with the withered.
hand gave the newcomer a short glance of positive
dislike; the old woman took no notice of his arrival, but
remained with her eyes fixed steadily on the fire.

1 said - i's your own choosing” said the man with
the withered hand, when the coughing had ceased for a
while.

I¢s my own choosing,’ T answered.

‘The man with the shade became aware of my presence
for the first time, and threw his head back for a moment,
and sidewise, to see me. I caught a momentary glimpse
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of his eyes, small and bright and inflamed. Then he began
1o cough and splutter again.

“Why don't you drink?’ said the man with the
withered arm, pushing the beer toward him. The man
with the shade poured out a glassful with a shaking
‘hand, that splashed half as much again on the deal table
Amonstrous shadow of him crouched upon the wall, and
mocked his action as e poured and drank. I must confess
Thad scarcely expected these grotesque custodians, There
is,tomy mind, something inhuman in senility, something
crouching and atavistic; the human qualities seem to
drop from old people insensibly day by day. The three
of them made me feel uncomfortable with their gaunt
silences, their bent carriage, their evident unfriendliness
tomeand to one another. And that night, perhaps, I was
in the mood for uncomfortable impressions. I resolved to
get away from their vague fore-shadowings of the evil
things upstairs.

“1f; said 1, "you will show me to this haunted room of
‘yours, I will make myself comfortable there.”

The old man with the cough jerked his head back so
suddenly that it startled me, and shot another glance
of his red eyes at me from out of the darkness under
the shade, but o one answered me. I waited a minute,

glancing from one to the other. The old woman stared
like a dead body, glaring into the fire with lack-lustre
eyes.
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16/ T said, a ltte louder, if you will show me to this
haunted room of yours, I will elieve you from the task of
entertaining me.

“There's a candle on the slab outside the door said
the man with the withered hand, looking at my feetas he
addressed me. But if you go to the Red Room tonight -

“This night of al nights!”said the old woman, softly.
you go alone.”

“Very well, I answered, shortly, ‘and which way do I
807

“You go along the passage for a bit, said he, nodding
his head on his shoulder at the door, “until you come to
a spiral staircase; and on the second landing is a door
covered with green baize. Go through that, and down the
long corridor to the end, and the Red Room is on your
left up the steps.”

‘Have 1 got that right?’ T said, and repeated his
directions.

He corrected me in one particular.

“And you are really going?” said the man with the
shade, looking at me again for the third time with that
queer, unnatural tilting of the face.

“This night of all nights!’ whispered the old woman.

“Itis what I came for, 1 said, and moved toward the
door. As 1 did so, the old man with the shade rose and
staggered round the table, so as to be closer to the others
and to the fire. At the door I turned and looked at them,
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and saw they were all close together, dark against the
frelight, staring at me over their shoulders, with an
intent expression on their ancient faces.

“Goodnight, I said, setting the door open. ‘IVs your
own choosing, said the man with the withered arm,

1left the door wide open until the candle was well
alight, and then I shut them in, and walked down the
chilly, echoing passage.

I must confess that the oddness of these three old
pensioners in whose charge her ladyship had left the
castle, and the deep-toned, old-fashioned furniture of
the housekeeper's room, in which they foregathered,
had affected me curiously in spite of my effort to keep
myself at a matter-of-fact phase. They seemed to belong
to another age, an older age, an age when things spiritual
were indeed to be feared, when common sense was
uncommon, an age when omens and witches were
credible,and ghostsbeyond denying, Theirvery existence,
thought 1, is spectral; the cut of their clothing, fashions
bor in dead brains; the ormaments and conveniences in
the room about them even are ghostly — the thoughts of
vanished men, which still haunt rather than participate
in the world of to-day. And the passage I was in, long and
shadowy, with a film of moisture glistening on the wall,
wasas gauntand cold asa thing that is dead and rigid. But
with an effort I sent such thoughts to the right-about. The
long, drafty sublerrancan passage was chilly and dusty,
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and my candle flared and made the shadows cower and
quiver. The echoes rang up and down the spiral staircase,
and a shadow came sweeping up after e, and another
fled before me into the darkness overhead. I came to the
wide landing and stopped there for a moment listening
10 a rustling that I fancied I heard creeping behind me,
and then, satisfied of the absolute silence, pushed open
the unwilling baize-covered door and stood in the silent
corridor.

The effect was scarcely what 1 expected, for the
‘moonlight, coming in by the great window on the grand
staircase, picked out everything in vivid black shadow
o reticulated silvery illumination. Everything seemed in
its proper position; the house might have been deserted
on the yesterday instead of twelve months ago. There
were candles in the sockets of the sconces, and whatever
dust had gathered on the carpets or upon the polished
flooring was distributed so evenly as to be invisible in
my candlelight. A waiting stillness was over everything.
Twas about to advance, and stopped abruptly. A bronze
group stood upon the landing hidden from me by a
comer of the wall; but its shadow fell with marvelous
distinctness upon the white paneling, and gave me the
impression of someone crouching to waylay me. The
thing jumped upon my attention suddenly. I stood rigid
for half a moment, perhaps. Then, with my hand in the
pocket that held the revolver, I advanced, only to discover
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a Ganymede and Eagle, glistening in the moonlight.
‘That incident for a time restored my nerve, and a dim
porcelain Chinanan ur a bulil table, whose head rockesd
as T passed, scarcely startled me.

The door of the Red Room and the steps up to it were
inashadowy comer. I moved my candle from side toside
in order to see clearly the nature of the recess in which
1 stood, before opening the door. Here it was, thought
1, that my predecessor was found, and the memory of
that story gave me a sudden twinge of apprehension. T
glanced over my shoulder at the black Ganymede in the
‘moonlight, and opened the door of the Red Room rather
hastily, with my face half turned to the pallid silence of
the corridor.

Ientered,closed the door behind meat once, turned the-
Key I found in the lock within, and stood with the candle
held aloft surveying the scene of my vigil the great Red
Room of Lorraine Castle, in which the young Duke had
died; or rather in which he had begun his dying, for he
had opened the door and fallen headlong down the steps
Ihad just ascended. That had been the end of his vigi, of
his gallant attempt to conquer the ghostly tradition of the
place, and never, T thought, had apoplexy better served
the ends of superstition. There were other and older
stories that clung Lo the room, back to the halF-incredible
‘beginning of it all, the tale of a timid wife and the tragic
end that came to her husband's jest of frightening her.
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And looking round that huge shadowy room with its
black window bays, its recesses and alcoves, ifs dusty
brownred hangings and dark gigantic furniture, one
could well understand the legends that had sprouted in
its black comers,its germinating darknesses. My candle
‘wasa little tongue of light in the vastness of the chamber;
its rays failed to pierce to the opposite end of the room,
and left an ocean of dull red mystery and suggestion,
sentinel shadows and watching darknesses beyond its
island of light. And the stllness of desolation broodlec
overitall.

Tmust confess some impalpable quality of that ancient
room disturbed me. T tried to fight the feeling down. 1
resolved to make a systematic examination of the place,
and so, by leaving nothing to the imagination, dispel the
fanciful suggestions of the abscurity before they obtained
ahold upon me. After satisfying myselfof the fastening of
the door, I began to walk round the room, peering round
each article of fumiture, tucking up the valances of the
bed and opening its curtains wide. In one place there was
adistinet echo to my footsteps, the noises I made seemed
50 little that they enhanced rather than broke the silence
of the place. I pulled up the blinds and examined the
fastenings of the several windows. Attracted by the fall
of a partcle of dust, I leaned forward and looked up the
blackness of the wide chimney. Then, trying to preserve
‘my scientific attitude of mind, 1 walked round and began
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tapping the oak paneling for any secret opening, but 1
desisted before reaching the alcove. I saw my face in a
‘mirror - white.

‘There were two big mirrors in the room, each with a
pair of sconces bearing candles, and on the mantelshelf,
too, were candles in china candlesticks. Al these I lit
one after the other. The fire was laid ~ an unexpected
consideration from the old housekeeper ~ and 1 it it,
10 keep down any disposition to shiver, and when it
was burning well I stood round with my back to it and
regarded the room again. I had pulled upa chintz-covered
anmchair and a table to form a kind of barricade before
me. On this lay my revolver, ready to hand. My precise
examination had done me a little good, but 1 still found
the remoter darkness of the place and its perfect stillness
too stimulating for the imagination. The echoing of the
stirand crackling of the fire was o sort of comfort to me.
‘The shadow in the alcove at the end of the room began o
display that undefinable quality of a presence, that odd
suggestion of a lurking living thing that comes so easily
in silence and solitude. And to reassure myself, I walked
with a candle into it and satisfied myself that there was
nothing tangible there. I stood that candle upon the floor
of the alcove and left it in that position.

By this time [ was in a state of considerable nervous
tension, although to my reason there was no adequate
cause for my condition. My mind, however, was perfectly
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clear. T postulated quite unreservedly that nothing
supernatural could happen, and to pass the time I began
stringing some rhymes together, Ingoldsby fashion,
concerning the original legend of the place. A few I spoke
aloud, but the echoes were not pleasant. For the same
reason T also abandoned, after a time, a conversation with
myself upon the impossibility of ghosts and haunting,
My mind reverted to the three old and distorted people
downstairs, and I tried to keep it upon that topc.

‘The sombre reds and greys of the room troubled me;
evenwithits seven candles the place was merely dim. The
lightin the alcove laring i draft, and the fire lickering,
Kept the shadows and penumbra perpetually shifting
and stirring in a noiseless flighty dance. Casting about
for a remedy, I recalled the wax candles I had seen in the
corridor, and, with a slight effort, carrying a candle and
Teaving the door open, T walked out into the moonlight,
and presently returned with as many as ten. These I put
in the various knick-knacks of china with which the room
was sparsely adorned, and lit and placed them where the
shadows had lain deepest, some on the floor, some in the
window recesses, arranging and rearranging them until
at last my seventeen candles were 50 placed that not an
inch of the room but had the direct light of at least one of
them. It occurred to me that when the ghost came [ could
warn him not o rip over them. The soom was now quite
brightly illuminated. There was something very cheering
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and reassuring in these litfle silent streaming flames,
and to notice their steady diminution of length offered
me an occupation and gave me a reassurinig sense of the
passage of time.

Even with that, however, the brooding expectation
of the vigil weighed heavily enough upon me. I stood
watching the minute hand of my watch creep towards
midnight.

Then something happened in the alcove. I did not
see the candle go out, I simply tumed and saw that
the darkness was there, as one might start and see the
unexpected presence of a stranger. The biack shadow
had sprung back to its place. ‘By Jove,” said I aloud,
recovering from my surprise, ‘that draft's a strong one;’
and taking the matehbox from the table, I walked across
the room in a leisurely manner o relight the corner again.
My first match would ot strike, and as I succeeded
with the second, something seemed to blink on the wall
before me. T turned my head involuntarily and saw that
the o candles on the lttle table by the fireplace were
extinguished. I rose at once to my feet.

“Odd; Isaid. Did I do that myself i a flash of absent-
‘mindedness?’

T walked back, relit one, and as I did so I saw the
candle in the right sconce of one of the mirrors wink
and go right out, and almost immediately its companion
followed it. The flames vanished as if the wick had been
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suddenly nipped between a finger and thumb, leaving
the wick neither glowing nor smoking, but black. While
Istood gaping the candle at the foot of the besd went out,
and the shadows seemed to take another step toward me.

“This won(t do!’said 1, and first one and then another
candle on the mantelshelf followed.

“What's up?’ I cried, with a queer high note getting
into my voice somehow. At that the candle on the corner
of the wardrobe went out, and the one I had relit in the
alcove followed.

“Steady on!'Tsaid, those candles are wanted, speaking
with a half-hysterical facetiousness, and scratching away
at a match the while, ‘for the mantel candlesticks.” My
hands trembled so much that twice 1 missed the rough
paper of the matchbox. As the mantel emerged from
darkness again, two candles in the remoter end of the
zoom were eclipsed. But with the same match Lalso relit
the larger mirror candles, and those on the floor near the
doorsway, 5o that for the moment I seemed to gain on the
extinctions. But then in a noiseless volley there vanished.
four lights at once in different corners of the room, and
I struck another match in quivering haste, and stood
hesitating whither to take it

As T stood undecided, an invisible hand seemed to
sweep out the two candles on the table. With a cry of
texror I dashed at the alcove, then into the corner and
then into the window, relighting three as two more
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vanished by the fireplace, and then, perceiving a better
way, 1 dropped matches on the iron-bound deedbox in
the comer, and caught up the bedroom candlestick. With
this T avoided the delay of striking matches, but for all
that the steady process of extinction went on, and the
shadows I feared and fought against returned, and crept
in upon me, first a step gained on this side of me, then
on that. I was now almost frantic with the horror of the
coming darkness, and my self-possession deserted me. I
leaped panting from candle to candle in a vain struggle
against that remorseless advance,

Tbruised myself in the thigh against the table, [ senta
chair headlong, Istumbled and fell and whisked the cloth
from the table in my fall. My candle rolled away from
me and I snatched another as T rose. Abruptly this was
blown out as I swung it off the table by the wind of my
sudden movement, and immediately the two remaining
candles followed. But there was light still in the room,
a red light that streamed across the ceiling and staved
off the shadows from me. The fire! Of course I could still
thrust my candle between the bars and relight it

1 tumed to where the flames were still dancing
between the glowing coals and splashing red reflections
wpon the fumniture; made two steps toward the grate,
and incontinently the flumes dwindled and vanished,
the glow vanished, the reflections rushed together and
disappeared, and as I thrust the candle between the
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‘bars darkness closed upon me like the shutting of an
eye, wrapped about me in a stifling embrace, sealed my
vision, and crushed the last vestiges of self-possession
from my brain. And it was not only palpable darkness,
but intolerable terror. The candle fell from my hands.
I flung out my arms in a vain effort to thrust that
ponderous blackness away from me, and lifting up my
voice, screamed with all my might, once, twice, thrice.
Then I think I must have staggered to my feet. I know
1 thought suddenly of the moonlit corridor, and with
my head bowed and my arms over my face, made a
stumbling run for the door.

‘But T had forgotten the exact position of the door, and.
I struck myself heavily against the comer of the bed. T
stagered back, turned and was either struck or struck
myself against some other bulky furnishing. T have a
vague memory of battering myself thus to and fro in the
darkness, of a heavy blow at last upon my forehead, of a
horrible sensation of falling that lasted an age, of my last
frantic effort to keep my footing, and then I remember no
more.

I opened my eyes in daylight. My head was roughly
bandaged, and the man with the withered hand was
‘watching my face. 1 looked about me trying to remember
‘what had happened, and for a space I could not recollect.
I rolled my eyes into the corner and saw the old woman,
no longer abstracted, o longer terrible, pouring out
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some drops of medicine from a little blue phial into a
lass. "Where am I2'I said. I seem to remember you, and
Yot Teanno remember who you are.

‘They told me then, and I heard of the haunted Red
Room as one who hears a tale. ‘We found you at dawn,’
said he, ‘and there was blood on your forehead and lips.”

1 wondered that I had ever disliked him. The three
of them in the daylight seemed commonplace old folk
enough. The man with the green shade had his head bent
as one who sleeps.

It was very slowly I recovered the memory of my
experience. "You believe niow; said the old man with the
withered hand, ‘that the room is haunted?” He spoke no
fonger as one who greets an intruder, but 2s one who
condoles with a friend.

“Yes, said T, ‘the room is haunted.”

“And you have seen it. And we who have been here all
our lives have never set eyes upon it. Because we have
never dared. Tell s, is it truly the old earl who -/

“No/ said I, it s not.”

T told you so," said the old lady, with the glass
in her hand. It is his poor young countess who was
frightened

“It s not’ T said. “There is neither ghost of earl nor
ghost of countess in that room; there is no ghost there at
all, but worse, far worse, something impalpable -

Well? they said.
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“The worst of all the things that haunt poor mortal
men,’ said I; ‘and that is, in all its nakedness - “Fear!”
Fear that will not have light nor sound, that will not bear
with reason, that deafens and darkens and overwhelms.

Itfollowed me through the corridor, it fought against me
the room "

1 stopped abruptly. There was an interval of silence.

My hand went up to my bandages. The candles went out
one after another, and I fled

Then the man with the shade lifted his face sideways
to see me and spoke.

“Thatis it, said he. T knew that was it. A Power of
Darkness. To put such a curse upon a home! It lurks
there always. You can feel it even in the daytime, even of
a bright summer’s day, in the hangings, in the curtains,
Keeping behind you however you face about. In the dusk
it creepsin the corridor and follows you, so that you dare
not turn. It s even as you say. Fear itself is in that room.
Black Fear.... And there it will be .. 50 long as this house
of sin endures.’
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The Tell-Tale Heart

IS TRUE! YES, T HAVE BERN 1L,
very il But why do you say that
1 have lost control of my mind,
why do you say that 1 am mad?
Can you not see that I have full
control of my mind? Is ic not clear
that I am not mad? Indeed, the
illness only made my mind, my
feelings, my senses stronger, more
powerful. My sense of hearing
especally became more powerful.
I could hear sounds 1 had never
heard before. I heard sounds from
heaven; and 1 heard sounds from.
hell!

Listent Listen, and @ will tell
‘you how it happened. You will see, you will hear how healthy my mind

Itis impossible to say how the idea first entered my head. There
was no reason for what I did. 1 did not hate the old man; I even loved
him. He had never hurt me. | did not want bis mney: | think it was
his eye. His eye was like the eye of a vulture, the eye of one of those:
terrble birds that watch and wait while an animal dies, and then fall
upon the dead body and pull it to pieces to eat ir. When the old man
looked at me with his vultue eye a cold fecling went up and down my
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back; even my blood became cold. And so, 1 inally decided I had to
Kkill the old man and close that eye forever!

S0 you think that I am mad? A madman cannot plan. But you
should have scen me. During al of that week [ was as friendly to the
old man a5 I could be, and warm, and loving.

Every night about twelve ofclock I slowly opened his door. And
when the door was opencd wide enough I put my hand in, and then
my head. In my hand T held a light covered over with  cloth so that
no light showed. And I stood there quietly. Then, carcfally, I lified the
cloth, jus alittle, so that a single, chin, small lght fell across thac eye.
For seven nights 1 did this, seven long nights, very night at midnight.
Always the eye was closed, s i¢ was impossible for me to do the work.
For it was not the old man I fele T had t0 kil; it was the eve, his Evil
Eye.

And every morning I went (o his room, and with o warm, friendly
voice 1 asked him how he had slept. He could not guess that every
night, just at owelve, 1 looked in at him as he slept,

‘The eighth night I was more than usually careful as I opened
the door. The hands of a clock move moe quickly than did my hand.
Never before had I felt o strongly my own power; [ was now sure of

The old man was Iying there not dreaming that [ was at his door.
Suddenly he moved in bis bed. You may think I became afraid. But no.
‘The darknessin his room was thick and black. [ knew he could not see
the opening of the door. I continued to push the door, slowly, softy. I
putin my head. I putin my hand, with the covered light. Suddenly the
old man sat straight up in bed and cried, “Who's there??!

1 stood quite sdll. For a whole hour 1 did not move. Nor did 1
hear him again lie down in his bed. He just sat there,listening. Then T
heard a sound, a low cry of fear which escaped from the old man. Now
Tknew that he was steing up in his bed, flled with fear; 1 knew that he
knew that | was there. He did not see me there. He could not hear me
there. He felt me there. Now he knew that Death was standing there.

Slowly, little by licle, 1 lifted the cloth, until a small, small light
escaped from under it to fall upon — to fall upon tha vulcure eye!
It was open — wide, wide open, and my anger increased as it looked
seraight at me. | could not see the old man's face. Only that eye, that
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hard blue eye, and the blood in my body became like ice.

Have I not told you that my hearing had become unusually
strong? Now I could hear a quick, low, soft sound, like the sound of a
clock heard through a wall It was the bearing of the old man's heart.
1 tred to stand quietly. But the sound grerw louder. The old man's fear
must have been great indeed. And as the sound grew louder my anger
became greater and more painful. But it was more than anger, In the
quiet night, i the dark silence of the bedroom my anger became
fear — for the heart was beating so loudly that I was sure some one.
must hear. The time had come! I rushed inta the room, crying, “Dic!
Diel” The old man gave a loud cry of fear as I fell upon him and held
the bedcovers tightly over his head. Stil his heart was beating; but
Ismiled as 1 elt that success was near. For many minutes that hearc
continued o beat; but at last the beating stopped. The old man was
dead. T took away the bedcovers and held my car over his heart. There
was 10 sound. Yes. He was dead! Dead as 2 stone. His eye would
trouble me no more!

So 1am mad, you say? You
should have seen how careful [
was to put the body where no one
could find it First I cut off the
head, then the arms and the legs. |
was careful not to et a single drop
of blood fll on the floor. I pulled
up thie of the boards that formed
the floor, and put the piccesof the
body there. Then I put the boards
down again, carcfly, so carefully
that no human eye could see that
they had been moved.

As 1 finished this work 1
heard chat someane was at the
door. It was now four ofclock in
the morning, but still dark. I had
00 fear, however, as | went down
to open the door. Three men were
at the door, three offcers of the
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police: One of the neighbors had heard the old man's cry and had
called the police; these three had come to ask questions and to search
the house.

Tasked the policemen to come in. The cry, | said, was my cwen, in
a dream. The old man, I said, was away; he had gone to visi a friend
in the country T took them through the whole house, telling them to
search icall, o search well. T led them finally into the old man's bed-
room. As i playing a game with them I asked them to sit down and
talk for a while,

My easy, quiet manner made the policemen believe my story. So
they sat talking with me in a friendly way. But although I answered
them in the same way, I soon wished that they would go. My head hurt
and there was a strange sound in my ears. I talked more, and fster.
The sound became clearer. And stll they sat and talked.

‘Suddenly T knew that the sound was not in my ears, it was not
just inside my head. At that moment I mus¢ have become quite white.
Ttalked still fascer and louder. And the sound, too, became louder. It
was a quick, Jow, soft sound, like the sound of a clock heard through a
wall,a sound T knew well. Louder it became, and louder. Why did the
men not go? Loudes louder I stood up and walked quickly around the
room. I pushed my chair actoss the floor to make more noise, to cover
that terrible sound. 1 talked even louder. And stil the men sat and
talked, and smiled. Was it possible that they could ot hearl!

No! They heard! [ was certain of it. They knew! Now it was they
who were playing a game with me. I was suffering more than | could
bea, from their smiles, and from that sound. Louder, louder, louder!
Suddenly T could bear it no longet. I pointed at the boards and cried,
“Yes! Yes, I killed him. Pull up the boards and you shall see! I killed
hitn, But why does his heart not stop bearing?! Why does it not stap!?”
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Metamorphosis
FranzKafka Translated by David Wyl

The opening line of Metamorphosis s one of the most famous opening lines in literature:

“Als Gregor Samsa eines Morgens aus unruhigen Triumen erwachte, fand er sich in seinem Bett zu
cinem ungeheueren Ungeziefer verwandelt”

But ungesiefer verwandelt has no direct translation to English... So translations include ~ ‘monstrous
cockroach, ‘monstrous vermin, ‘monstrous insect,”large verminous insect’or ‘enormous bedbug.”
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One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found himself transformed in his bed into a
‘monstrous cockoach. He lay on his armour-like back, and if he lifted his head a little, he could see his brown
belly, slightly domed and divided by arches info Stiff sections. The bedding was hardly able to cover it and
scemed ready to slide off any moment. His many legs, pitifully thin compared with the size of the rest of him,
waved about helplessly as he looked.

“What's happened to me?" he thought, It wasn't a dream. His room, a proper human room although & little too
small, lay peacefully between its four familiar walls. A collection of textile samples lay spread out on the table -
Samsa was a travelling salesman - and above it there hung a picture that he had recently cut out of an illustrated
magazine and housed in a nice, gilded frame. It showed a lady fitted out with a fur hat and fur boa who sat
upright, raising a heavy fur muff that covered the whole of her lower arm towards the viewer.

Gregor then turned to look out the window at the dull weather. Drops of rain could be heard hitting the pane,
which made him feel quite sad. “How about if I sleep a litle bit longer and forget all this nonsense”, he thought,
but that was something he was unable to do because he was used to sleeping on his right, and in his present state
couldn't get into that position. However hard he threw himself onto his right, he always rolled back to where he
was. Hle must have tried it 2 hundred times, shut his eyes so that he wouldn't have to look at the floundering
legs, and only stopped when he began to feel 2 mild, dull pin there that he had never felt before.

"Oh, God", he thought, "what a strenuous career it is that I've chosen! Travelling day in and day out, Doing
business like this takes much more cffort than doing your own business at home, and on top of that there's the
curse of travelling, worrics about making train connections, bad and irregular food, contact with different people
all the time so that you can never get to know anyone or become friendly with them. It can all go to Hell!" He
felt a slight itch up on his belly; pushed himself slowly up on his back towards the headboard so that he could
lift his head better; found where the itch was, and saw that it was covered with lots of little white spots which he
didn't know what to make of; and when he tried to feel the place with one of his legs he drew it quickly back
because as soon as he touched it he was overcome by a cold shudder.

.
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Extract 2

“The first thing he wanted to do was get the lower part of his body out of the bed, but he had never seen this
fower part, and could not imagine what it looked like; it furned out to be too hard to move it went so slowly;
and finally, almost in & frenzy, when he carelessly shoved himself forwards with all the force he could gather, he
chose the wrong direction, hit hard against the lower bedpost, and learned from the burning pain he felt that the
Lowes part of his body might well at present, be the most sensitive.

So then he tried to get the top part of his body out of the bed first, carefully turning his head to the side. This he
menaged quite easily, and despite its breadth and its weight, the bulk of his body eventually followed slowly in
the dircction of the head. But when he had at last got his head out of the bed and into the fresh ir it occurred to
him that if he let himself fall it would be a miracle if his head were not injured, so he became afvaid to carry on
pushing himself forward the same way. And he could not knock himself out now at any price; better to stay in
bed than lose consciousness.
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Because he had to open the door in this way, it was already wide open before he could be scen. He had first to
slowly tum himself around one of the double doors, and he had o o it very carefully if he did not want to fall
flat on his back before entering the room. He was still occupied with this difficult movement, unable to pay
attention 1o anything else, when he heard the chief clerk exclaim a loud "Oht", which sounded like the soughing
of the wind, Now Le also saw him - he wes the nearest to the door - his hand pressed against his open mouth and
slowly retreating as if driven by a sieady and invisible force. Gregor's mother, her hair still dishevelled from bed
despite the chief clerk's being therc, looked at his father. Then she unfolded her arms, took two steps forward
towards Gregor and sank down onto the floor into her skirts that spread themselves out around her as her head
disappeared down onto her breast. His father looked hostile, and clenched his fists as if wanting to knock Grogor
back into his room. Then he looked uncertainly round the living room, covered his eyes with his hands and wept
so that his powerful chest shook.

“Mother, mother”, said Gregor gently, looking up at her. He had completely forgotten the chief clerk for the
moment, but could not help himsclf snapping in the air with his jaws at the sight of the flow of coffee. That set
his mother screaming anew, she fled from the table and into the arms of his father s he rushed towards her.

Gregor, though, had 10 time to spare for his parents now; the chief clerk had already reached the stairs; with his
chin on the banister, he looked back for the fast time. Gregor made a run for him; he wanted to be sure of
reaching him; the chief clerk must have expected something, as he leapt down several steps at once and
disappeared; his shouts resounding all around the staircase. The flight of the chief clerk scemed, unfortunately,
to put Gregor's father into  panic as well. Unil then he had been relatively self-controlled, but now, instead of
running afier the chief clerk himself, or at least not impeding Gregor as he ran after him, Gregor's father seized
the chicf clerk's stick in his right hand (the chief clerk had left it behind on 2 chair, along with his hat and
overcoat), picked up a large newspaper from the table with his left, and used them to drive Gregor back into his
<oom, stamping his foot at him as he went.
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Extract 4

One day, about a month after Gregor's transformation when his sister no longer had any parti
shocked at his appearance, she came into the room  lttle carlier than usual and found him still staring out the
window, motionless, and just where he would be most horrible. In itself, his sister's not coming into the room
would have been 1o surprise for Gregor as it would have been difficult for her to immediately open the window
while he was stil there, but not only did she not come in, she went straight back and closed the door behind her,
a stranger would have thought he had threatened her and tried to bite her. Gregor went straight to hide himself
under the couch, of course, but he had to wait until middey before his sister came back and she seomed much
more uneasy than usual. It made him realise that she still found his appearance unbearable and would continuc
o do 50, she probably even had to overcome the urge to flee when she saw the fitle bit of him that protruded
from under the couch, One day, in order o spare her even this sight, he spent four hours carying the bodshect
over to the couch on his back and arranged it so that he was completely covered and his sister would not be able
10 see him even if she bent down. If she did not think this sheet was necessary then all she had to do was take it
off again, as it was clear enough that it was no pleasure for Gregor to cut himself off so completely. She left the
sheet where it was. Grogor even thought he glimpsed a look of gratitude one time when he carefully looked out
from under the sheet fo see how his sister liked the now arrangement.
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Extract 5

And 50 be ran up to his father, stopped when his father stopped, scurried forwards again when he moved, even
slightly. In this way they went round the xoom several times without anything decisive happening, without even
giving the impression of a chese as everything went so slowly. Gregor remained all this time on the floor,
largely because he feared his father might see it as especially provoking if he fled onto the wal or ceiling,
‘Whatever he did, Gregor had to admit that he certainly would not be able to keep up this running about for long,
as for cach step his father took he had to carry out countless movements. He became noticeably short of breath,
even in his carlier life his lungs had not been very reliable. Now, as he lurched about in his efforts to muster all
the strength he could for running he could hardly keep his eyes open; his thoughts became too slow for him to
thiak of any other way of saving himself than running; he almost forgot that the walls were there for him to use
although, here, they were concealed behind cerefully carved furniture full of notches and protrusions - then,
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