
Literature 
 

I have added links and excerpts for you to be aware of the difficulty of each work: 

 

Easy: 

A Christmas Carol by Dickens (England) 

 

The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night Time by Mark Haddon (England) 

 

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

Then I stopped reading the letter because I felt sick. 
Mother had not had a heart attack. Mother had not died. Mother had been alive all the 
time. And father had lied about this. 
I tried really hard to think if there was any other explanation, but I couldn’t think of one. 
And then I couldn’t think of anything at all because my brain wasn’t working properly. 
I felt giddy. It was like the room was swinging from side to side, as if it was at the top of a 
really tall building and the building was swinging backward and forward in a strong wind 
(this is a simile, too). But I knew that the room couldn’t be swinging backward and 
forward, so it must have been something which was happening inside my head. 
I rolled onto the bed and curled up in a ball. 
My stomach hurt. 
I don’t know what happened then because there is a gap in my memory, like a bit of the 
tape had been erased. But I know that a lot of time must have passed because later on 
when I opened my eyes again, I could see that it was dark outside the window. And I had 
been sick because there was sick all over the bed and on my hands and arms and face. 
But before this I heard Father coming into the house and calling out my name, which is 
another reason why I know a lot of time had passed. 
And it was strange because he was calling, “Christopher…? Christopher…?” and I could see 
my name written out as he was saying it. Often I can see what someone is saying written 
out like it is being printed on a computer screen, especially if they are in another room. 
But this was not on a computer screen. I could see it written really large, like it was on a 
big advert on the side of a bus. And it was in my mother’s handwriting like this… 

 

Tales of the Unexpected by Roald Dahl (Hitchcock adaptation) (Born in Wales to Norwegian 

parents) 

 

Animal Farm by George Orwell 

 

http://www.ibiblio.org/ebooks/Dickens/Carol/Dickens_Carol.pdf
http://www.ibiblio.org/ebooks/Dickens/Carol/Dickens_Carol.pdf
https://english1119.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/dahl-roald-the-collected-short-stories-of-roald-dahl-volume-1.pdf
http://msxnet.org/orwell/print/animal_farm.pdf


Quite easy: 

Lord of the Flies by William Golding (Cornwall) 

 

 ‘Lord of the Flies’ by William Golding 
  

'Lord of the Flies' is a dystopic novel written in 1954. A group of boys are marooned on a 
tropical island after their plane crashes while being evacuated during a nuclear war. With 
no adult survivors, they create their own "micro-society". Ralph is elected chief and he 
organizes shelter and fire. Jack, the head of the choir takes his boys hunting for wild pigs. A 
bitter rivalry develops between Jack and Ralph as both want to be in charge. The "hunters" 
become savage and primal, under Jack's rule, while Ralph tries to keep his group civilized. 
The growing hostility between them leads to a bloody and frightening climax. 
  
In this excerpt, Simon, dreamy, peaceful boy and a part of Ralph's tribe, stumbles across a 
dead pilot that had been mistaken for the beast on the mountain. He runs to tell the others 
but stumbles into the circle Jack's tribe has formed, and is attacked and killed. 
  
Long before Ralph and Piggy came up with Jack’s lot they could hear the party. There was 
a stretch of grass in a place where the palms left a wide band of turf between the forest 
and the shore.  Just one step down form the edge of the turf was the white, blown sand of 
above high water, warm, dry, trodden.  Below that again was a rock that stretched away 
toward the lagoon.  Beyond was a short stretch of sand and then the edge of the water.  A 
fire burned on the rock and fat dripped from the roasting pig meat into the invisible 
flames.  All the boys of the island, except Piggy, Ralph, Simon, and the two tending the pig, 
were grouped on the turf.  They were laughing, singing, lying, squatting, or standing on 
the grass, holding food in their hands.  But to judge by the greasy faces, the meat eating 
was almost done; and some held coconut shells in their hands and were drinking form 
them.  Before the party had started, a great log had been dragged into the center of the 
lawn and Jack, painted and garlanded, sat there like an idol.  There were piles of meat on 
green leaves near him and fruit and coconut shells full of drink. 

              
Piggy and Ralph came to the edge of the grassy platform; and the boys, as they noticed 
them, fell silent one by one till only the boy next to Jack was talking.  Then the silence 
intruded even there and Jack turned where he sat.  For a time he looked at them and the 
crackle of the fire was the loudest noise over the droning of the reef.  Ralph looked away; 
and Sam, thinking that Ralph had turned to him accusingly put down his gnawed bone 
with a nervous giggle.  Ralph took an uncertain step, pointed to a palm tree, and 
whispered something inaudible to Piggy;  and they both giggled like Sam.  Lifting his feet 
high out of the sand, Ralph started to stroll past.  Piggy tried to whistle. 

              
At this moment the boys who were cooking at the fire suddenly hauled off a great chunk 
of meat and ran with it toward the grass.  They bumped Piggy, who was burnt, and yelled 
and danced.  Immediately, Ralph and the crowd of boys were united and relieved by a 
storm of laughter.  Piggy once more was the center of social derision so that everyone felt 
cheerful and normal. 



  
Jack stood up and waved his spear. 

              
“Take them some meat.” 
  
The boys with the spit gave Ralph and Piggy each a succulent chunk.  They took the gift, 
dribbling.  So they stood and ate beneath a sky of thunderous brass that rang with the 
storm-coming. 
  
Jack waved his spear again…. 
  
…Piggy touched Ralph’s wrist. 
  
“Come away.  There’s going to be trouble.  And we’ve had our meat.” 
  
There was a blink of bright light beyond the forest and the thunder exploded again so that 
a little un started to whine.  Big drops of rain fell among them making individual sounds 
when they struck. 
  
“Going to be a storm,” said Ralph, “and you’ll have rain like when we dropped here.  
Who’s clever now?  Where are your shelters?  What are you going to do about that?” 
The hunters were looking uneasily at the sky, flinching from the stroke of the drops.  A 
wave of restlessness set the boys swaying and moving aimlessly.  The flickering light 
became brighter and the blows of the thunder were only just bearable.  The littluns began 
to run about, screaming. 
  
Jack leapt on to the sand. 
  
“Do our dance!  Come on! Dance!” 
  
He ran stumbling through the thick sand to the open space of rock beyond the fire.  Between 
the flashes of lightning the air was dark and terrible; and the boys followed him, 
clamorously.  Robert became the pig, grunting and charging at Jack, who sidestepped.  The 
hunters took their spears, the cooks took spits, and the rest clubs of firewood.  A circling 
movement developed and a chant.  While Roger mimed the terror of the pig, the littluns 
ran and jumped on the outside of the circle.  Piggy and Ralph, under the threat of the sky, 
found themselves eager to take a place in this demented but partly secure society.  They 
were glad to pound the brown backs of the fence that hemmed in the terror and made it 
governable. 

              
“Kill the beast!  Cut his throat! Spill his blood.” 
  
The movement became regular while the chant lost its first superficial excitement and 
began to beat like a steady pulse.  Roger ceased to be a pig and became a hunter, so that 
the center of the ring yawned emptily.  Some of the littluns started a ring on their own; and 
the complementary circles went round and round as though repetition would achiever 



safety of itself.  There was the throb and stamp of a single organism. 
              

The dark sky was shattered by a blue-white scar.  An instant later the noise was on them 
like the blow of a gigantic whip. The chant rose a tone in agony. 

              
“Kill the beast!  Cut his throat!  Spill his blood.” 
  
Again the blue-white scar jagged above them and the sulphurous explosion beat down.  The 
littluns screamed and blundered about, fleeing from the edge of the forest and one of them 
broke the ring of biguns in his terror. 
  
“Him! Him!”  The circle became a horseshoe. A thing was crawling out of the forest.  It came 
darkly, uncertainly. The shrill screaming that rose before the beast was like a pain.  The 
beast stumbled into the horseshoe. 
  
“Kill the beast! Cut his throat! Spill his blood!” 
  
The blue-white scar was constant, the noise unendurable. Simon was crying out something 
about a dead man on a hill. 

              
“Kill the beast! Cut his throat!  Spill his blood! Do him in!” 
  
The sticks fell and the mouth of the new circle crunched and screamed.  The beast was on 
its knees in the center, its arms folded over its face.  It was crying out against the 
abominable noise something about a body on the hill. The beast struggled forward, broke 
the ring and fell over the steep edge of the rock to the sand by the water.  At once the 
crowd surged after it, poured down the rock, fell on to the beast, screamed, struck, bit, 
tore.  There were no words and no movements but the tearing of teeth and claws. 
  
The clouds opened and let down the rain like a waterfall.  The water bounded from the 
mountain-top, tore leaves and branches from the trees, poured like a cold shower over 
the struggling heap on the sand.  Presently the heap broke up and figures staggered away.  
Only the beast lay still, a few yards form the sea.  Even in the rain they could see how 
small a beast it was; and already its blood was staining the sand. “ 

 

The Hound of the Baskervilles by Doyle (Scotland) 

 

Chapter 1 
Mr. Sherlock Holmes 
 
Mr. Sherlock Holmes, who was usually very late in the mornings, save upon those not 
infrequent occasions when he was up all night, was seated at the breakfast table. I stood 
upon the hearth-rug and picked up the stick which our visitor had left behind him the 
night before. It was a fine, thick piece of wood, bulbous-headed, of the sort which is 
known as a "Penang lawyer." Just under the head was a broad silver band nearly an inch 



across. "To James Mortimer, M.R.C.S., from his friends of the C.C.H.," was engraved upon 
it, with the date "1884." It was just such a stick as the old-fashioned family practitioner 
used to carry -- dignified, solid, and reassuring. 
 
"Well, Watson, what do you make of it?" Holmes was sitting with his back to me, and I had 
given him no sign of my occupation. 
 
"How did you know what I was doing? I believe you have eyes in the back of your head." 
 
"I have, at least, a well-polished, silver-plated coffee-pot in front of me," said he. "But, tell 
me, Watson, what do you make of our visitor's stick? Since we have been so unfortunate 
as to miss him and have no notion of his errand, this accidental souvenir becomes of 
importance. Let me hear you reconstruct the man by an examination of it." 
 
"I think," said I, following as far as I could the methods of my companion, "that Dr. 
Mortimer is a successful, elderly medical man, well-esteemed since those who know him 
give him this mark of their appreciation." 
 
"Good!" said Holmes. "Excellent!" 
 
"I think also that the probability is in favour of his being a country practitioner who does a 
great deal of his visiting on foot." 
 
"Why so?" 
 
"Because this stick, though originally a very handsome one has been so knocked about 
that I can hardly imagine a town practitioner carrying it. The thick-iron ferrule is worn 
down, so it is evident that he has done a great amount of walking with it." 
 
"Perfectly sound!" said Holmes. 
 
"And then again, there is the 'friends of the C.C.H.' I should guess that to be the 
Something Hunt, the local hunt to whose members he has possibly given some surgical 
assistance, and which has made him a small presentation in return." 
 
"Really, Watson, you excel yourself," said Holmes, pushing back his chair and lighting a 
cigarette. "I am bound to say that in all the accounts which you have been so good as to 
give of my own small achievements you have habitually underrated your own abilities. It 
may be that you are not yourself luminous, but you are a conductor of light. Some people 
without possessing genius have a remarkable power of stimulating it. I confess, my dear 
fellow, that I am very much in your debt." 
 
He had never said as much before, and I must admit that his words gave me keen 
pleasure, for I had often been piqued by his indifference to my admiration and to the 
attempts which I had made to give publicity to his methods. I was proud, too, to think that 
I had so far mastered his system as to apply it in a way which earned his approval. He now 



took the stick from my hands and examined it for a few minutes with his naked eyes. Then 
with an expression of interest he laid down his cigarette, and carrying the cane to the 
window, he looked over it again with a convex lens. 
 
"Interesting, though elementary," said he as he returned to his favourite corner of the 
settee. "There are certainly one or two indications upon the stick. It gives us the basis for 
several deductions." 
 
"Has anything escaped me?" I asked with some self-importance. "I trust that there is 
nothing of consequence which I have overlooked?" 
 
"I am afraid, my dear Watson, that most of your conclusions were erroneous. When I said 
that you stimulated me I meant, to be frank, that in noting your fallacies I was occasionally 
guided towards the truth. Not that you are entirely wrong in this in-stance. The man is 
certainly a country practitioner. And he walks a good deal." 
 
"Then I was right." 
 
"To that extent." 
 
"But that was all." 
 
"No, no, my dear Watson, not all -- by no means all. I would suggest, for example, that a 
presentation to a doctor is more likely to come from a hospital than from a hunt, and that 
when the initials 'C.C.' are placed before that hospital the words 'Charing Cross' very 
naturally suggest themselves." 
 
"You may be right." 
 
"The probability lies in that direction. And if we take this as a working hypothesis we have 
a fresh basis from which to start our construction of this unknown visitor." 
 
"Well, then, supposing that 'C.C.H.' does stand for 'Charing Cross Hospital,' what further 
inferences may we draw?" 
 
"Do none suggest themselves? You know my methods. Apply them!" 
 
"I can only think of the obvious conclusion that the man has practised in town before 
going to the country." 
 
"I think that we might venture a little farther than this. Look at it in this light. On what 
occasion would it be most probable that such a presentation would be made? When 
would his friends unite to give him a pledge of their good will? Obviously at the moment 
when Dr. Mortimer withdrew from the service of the hospital in order to start in practice 
for himself. We know there has been a presentation. We believe there has been a change 
from a town hospital to a country practice. Is it, then, stretching our inference too far to 



say that the presentation was on the occasion of the change?" 
 
"It certainly seems probable." 
 
"Now, you will observe that he could not have been on the staff of one hospital, since only 
a man well-established in a London practice could hold such a position, and such a one 
would not drift into the country. What was he, then? If he was in the hospital and yet not 
on the staff he could only have been a house-surgeon or a house-physician -- little more 
than a senior student. And he left five years ago -- the date is on the stick. So your grave, 
middle-aged family practitioner vanishes into thin air, my dear Watson, and there 
emerges a young fellow under thirty, amiable, unambitious, absent-minded, and the 
possessor of a favourite dog, which I should describe roughly as being larger than a terrier 
and smaller than a mastiff." 
 
I laughed incredulously as Sherlock Holmes leaned back in his settee and blew little 
wavering rings of smoke up to the ceiling. 
 
"As to the latter part, I have no means of checking you," said I, "but at least it is not 
difficult to find out a few particulars about the man's age and professional career." From 
my small medical shelf I took down the Medical Directory and turned up the name. There 
were several Mortimers, but only one who could be our visitor. I read his record aloud. 
 
"Mortimer, James, M.R.C.S., 1882, Grimpen, Dartmoor, Devon. House-surgeon, from 1882 
to 1884, at Charing Cross Hospital. Winner of the Jackson prize for Comparative 
Pathology, with essay entitled 'Is Disease a Reversion?' Corresponding member of the 
Swedish Pathological Society. Author of 'Some Freaks of Atavism' (Lancet 1882). 'Do We 
Progress?' (Journal of Psychology, March, 1883). Medical Officer for the parishes of 
Grimpen, Thorsley, and High Barrow." 
 
"No mention of that local hunt, Watson," said Holmes with a mischievous smile, "but a 
country doctor, as you very astutely observed. I think that I am fairly justified in my 
inferences. As to the adjectives, I said, if I remember right, amiable, unambitious, and 
absent-minded. It is my experience that it is only an amiable man in this world who 
receives testimonials, only an unambitious one who abandons a London career for the 
country, and only an absent-minded one who leaves his stick and not his visiting-card 
after waiting an hour in your room." 
 
"And the dog?" 
 
"Has been in the habit of carrying this stick behind his master. Being a heavy stick the dog 
has held it tightly by the middle, and the marks of his teeth are very plainly visible. The 
dog's jaw, as shown in the space between these marks, is too broad in my opinion for a 
terrier and not broad enough for a mastiff. It may have been -- yes, by Jove, it is a curly-
haired spaniel." 
 
He had risen and paced the room as he spoke. Now he halted in the recess of the window. 



There was such a ring of conviction in his voice that I glanced up in surprise. 
 
"My dear fellow, how can you possibly be so sure of that?" 
 
"For the very simple reason that I see the dog himself on our very door-step, and there is 
the ring of its owner. Don't move, I beg you, Watson. He is a professional brother of yours, 
and your presence may be of assistance to me. Now is the dramatic moment of fate, 
Watson, when you hear a step upon the stair which is walking into your life, and you know 
not whether for good or ill. What does Dr. James Mortimer, the man of science, ask of 
Sherlock Holmes, the specialist in crime? Come in!" 
 
The appearance of our visitor was a surprise to me, since I had expected a typical country 
practitioner. He was a very tall, thin man, with a long nose like a beak, which jutted out 
between two keen, gray eyes, set closely together and sparkling brightly from behind a 
pair of gold-rimmed glasses. He was clad in a professional but rather slovenly fashion, for 
his frock-coat was dingy and his trousers frayed. Though young, his long back was already 
bowed, and he walked with a forward thrust of his head and a general air of peering 
benevolence. As he entered his eyes fell upon the stick in Holmes's hand, and he ran 
towards it with an exclamation of joy. "I am so very glad," said he. "I was not sure whether 
I had left it here or in the Shipping Office. I would not lose that stick for the world." 
 
"A presentation, I see," said Holmes. 
 
"Yes, sir." 
 
"From Charing Cross Hospital?" 
 
"From one or two friends there on the occasion of my marriage." 
 
"Dear, dear, that's bad!" said Holmes, shaking his head. 
 
Dr. Mortimer blinked through his glasses in mild astonishment. 
 
"Why was it bad?" 
 
"Only that you have disarranged our little deductions. Your marriage, you say?" 
 
"Yes, sir. I married, and so left the hospital, and with it all hopes of a consulting practice. It 
was necessary to make a home of my own." 
 
"Come, come, we are not so far wrong, after all," said Holmes. "And now, Dr. James 
Mortimer --" 
 
"Mister, sir, Mister -- a humble M.R.C.S." 
 
"And a man of precise mind, evidently." 



 
"A dabbler in science, Mr. Holmes, a picker up of shells on the shores of the great 
unknown ocean. I presume that it is Mr. Sherlock Holmes whom I am addressing and not -
-" 
 
"No, this is my friend Dr. Watson." 
 
"Glad to meet you, sir. I have heard your name mentioned in connection with that of your 
friend. You interest me very much, Mr. Holmes. I had hardly expected so dolichocephalic a 
skull or such well-marked supra-orbital development. Would you have any objection to 
my running my finger along your parietal fissure? A cast of your skull, sir, until the original 
is available, would be an ornament to any anthropological museum. It is not my intention 
to be fulsome, but I confess that I covet your skull." 
 
Sherlock Holmes waved our strange visitor into a chair. "You are an enthusiast in your line 
of thought, I perceive, sir, as I am in mine," said he. "I observe from your forefinger that 
you make your own cigarettes. Have no hesitation in lighting one." 
 
The man drew out paper and tobacco and twirled the one up in the other with surprising 
dexterity. He had long, quivering fingers as agile and restless as the antennae of an insect. 
 
Holmes was silent, but his little darting glances showed me the interest which he took in 
our curious companion. 
 
"I presume, sir," said he at last, "that it was not merely for the purpose of examining my 
skull that you have done me the honour to call here last night and again to-day?" 
 
"No, sir, no; though I am happy to have had the opportunity of doing that as well. I came 
to you, Mr. Holmes, because I recognized that I am myself an unpractical man and 
because I am suddenly confronted with a most serious and extraordinary problem. 
Recognizing, as I do, that you are the second highest expert in Europe --" 
 
"Indeed, sir! May I inquire who has the honour to be the first?" asked Holmes with some 
asperity. 
 
"To the man of precisely scientific mind the work of Monsieur Bertillon must always 
appeal strongly." 
 
"Then had you not better consult him?" 
 
"I said, sir, to the precisely scientific mind. But as a practical man of affairs it is 
acknowledged that you stand alone. I trust, sir, that I have not inadvertently --" 
 
"Just a little," said Holmes. "I think, Dr. Mortimer, you would do wisely if without more 
ado you would kindly tell me plainly what the exact nature of the problem is in which you 
demand my assistance." 



 

 

To Kill a Mockingbird by Harper Lee (US) 

 

Atticus was feeble: he was nearly fifty. When Jem and I asked him why he was so old, he 
said he got started late, which we felt reflected upon his abilities and manliness. He was 
much older than the parents of our school contemporaries, and there was nothing Jem or 
I could say about him when our classmates said, ‘My father – ’ 
Jem was football crazy. Atticus was never too tired to play keep-away, but when Jem 
wanted to tackle him Atticus would say, ‘I’m too old for that, son.’ 
Our father didn’t do anything. He worked in an office, not in a drugstore. Atticus did not 
drive a dump-truck for the county, he was not the sheriff, he did not farm, work in a 
garage, or do anything that could possibly arouse the admiration of anyone. 
Besides that, he wore glasses. He was nearly blind in his left eye, and said left eyes were 
the tribal curse of the Finches. Whenever he wanted to see something well, he turned his 
head and looked from his right eye. 
He did not do the things our schoolmates’ fathers did; he never went hunting, he did not 
play poker or fish or drink or smoke. He sat in the living-room and read. 
With these attributes, however, he would not remain as inconspicuous as we wished him 
to; that year, the school buzzed with talk about him defending Tom Robinson, none of 
which was complimentary. After my bout with Cecil Jacobs when I committed myself to a 
policy of cowardice, word got around that Scout Finch wouldn’t fight any more, her daddy 
wouldn’t let her. This was not entirely correct: I wouldn’t fight publicly for Atticus, but the 
family was private ground. I would fight anyone from a third cousin upwards tooth and 
nail. Francis Hancock, for example, knew that. 
When he gave us our air-rifles Atticus wouldn’t teach us to shoot. Uncle Jack instructed us 
in the rudiments thereof; he said Atticus wasn’t interested in guns, Atticus said to Jem one 
day, ‘I’d rather you shot at tin cans in the back yard, but I know you’ll go after birds. Shoot 
all the bluejays you want, if you can hit ‘em, but remember it’s a sin to kill a mockingbird.’ 
That was the only time I heard Atticus say it was a sin to do something, and I asked Miss 
Maudie about it. 
‘Your father’s right,’ she said. ‘Mockingbirds don’t do one thing but make music for us to 
enjoy. They don’t eat up people’s gardens, don’t nest in corncribs, they don’t do one thing 
but sing their hearts out for us. That’s why it’s a sin to kill a mockingbird.’ 

 

The Road by Cormac McCarthy (US) 

 

When he woke in the woods in the dark and the cold of the night he'd reach out to touch 
the child sleeping beside him. Nights dark beyond darkness and the days more gray each 
one than what had gone before. Like the onset of some cold glaucoma dimming away the 
world. His hand rose and fell softly with each precious breath. He pushed away the plastic 
tarpaulin and raised himself in the stinking robes and blankets and looked toward the east 
for any light but there was none. In the dream from which he'd wakened he had 
wandered in a cave where the child led him by the hand. Their light playing over the wet 



flowstone walls. Like pilgrims in a fable swallowed up and lost among the inward parts of 
some granitic beast. Deep stone flues where the water dripped and sang. Tolling in the 
silence the minutes of the earth and the hours and the days of it and the years without 
cease. Until they stood in a great stone room where lay a black and ancient lake. And on 
the far shore a creature that raised its dripping mouth from the rimstone pool and stared 
into the light with eyes dead white and sightless as the eggs of spiders. It swung its head 
low over the water as if to take the scent of what it could not see. Crouching there pale 
and naked and translucent, its alabaster bones cast up in shadow on the rocks behind it. 
Its bowels, its beating heart. The brain that pulsed in a dull glass bell. It swung its head 
from side to side and then gave out a low moan and turned and lurched away and loped 
soundlessly into the dark. 
 
With the first gray light he rose and left the boy sleeping and walked out to the road and 
squatted and studied the country to the south. Barren, silent, godless. He thought the 
month was October but he wasnt sure. He hadnt kept a calendar for years. They were 
moving south. There'd be no surviving another winter here. 
 
When it was light enough to use the binoculars he glassed the valley below. Everything 
paling away into the murk. The soft ash blowing in loose swirls over the blacktop. He 
studied what he could see. The segments of road down there among the dead trees. 
Looking for anything of color. Any movement. Any trace of standing smoke. He lowered 
the glasses and pulled down the cotton mask from his face and wiped his nose on the 
back of his wrist and then glassed the country again. Then he just sat there holding the 
binoculars and watching the ashen daylight congeal over the land. He knew only that the 
child was his warrant. He said: If he is not the word of God God never spoke. 
 
Read more: http://www.oprah.com/oprahsbookclub/Read-an-Excerpt-from-The-Road-by-
Cormac-McCarthy#ixzz41HexvNKo 

 

Not too difficult: 

The Great Gatsby by Fitzgerald (US) 

A Streetcar Named Desire by Tennessee Williams (US) 

Of Mice and Men by Steinbeck (US) 

 

Extract 1 
  

Curley stepped over to Lennie like a terrier.  ‘What the hell you laughin’ at?’ 
  
Lennie looked blankly at him.  ‘Huh?’ 
  
Then Curley’s rage exploded.  ‘Come on, ya big bastard.  Get up on your feet.  No big son-
of-a-bitch is gonna laugh at me.  I’ll show you who’s yella.’ 
  

http://www.oprah.com/oprahsbookclub/Read-an-Excerpt-from-The-Road-by-Cormac-McCarthy#ixzz41HexvNKo
http://www.oprah.com/oprahsbookclub/Read-an-Excerpt-from-The-Road-by-Cormac-McCarthy#ixzz41HexvNKo
http://www.oprah.com/oprahsbookclub/Read-an-Excerpt-from-The-Road-by-Cormac-McCarthy#ixzz41HexvNKo
https://ebooks.adelaide.edu.au/f/fitzgerald/f_scott/gatsby/chapter1.html
https://ebooks.adelaide.edu.au/f/fitzgerald/f_scott/gatsby/chapter1.html
http://www.english-literature.uni-bayreuth.de/en/teaching/documents/courses/Williams-1.pdf


Lennie looked helplessly at George, and then he got up and tried to retreat.  Curley was 
balanced and poised.  He slashed at Lennie with his left, and then smashed down his nose 
with a right.  Lennie gave a cry of terror.  Blood welled from his nose.  ‘George,’ he cried.  
‘Make ‘um let me alone, George.’  He backed until he was against the wall, and Curley 
followed, slugging him in the face.  Lennie’s hands remained at his sides; he was too 
frightened to defend himself.      
  
George was on his feet yelling, ‘Get him, Lennie.  Don’t let him do it.’ 
  
Lennie covered his face with his huge paws and bleated with terror.  He cried, ‘Make ‘um 
stop, George.’  Then Curley attacked his stomach and cut off his wind. 
  
Slim jumped up.  ‘The dirty little rat,’ he cried, ‘I’ll get ‘um myself.’ 
  
George put out his hand and grabbed Slim.  ‘Wait a minute,’ he shouted.  He cupped his 
hands around his mouth and yelled, ‘Get ‘im, Lennie!’ 
Lennie took his hands away from his face and looked about for George, and Curley slashed 
at his eyes.  The big face was covered with blood.  George yelled again, ‘I said get him.’ 
  
Curley’s fist was swinging when Lennie reached for it.  The next minute Curley was 
flopping like a fish on a line, and his closed fist was lost in Lennie’s big hand.  George ran 
down the room.  ‘Leggo of him, Lennie.  Let go.’ 
  
But Lennie watched in terror the flopping little man whom he held.  Blood ran down 
Lennie’s face, one of his eyes was cut and closed.  George slapped him on the face again 
and again, and still Lennie held on to the closed fist.  Curley was white and shrunken by 
now, and his struggling had become weak.  He stood crying, his fist lost in Lennie’s paw. 
  
George shouted over and over, ‘Leggo his hand, Lennie, Leggo.  Slim, come help me while 
the guy got any hand left.’ 
  
Suddenly Lennie let go his hold.  He crouched cowering against the wall.  ‘You tol’ me to, 
George,’ he said miserably. 
  
Curley sat down on the floor, looking in wonder at his crushed hand.  Slim and Carlson 
bent over him.  Slim straightened up and regarded Lennie with horror.  ‘We got to get him 
in to a doctor,’ he said.  ‘Looks to me like ever’ bone in his han’ is bust.’ 
  
‘I didn’t wanta,’ Lennie cried.  ‘I didn’t wanta hurt him.’ 
  

Extract 2 
  

Crooks put his dark chin into his pink palm.  ‘You travel aroun’ with George, don’t ya?’ 
  
‘Sure.  Me an’ him goes ever’ place together.’ 
  



Crooks continued, ‘Sometimes he talks, and you don’t know what  the hell he’s talking 
about.  Ain’t that so?’  He leaned forward, boring Lennie with his deep eyes.  ‘Ain’t that 
so?’ 
  
‘Yeah… sometimes.  But… not always.’ 
  
Crooks leaned forward over the edge of the bunk.  ‘I ain’t a southern negro,’ he said.  ‘I 
was born right here in California.  My old man had a chicken ranch, ‘bout ten acres.  The 
white kids come to play at our place, an’ sometimes I went to play with them, and some of 
them was pretty nice.  My ol’ man didn’t like that.  I never knew till long later why he 
didn’t like that.  But I know now.’  He hesitated, and when he spoke again his voice was 
softer.  ‘There wasn’t another coloured family for miles around.  And now there ain’t a 
coloured man on this ranch an’ there’s jus’ one family in Soledad.’  He laughed.  ‘If I say 
something, why it’s just a nigger sayin’ it.’ 
  
Lennie asked, ‘How long you think it’ll be before them pups will be old enough to pet?’ 
  
Crooks laughed again.  ‘A guy can talk to you an’ be sure you won’t go blabbin’.  Couple of 
weeks an’ them pups’ll be all right.  George knows what he’s about.  Jus’ talks, an’ you 
don’t understand nothing.’  He leaned forward excitedly.  ‘This is just a nigger talkin’, an’ a 
busted-back nigger.  So it don’t mean nothing, see?  You couldn’t remember it anyways.  I 
seen it over an’ over an’ over – a guy talkin’ to another guy and it don’t make no 
difference if he don’t hear or understand.  The thing is, they’re talkin’, or they’re settin’ 
still not talkin’.  It don’t make no difference, no difference.’  His excitement had increased 
until he pounded his knee with his hand.  ‘George can tell you screwy things, and it don’t 
matter.  It’s just the talking.  It’s just bein’ with another guy.  That’s all.’  He paused. 
  
His voice grew soft and persuasive.  ‘S’pose George don’t come back no more.  ‘S’pose he 
took a powder and just ain’t coming back.  What’ll you do then?’ 
  
Lennie’s attention came gradually to what had been said.  ‘What?’ he demanded. 
  
‘I said s’pose George went into town to-night and you never heard of him no more.’  
Crooks pressed forward some kind of private victory.  ‘Just s’pose that,’ he repeated. 
  
‘He won’t do it,’ Lennie cried.  ‘George wouldn’t do nothing like that.  I been with George 
a long time.  He’ll come back tonight-‘  but the doubt was too much for him.  ‘Don’t you 
think he will?’ 
  

Extract 3 
  

Lennie’s big fingers fell to stroking her hair. 
  
‘Don’t you muss it up,’ she said. 
  
Lennie said, ‘Oh!  That’s nice,’ and he stroked harder.  ‘Oh, that’s nice.’ 



  
‘Look out, now, you’ll muss it.’  And then she cried angrily, ‘You stop it now, you’ll mess it 
all up.’  She jerked her head sideways and Lennie’s fingers closed on her hair and hung on.  
‘Let’s go,’ she cried.  ‘You let go.’ 
  
Lennie was in a panic.  His face was contorted.  She screamed then, and Lennie’s other 
hand closed over her mouth and nose.  ‘Please don’t,’ he begged.  ‘Oh!  Please don’t do 
that.  George’ll be mad.’ 
  
She struggled violently under his hands.  Her feet battered on the hay and she writhed to 
be free; and from under Lennie’s hand came a muffled screaming.  Lennie began to cry 
with fright.  ‘Oh!  Please don’t do none of that,’ he begged.  ‘George gonna say I done a 
bad thing.  He ain’t gonna let me tend no rabbits.’  He moved his hand a little and her 
hoarse cry came out.  Then Lennie grew angry.  ‘Now don’t,’ he said.  ‘I don’t want you to 
yell.  You gonna get me in trouble jus’ like George says you will.  Now don’t you do that.’  
And she continued to struggle, and her eyes were wild with terror.  He shook her then, 
and he was angry with her.  ‘Don’t you go yellin’,’ he said, and he shook her; and her body 
flopped like a fish.  And then she was still, for Lennie had broken her neck. 
  
He looked down at her, and carefully he removed his hand from over her mouth, and she 
lay still.  ‘I don’t want ta hurt you,’ he said, ‘but George’ll be mad if you yell.’  When she 
didn’t answer nor move he bent closely over her.  He lifted her arm and let it drop.  For a 
moment he seemed bewildered.  And then he whispered in fright, ‘I done a bad thing.  I 
done another bad thing.’ 
  
He pawed up the hay until it partly covered her. 
  
From outside the barn came a cry of men and the double clang of shoes on metal.  For the 
first time Lennie became conscious of the outside.  He crouched down in the hay and 
listened.  ‘I done a real bad thing,’ he said.  ‘I shouldn’t of did that.  George’ll be mad.  
An’… he said… an’ hide in the brush till he come.  He’s gonna be mad.  In the brush till he 
come.  Thas’ what he said.’  Lennie went back and looked at the dead girl.  The puppy lay 
close to her.  Lennie picked it up.  ‘I’ll throw him away,’ he said.  ‘It’s bad enough like it is.’  
He put the pup under his coat, and he crept to the barn wall and peered out between the 
cracks, towards the horse-shoe game.  And then he crept around the end of the last 
manger and disappeared. 
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