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Oxford English: An International Approach,

Student Book 4

Oxford English: An International Approach,
Student Book 4 is the final book in a series of
four designed for students. The series is aimed
at those with English as a first language or a
strong second language who are studying English
asa subject. The series is suitable for students of
the International Baccalaureate Programme and
for students studying IGCSE English as a first or
second language.

The books provide students with a superb selection
of fiction and non-fiction extracts and poetry
from across the globe. Each of the ten units has
a different theme explored through its texts and
writing tasks, and related topics for discussion.
The challenging and insightful themes, including
‘Fire, ‘Time, ‘In the dark’ and ‘Reaching out’
are intended to capture students’ interest and
involvement in a diverse range of subjects.

The variety of textual material provides a unique
opportunity for students to engage in a range of
current global issues, and also to learn about
different places and historical periods. The texts
and the accompanying questions and activities
are designed to develop students’ critical faculties
and to explore concepts and ethical issues which
are relevant to their lives.

The international approach is essential to the
OIE series. The many unusual, imaginative and
stimulating texts come from all over the world
(not just from the United Kingdom and the
United States) but from places as diverse as
Australia, Canada, the Caribbean, Finland, India,
Japan, Nigeria, Mozambique, Morocco and
Turkey. The range of topics reflects customs and
traditions from across the globe and the centuries,

from porcelain making in thirteenth-century
Korea to the experiences and stories of Native
Americans and Aboriginal Australians. Conflicts
such as civil war are explored in stories about an
Irish republican sniper, and an escape from
persecution in Kurdish Iraq.

All the texts have been chosen to stimulate and
entertain adolescent students, and at the same
time to expose them to varieties of English, from
Anglo-Saxon and Shakespeare to contemporary
Jamaican English and the texts of writers whose
first language is not English. Adolescent viewpoints
and experiences are fully represented throughout
in topics such as finding a place in a new country,
making friends and learning English.

The following features appear in each unit:

The Wordpool feature identifies key vocabulary
for students. Acquiring vocabulary is an essential
part of any learning for both first and second
language students. Each wordpool contains words
which are likely to be unfamiliar. Students are
encouraged to identify their meanings for
themselves, and to add further wordsif necessary.
The student’s wordpool becomes a record of
recently learned words for each unit.

Glossaries help define references, technical terms,
significant words of cultural relevance, non-
English vocabulary, and words from specific
vocabularies such as dialects or colloquialisms.
Glossaries thus extend not only the students’
vocabulary, but also their frames of reference
and their understanding of other cultures.

Word origins provide the derivations of words.
Students will begin to understand the diverse



roots, and the development, of the English

language, and appreciate how words from other
languages are part of contemporary English.

UK/USA English words are listed under the
national flags of the United Kingdom and the
United States to show clearly the distinctive
spelling differences between British and American

English.

Talking points suggest topics and issues for
discussion in groups or pairs. Speaking and
listening is an essential skill in language acquisition.
The topics arise from the texts and tasks in each
unit and encourage students to express opinions
and to develop an understanding atan increasingly
sophisticated level. Students’ contributions can
be part of their Speaking and Listening coursework.
Students for whom English is their second
language will learn the pronunciation and stress
patterns of English.

The Comprehension and Looking closely
questions following the texts test students’
understanding of explicit and implicit meaning,
and their appreciation of language use. Answers
require an increasinglevel of basic comprehension,
interpretation, empathy and imagination; they
are designed to establish and develop students’
confidence in giving comprehensive and thoughtful
answers in which they draw inferences from the
given texts, and analyse the writers’ use of
language.

Writing activities direct students to write in a
variety of forms and registers addressing real-life
situations; to express ideasand opinions; summarize
and extract main points; and to express clearly
what the task requires them to think, feel and
imagine.

Journals are suggested topics for students to
write about in a way which interests and absorbs
them. It is not intended that students’ journals
should be assessed; they are intended as
opportunities for students to write openly and
personally in their own voices. Students may
keep their journal entries in a separate book and
may (or may not!) wish to share them in class.

The Teacher’s Guide provides lessonideas, frames
for writing activities and all the answers to the
questions in the student book and the workbook.
In addition there is an audio CD of extracts
indicated in the student book with the CD

symbol. @

The Workbook which accompanies Student
Book 4 is an exam practice workbook for IGCSE
English as a second language, and provides
extensive practice for comprehension, note-
making, summary writing, formal and informal
writing including essay preparation, and data
transference.

This publication is dedicated to all the students
and teachers who will use this book. It would
not have been possible without the permission
ofthe authors and artists who have kindly granted
us the rights to reproduce excerptsandillustrations
of their work. Thanks to academicadvisor Patricia
Mertin, series editor Carolyn Lee, production
editor Eve Sullivan, designer Mara Singer and
Batul Ali of OUP Pakistan for cultural advice
and editorial review.

Special thanks to Eve Sullivan for her thematic
development and additional text and image
research.

RAcHEL REDFORD, 2010
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Does money make us happy?

Experience Read Create

¢ ancient and modern ® fiction e comparisons
money ® poetry o aletter to an MP

¢ the UK and the USA ® a Shakespeare play ¢ asummary

¢ the Solomon Islands ® a news report e an opinion piece

¢ India ® an encyclopedia entry e an account

e Ttaly ¢ a piece of research

® Zimbabwe

The desire for money is nothing new, as the opening quotation from

ancient Greece shows.

Ask your fellow students — and yourself — what you would wish for if

you were offered a magic wish. Would it be ‘health’, ‘top marks in all

my exams, an end to world poverty’ or just loads of money’? Try 1 How would you define the
the question out on your classmates! words ‘personal wealth'?

2 What other things might we

@™ However much money people have, it seems they always want more, el b2

6 as though money guarantees everything anyone could ever want,

including happiness. Do you think this is true?



Before you look at the first map below, identify the
countries of the world where you think people
have the most money, and where they have the
least.

Now look at the map. What do you think are the
factors which contribute to the wealth in the red
areas and the poverty in the yellow areas? Can
you think of any ways in which the distribution of
wealth could be made more equal?

How does this map relate to the second map
which measures world happiness? How important

is economic wellbeing to subjective wellbeing?
What other factors are important?

Discuss the following words:

riches | wealth |

Hd

wellbeing = distribution

Wealth per capita ($)
[_1Under 2,000

[ 12,000 - 9,999
[ 10,000 — 49,999
[ Over 50,000

[ ]No data

World wealth levels in the year 2000

[F i [y R [ I

Happy ... Average

... Unhappy
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How powerful is money?

How powerful is money? The American the money I make for the good of my fellow man
businessman John D. Rockefeller, who earned his according to the dictates of my conscience.

fortune from oil, became the world’s richest man
What dictates might those be? Think about the

and the first American worth more than a billion 3 e
advantages and disadvantages of aspiring to great

dollars. He had this t : Thelieve it i dut
SR o.say vt S wealth as you read the following poems.
to make money and still more money and to use

Poem

The following poem is written by the American poet William Heyen. What are
the questions about the global economy which this poem raises?

s> The Global Economy <=

You’ve got a dollar. You deposit it in your savings
account. Now you’ve got a dollar and the bank’s got a

dollar.
The bank loans a dollar to Joe’s Construction. Now

5 You've got a dollar, the bank’s got a dollar, and Joe’s got
a dollar.

Joe buys a board from Hirohito Lumber. Now Hirohito’s
got a dollar too.

Where did you get your dollar?

10 How much money is there in the world?
Who’s got it?
Where is it?

What happened to all the trees?

WirriaM HEYEN
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Looking closely

\.

1 The poetuses very simple words. How many words have more than
two syllables? What effect do you think this simple language has on
the point that the poet is making?

2 If the poet had used more complex language, imagery and sentence
structure, what difference do you think it would have made to the
effectiveness of his poem?

J

1 Explain where the dollars come from and where they goin lines 1-8.
2 What answers would you give to the four questions in lines 9—127

3 What is the answer to the final question?

4 What do you think is the point of William Heyen's poem?

5 How would you describe the tone of the poem?

\

The US dollar note is often referred to as a greenback, based on its
distinctive colour marking. In your group, discuss the issues raised by
the poem and the cartoon on this page.

Orean
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Poem Looking closely

The following poem is by Celo Kulagoe, a writer from the Solomon Islands,
part of Melanesia in the South Pacific Ocean. 1 Selectan example from

10

> This Johnny =
This johnny
is Mr Strong from Strongtown.
He’s got the government by the throat
He’s got the prime minister by the throat
because he’s the johnny
that runs the Big Men
he’s the johnny that runs them round.
He opens all the Big Men’s mouths
and they all talk Mr Strong talk

the following and explain
how it helps you to
understand the poem:

a use of capital letters

b lack of punctuation

c alliteration

d repetition.

2 Write an explanation of the
following:
a candycakes (line 10)
b Mr Sweet talk (line 11)
¢ gear (line 16)

10 He candycakes all the Big Men’s tongues d flash jangles. (line 17)

and they all talk Mr Sweet talk \

He unshuts all the Big Men’s eyes

and they all see Mr Strong’s Progress Highway Go Now!
This johnny 1 What or who exactly is

15 is a friend of mine ‘Johnny’, and what is his
Mm he wears all the gear power?
and all the flash jangles that go with the gear 2 Who are the winners and
But he’s got me by the throat too who are the losers with
He’s got me running all over the show too “Johnny'?

20 oh looking for work work work 3 The poet personifies
and working working working working ‘Johnny'in lines 15-17.
till Pm just a bunch of bones Ah Why is his description

appropriate?
This Johnny
is Mr Dollar.

CeLo KuLAGOE

0 3 H675S Zy
A 1O Gl kot Gier.
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Making comparisons

Analyse the two poems you have read and write a comparison.

e Make a list of bullet points summarizing what these two poems
have told you about money.
e Compare the tone and language of the two poems.

Writing to your MP

Near where you live is an area of woodland that has become a
sanctuary for birds and animals, and a popular recreation ground.

Now a construction company is proposing to fell the trees and build
an estate of houses on it.

e Write a letter to your Member of Parliament explaining why you
don’'t want this development to go ahead.

o State why you think this area of common land should be made
into parkland, and a place that everyone can enjoy.

11
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How would you describe the money market?

What do you know about financial systems in our modern market
economy? How much of our lives is dominated by financial
regulation and the marketplace?

The Bank of England, headquarters of
England’s central bank in London.

Classic fiction
ﬁ From Dombey and Son by Charles Dickens

The following extract is from a navel by Charles Dickens published in 1848. In
this section Mr Dombey has a conversation with his young son, Paul, about
money. He is a very wealthy, proud man but his son is weak and sickly. Mr
Dombey's wife died shortly after giving birth to Paul, and he isananxious, lonely
child.

s> What's money? (€21 Discuss the meaning of the

following words.
‘Papa! What’s money?’ ) <
circulation [line 10]

The abrupt question had such immediate reference to the currency [11]
subject of Mr Dombey’s thoughts, that Mr Dombey was depreciation [11]
quite disconcerted. bullion [11]
5 “What is money, Paul?’ he answered. ‘“Money”?’ presumptuous [24]
prompter [38]

“Yes, said the child, laying his hands on the elbows of his
— little chair and turning the old face up towards Mr

< any other unfamiliar words
Dombey’s. “What is money?’ k )

Make your own wordpool of

12
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Mr Dombey was in a difficulty. He would have liked to give
him some explanation involving the terms circulation,
currency, depreciation, paper, bullion, rates of

exchange, value of precious metals in the market,
and so forth; but looking down at the little chair,
and seeing what a long way down it was he
answered: ‘Gold, and silver, and copper. Guineas,
shillings, half-pence. You know what they are?’

‘Oh yes, I know what they are,’ said Paul. ‘I
don’t mean that, Papa, I mean what’s money
after all?’

Heaven and Earth. How old his face was as he
turned it up again towards his father’s!

“What is money after all!” said Mr Dombey, backing
his chair a little, that he might the better gaze in sheer
amazement at the presumptuous atom that propounded

Painting of a boy by the Scottish artist
William Quiller. This portrait in Dickens’

‘I mean, Papa, what can it do?’ returned Paul, folding his possession was his ideal image of little
Paulin Dombey and Son.

such an inquiry.

arms (they were hardly long enough to fold), and looking at
the fire, and up at him, and at the fire and up at him again.

Mr Dombey drew his chair back to its former place, and
patted him on the head. “You’ll know better by-and-by, my
man,’ he said. ‘Money, Paul, can do anything.’ He took hold
of the little hand, and beat it softly against one of his own as
he said so.

But Paul got his hand free as soon as he could; and rubbing
it gently to and fro on the elbow of his chair, as if his wit
were in the palm, and he were sharpening it — and looking at
the fire again, as though the fire had been his adviser and
prompter — repeated, after a short pause:

‘Anything, Papa?’
“Yes. Anything — almost,’ said Mr Dombey.

‘Anything means everything, doesn’t it, Papa?’ asked his son,
not observing, or possibly not understanding, the
qualification.

13
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‘It includes it: yes,’ said Mr Dombey.

45 “Why didn’t money save me my mamma?’ returned the child.
‘It isn’t cruel, is it?’

‘Cruel!” said Mr Dombey, settling his neckcloth, and seeming
to resent the idea. ‘No. A good thing can’t be cruel.’

‘If it’s a good thing, and can do anything,’ said the little
50 fellow thoughtfully, as he looked back at the fire, ‘T wonder
why it didn’t save me my mamma.’

CHARLES DICKENS

Looking closely N

1 How does Dickens make Paul seem very little? Select words and
phrases which give you this impression.

2 How does Dickens make Paul seem very wise for his years?
Select words and phrases to back up what you say.

3 What do you think Dickens is saying about money in this part of
the story?
\ 4

.

1 Whyis Mr Dombey ‘quite disconcerted’? [line 4]

2 What kind of explanation did Mr Dombey want to give to his son,
and why would such an answer not be what Paul wanted?

3 Explain Mr Domnbey's definition of money. Why does it leave Paul
with his question unanswered?

4 What impression do you have of Mr Dombey, and of his son Paul?

BVl LLGUULULLULY YL VY.
L

Journal

Write a journal entry about something money
g, | couldn’t buy.
14
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Poem

In this poem the poet Debjani Chatterjee is walking through the local marketin
Delhi, India, with her father. The poet now lives in England and she reflects on
how her perception of the market has changed since she first went there as a

young girl in the company of her grandfather.

s> Hungry Ghost <=
Today I went shopping with my father

after many years. I was back

in time to when I’d follow Grandfather

to the market, smelling the spicy scents,

drinking the sights and mingling with the shouts.
Neither buyer nor seller, I would float

like a restless spirit hungry for life.

The market is bigger. I have grown too.

There are more goods as distances have shrunk.
The prices are higher. I understand

about money and, alas, its bondage

of buyers and sellers. Almost I wish

I was again that hungry ghost, watchful

and floating through the world’s noisy bazaar.

DEBjANI CHATTERJEE

Looking closely

1 How does the word ‘float’

help you to understand
the sense of freedom
enjoyed by the child?

2 What does the phrase

‘hungry for life’ suggest
about the child’s
personality?

3 What has the poet come to

understand about money
now that she is older?
Why does she use the
word ‘alas’?

\ S

1 Describe the atmosphere

of the market in the first
verse.

2 What are the poet's

impressions of the market
in the second verse?

3 Thelast line of the poem

refers not to the local
market, but to the ‘world’s
noisy bazaar’. What does
the poet mean by this
metaphor?

Explain the poet’s final
wish. Do you sympathize
with her wish?
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What is the bondage of money?

The ‘bondage’ of money is one way of explaining
the burden of too great a fixation on money. It also
describes the perils of getting into debt, or living
on credit. In Hamlet, a play by the great English
playwright William Shakespeare, Polonius gives
the following advice to his son Laertes:

‘Neither a lender nor a borrower be’.

Drama
From The Merchant of Venice by William Shakespeare

The Merchant of Venice is one of Shakespeare’s most famous
plays and was written between 1596 and 1598. Central to
the plot is the dilemma of Antonio, a wealthy merchant,
who makes the decision to act as guarantor for a loan to
help out his friend Bassanio. Bassanio needs the money
to woo the heiress Portia, with whom he is in love.

Antonio has often loaned his friend Bassanio money, without
charging interest, but is not able to do so on this occasion.
Antonio’s merchant ships are due to return within three
months, and he will then have plenty of money, but meanwhile
he cannot raise the 3,000 ducats Bassanio needs. Antonio,
therefore, goes to Shylock, the Jewish moneylender, whom
he has formerly abused in public.

Do you think this is good advice? How practical is
it in today’s society? Think about this advice as
you read through the following extract. Have you

heard of exacting as payment for a debt a pound
of flesh’?

Jewish people at this time in Europe were restricted from
most occupations and the ownership of land. They were
allowed to lend money from which they could earninterest
(thatis,tobea‘usurer’ or practice ‘usury’], which Christians
by law were not allowed to do. Christians therefore had to
borrow money from Jewish moneylenders, whom they
often treated with extreme disrespect and hostility.

Sixteenth-century English language is significantly different
from today’s. You will need to refer to the glossary box for
some of the terms used.

 Giosom

~

b

A ducat is a gold coin that was
used throughout Europe as trade
CUI’I’EHCLJ.

The rate (line 2) refers to the rate

of interest on the loan. A doit (line
38] is a further term used here for
interest.

To be beholden (line 3] is to be in
debt.

the Rialto (line 5) is the market
place in the centre of Venice.

Torate me (line 5) means to abuse
or berate me.

Usance (line 6) comes from the
practice of usury, which means to
lend money for interest.

Gabardine (line 10) means
clothing, or dress.

Void your rheum (line 15) means
spit.
Acur (line 16] is a dog.

Aforfeit (line 47) means a penalty.

Word origins

Anotary, in Old French notarie, is
from the Latin word notarius,
which means a writer, clerk or
secretary. By this period, it had
come to mean a person (like a
lawyer) authorized to draw up
legal contracts, such as bonds.
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Shylock
Antonio
Shylock
5
10
15
20
25
Antonio
30
35 Shylock

s> Act 1, Scene Il <=

Three thousand ducats; ‘tis a good round sum.
Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate.

Well, Shylock, shall we be beholding to you?

Signior Antonio, many a time and oft

In the Rialto you have rated me

About my moneys and my usances:

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug,

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe.
You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog,

And spit upon my Jewish gabardine,

And all for use of that which is mine own.
Well then, it now appears you need my help:
Go to then; you come to me, and you say,
‘Shylock, we would have moneys’: you say so;
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard,
And foot me as you spurn a stranger cur

Over your threshold: moneys is your suit.
What should I say to you? Should I not say,
‘Hath a dog money? Is it possible

A cur can lend three thousand ducats?’

Or shallI bend low, and in a bondman’s key,
With bated breath, and whispering humbleness,
Say this: ‘Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last;
You spurned me such a day; another time

You call’d me dog; and for these courtesies

I'll lend you thus much moneys’?

I am as like to call thee so again,

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too.

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not

As to thy friends; for when did friendship take
A breed for barren metal of his friend?

But lend it rather to thine enemy;

Who, if he break, thou may’st with better face
Exact the penalty.

Why, look you, how you storm!
I would be friends with you, and have your love,

An eighteenth-century Venetian gold
ducat, issued by the Doge of Venice.
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Forget the shames that you have stain’d me with,

Supply your present wants, and take no doit

Of usance for my moneys, and you’ll not hear me;
40 I can offer you this kindness.

Antonio This were kindness.

Shylock This kindness will T show,
Go with me to a notary, seal me there
Your single bond; and, in a merry sport,
45 If you repay me not on such a day,
In such a place, such sum or sums as are
Express’d in the condition, let the forfeit
Be nominated for an equal pound
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken
50 In what part of your body pleaseth me.

Antonio Content, i’ faith: I'll seal to such a bond,
And say there is much kindness in the Jew.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

\

1 What does Shylock say Antonio has ‘rated’ him for? How has he
reacted to the abuse and why has he reacted in that way? (lines 4-9)

2 What had Antonio done to express his loathing of Shylock? (lines 9-16)

3 What argument does Shylock use to express his reluctance to lend
Antonio money? (lines 18-26) Explain why you think Shylock’s attitude
is reasonable or unreasonable.

4 What tone do you think Antonio uses in lines 27 and 287

5 Why does Antonio say it’s better to lend money to your enemy than to

your friend? (lines 29-34] Explain why you think thatis, or is not,
sound advice.

6 What does Shylock offer in lines 36—-407?

7 What tone of voice do you think Antonio uses when he says This were
kindness' (line 41)?

8 Thereis acatch in Shylock’s ‘kindness': the bond, or loan, he is offering
is not as simple as it seems. What are the details of the bond?

Street markets on the Riva degli
Schiavoni in Venice, painted by
Leandro da Ponte Bassano
[1557-1622].

L\‘El What do you think Antonio is thinking when he says the final line?
-/




Al Pacino as Shylock in the 2004 version of The Merchant of Venice.

Writing a summary

Summarize this scene in one paragraph. What bargain is entered
into, and what does it reveal about the characters involved?

¢ What prejudices and qualities of character does the scene reveal?
¢ How much sympathy do you think Shakespeare wants you to feel
towards Antonio and Shylock?

Writing your opinion
‘Neither a lender nor a borrower be!

Do you think this is good advice? Write an article or a column for a
magazine in which you express your opinion.

¢ One way of starting such a piece is to describe very briefly but
persuasively a scenario which illustrates your point of view. For
example, if you think that borrowing money is a good idea, use a
good business model to show how a small loan can lead to greater
profits.

o What is the difference between a business transaction and a
personal debt? You may wish to explore examples of both
arrangements to support your conclusions.

19
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What happens when money loses its value?

Hyperinﬂation is very rapid monetary inflation
which is so fast that the country’s economic
stability is threatened or destroyed. It happened in
Europe in the Weimar Republic of Germany in the
1920s, and most recently in Zimbabwe in Africa

Word origins

The prefix hyper- is from the Greek huper, meaning
overmU(.:i? or above measure. Think of hypermarket
hypercritical, hyperthermia, hypertension. ,

News Report

7Zimbabwe grapples
with hyperinflation

JANUARY 2009

Zimbabwe is grappling with hyperinflation
officially estimated at 231 million per cent, and its
currency has virtually lost its value. One US dollar
was trading at this date at around ZW$25 billion.
When the government issued a $10 billion note just
three weeks ago, it bought 20 loaves of bread. That
note can now buy less than half one loaf.

Now that the currency is worthless, goods and
services are charged in foreign currency as the
worthless Zimbabwe dollar virtually ceases (O
be legal tender. 7imbabwe was once a regional
economic model, but now in the throes of an
economic crisis with unemployment running at
more than 80%, many families are unable to afford
a square meal.

LIVING WITH INFLATION
What Zimbabwe people say:
Taxi Driver: “Now we cai hardly look after our
families. Our customers are now walking in and
out of town. On a good day, I'm left with barely
enough to feed myself, letalone my family.”
Student: “When you go 10 the bank there's a long
queue, and then when you want 10 million they
can only give you 2.8 because there’s not enough
in the bank!
Lecturer: “We are given pay rises but they're

worthless. They're immediately eroded. People
are willing to lend money, but at the rate of 90% or
even 100%. These people may be your relatives Of
colleagues - people are cannibalizing each other”
Mother: “We have to buy groceries as soon as we
get the money- We know if we wait, we won't be
able to afford the prices.1fwe wait a week, we'llnot
be able to afford anything. People are taking their
money out in suitcases OT carrier bags!
Businessman: ‘Idon’t know if 'll have a job at the
end of the week - so many businesses are closing

down.



Looking closely

1 What does the verb ‘to grapple with’ mean? What kind of problem does one usually
‘grapple with’?

2 Write out ZW$25 billion in words and figures.
3 What s ‘legal tender’?

4 ‘Inthe throes of’is an expression used only in the plural. What does it mean? What
kind of experience is the expression used for?
5 Inwhat way are people metaphorically ‘cannibalizing each other'?

6 According to the figures in the news report, how much was one loaf of bread three
weeks ago? How much is it at the time when the reporter was writing this article?

\L J/

Writing an account

Imagine that you live in Zimbabwe during this time of
hyperinflation. Write an account of a part of your day. Perhaps you
are a mother writing about your trip to the market, or a taxi driver
writing about your morning’s work.

In your account:

e Express three opinions.
e Include three facts.

When you have finished, highlight the opinions in one colour and
the facts in another.

21
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Can you have a society without money?

There are communities in the world today which live without
possessing or using money. They are small communities which are
isolated from the modern world, such as the Amazonian tribe,
Piraha, in a remote part of Brazil. You may know of other
geographically isolated communities, or of religious sects who have
consciously separated themselves from the world. Generally,
however, money in some form is essential in today’s societies.

Read the following encyclopedia entry about the use of shells for
money.

Encyclopedia entry

J

What would be the
advantages and
disadvantages of not using
money?

What other forms of
exchange would replace it?

Shell Money

The earliest recorded use of shells as
currency was in China during the Shang
Dynasty (1765-1122sce).The particular
shells used were cowrie shells, called
bei in Chinese. The cowries were an
intelligent solution for 'small money’
because they were collected in seas
far south of China and only kings could
afford to import them. Furthermore,
natural shells were impossible to
counterfeit. Later imitations were made
of various materials: bone, stone, jade,
clay, bronze, and evensilver and bronze
with gold plating. Whether imitations
were burial money or notis difficultto
tell. This could very well be the case  The shell most widely-used worldwide as

with those made of pottery, bone and  currency is (ypraea moneta, the money cowrie.
stone, but the bronze imitations were more likely to be real currency. The
character bei Aan . here shown in both the full and simplified form, is today
a part of around 400 Chinese characters that in ancient times signified value.
The two horizontal lineson the bei character symbolize the lines on the open
side of the natural shells. The shell coins had a hole to make strings. Some
holes were drilled, same shells just had the topfiled off. If you turn the ancient
form of the character upside down, you clearly see a bei hanging on a

string g




Money from around the world

Look at these currency notes from around the world. Find other
examples and discuss the various design features. How well do they
represent the country in which they are in circulation? How easy is it
to differentiate between the different denominations? Which features
help to prevent counterfeit copies being mistaken for legal tender?

Research currency design

Research a particular banknote or coin from your country. It can be
in current circulation or an earlier example that is no longer in use.

¢ Find out who designed the money, and explain the particular
design features, including the central images (back and front),
colour and background patterns.

e Explain the measures taken to avoid any confusion between the
denominations, and the design features used to avoid counterfeit
fraud.

What is the advantage of
currency, such as the gold
ducat or the euro, that can
be used across international
borders?

How can money be made
easier to use (i.e. for people
who are blind or visually
impaired) ?

i

e
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Extension reading m
N

From The Rocking Horse Winner by D.H. Lawrence Arocking horse is a traditional

nursery toy, often very
beautifully carved and painted.
Itis alarge wooden horse on

; , : i . rockers which children can ride.
money in order to ‘keep up appearances’, that is, to live in a way she thinks - i

Following are the opening pages of a short story by D.H.Lawrence. The writer
died in 1930, so the social position of the family in the story is very different
from today. The children’s mother is unhappy and desperately wants more

suits the family's social position.

s> The Rocking Horse Winner <=

There was a woman who was beautiful, who started with all
the advantages, but who had no luck. She married for love,
and the love turned to dust. She had lovely children, but she
felt that they had been forced on her, and she could not love
5 them. They looked at her coldly, as if they were finding fault

with her, and she felt that she must cover up some fault in
herself. But she never knew what she must cover up. But
when her children were present, she always felt the centre of
her heart go hard. This troubled her, and in her manner she

10 was more gentle and anxious for her children, as if she loved
them very much. Only she herself knew that at the centre of
her heart was a hard little place that could not feel love, no,
not for anybody. Everybody else always said of her, ‘She is
such a good mother. She loves her children.” Only she herself,

15 and her children themselves, knew that it was not true. They
read it in each other’s eyes.

There were a boy and two little girls. They lived in a pleasant
house, with a garden, and they had servants, and they felt
themselves to be better than anyone in the neighbourhood.

20 Although they lived like rich people, they felt an anxiety in
the house. There was never enough money. The mother had a
small income, and the father had a small income, but it was
not nearly enough for the social position which they had to
keep up. The father went into town to some office. But

25 though he had good hopes of a better position, those hopes
were never realized. There was never enough money, but the

g— way of life was always kept up.
24
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Finally the mother said, ‘I will see if I can do something.” But
she did not know where to begin. She thought as hard as she
could, and tried this thing and the other, but could not find
anything successful. The failure brought deep lines to her
face. Her children were growing up, they would have to go

to school. There must be more money, there must be more
money. The father, who was always very good-looking and
expensive in his tastes, seemed as if he never would be able
to do anything worth doing. And the mother, who had a
great belief in herself, did not succeed any better, and her
tastes were just as eXpensive.

And so a whisper began to fill the house, though it was never
spoken out loud: “There must be more money! There must be
more money!’ The children could hear it all the time, though
nobody said it out loud. They heard it in their own room,
which was full of expensive and wonderful toys. Behind the
shining modern rocking horse a voice whispered: “There
must be more money! There must be more money!” And the
children stopped playing, to listen for a moment. They

looked into each other’s eyes, to see if they had all heard.
And each one saw in the eyes of the other two that they
too had heard. ‘“There must be more money!’

It came whispering from the springs of the rocking horse
and even the horse, bending its wooden head, heard it.

The other toys heard it, and even the foolish little dog
looked more foolish because he heard the secret whisper all
over the house: “There must be more money!’

But nobody ever said it out loud. The whisper was
everywhere, and therefore no one spoke it. Just as no one
ever says: ‘We are breathing!” although breath is coming
and going all the time.

‘Mother,’ said the boy Paul one day, ‘why don’t we keep a
car of our own? Why do we always use Uncle’s, or a
taxi?’

‘Because we’re the poor members of the
family,’ said the mother.
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‘But why are we, Mother?’

‘Well — I suppose,’ she said slowly and bitterly, ‘it’s because
your father has no luck.

The boy was silent for some time. ‘Is luck money, Mother?’
he asked, rather anxiously.

‘No, Paul. Not quite. It’s what causes you to have money. If
you’re lucky, you have money. That’s why it’s better to be
born lucky than rich. If you’re rich, you may lose your
money. But if you’re lucky, you will always get more money.

‘Oh! Will you? And is Father not lucky?’
“Very unlucky, I think, she said bitterly.
The boy watched her with uncertain eyes.

“Why?* he asked.

‘I don’t know. Nobody ever knows why one person is lucky
and another unlucky.’

‘Don’t they? Nobody at all? Does nobody know?’
‘Perhaps God. But He never tells.’

‘He ought to, then. But aren’t you lucky either, Mother?’
‘T can’t be, if I married an unlucky husband.’

‘But by yourself, aren’t you?’

‘T used to think I was, before I married. Now I think [ am
very unlucky.’

“Why 2’
“Well — never mind! Perhaps I'm not really,’ she said.

The child looked at her to see if she meant it. But he saw, by
the lines of her mouth, that she was only trying to hide
something from him.

“Well, he said bravely, T’'m a lucky person.’

“Why?’ said his mother, with a sudden laugh.



T

95

100

105

110

115

Dbl LY

‘God told me,’ he said.

‘T hope He did, dear!’ she said; again with a laugh, but a
bitter one.

‘He did, Mother!’

‘Excellent!” said the mother, using one of her husband’s
words.

The boy saw that she did not believe him, and then realized
that she was paying no attention to what he said. This made
him angry: he wanted to force her to listen.

He went off by himself, in a childish way, in search of the
secret of luck. He was busy with his thoughts, taking no
notice of other people. He wanted luck, he wanted it, he
wanted it. While the two girls were playing with their toys,
he sat on his big rocking horse, riding into space with a
madness that made the little girls look at him anxiously.
Wildly the horse flew, the wavy dark hair of the boy was
thrown up into the air, his eyes had a strange look in them.
The little girls dared not speak to him.

When he had ridden to the end of his mad little journey, he
climbed down and stood in front of his rocking horse, his
eyes fixed on its lowered face. Its red mouth was slightly
open, its big eye was wide and bright like glass.

‘Now?!” he silently commanded the horse. ‘Now, take me to
where there is luck! Now take me!’

D.H.LAWRENCE

g s -

Jourmal

Write a journal entry about what you imagine would
happen if your family suddenly won an enormous
sum of money.

Comprehension

1 How does the mother feel

about her children?

Why is the mother
dissatisfied?

How does her
dissatisfaction affect the
children and, in particular,
Paul?

In what way is the family
‘unlucky’?

What does Paul hope to do
by riding on his rocking
horse?

1 What do you think will

happen in the rest of the
story?

How do you think the family

could have resolved their
problems?

How do you think too much
or too little money in a

family affects the children?

|
:
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Experience Read

® the United Kingdom ® autobiography
® Barbados ® poetry

® New York ® 2 news report
® Iraq ® fiction

® Australia

What are your earliest memories?

Create

® a comparison

® a poem

® two different accounts
® journal entries

We stopped by a cornfield
Near Shrewsbury

A girl in a sunhat &%
Smiled at me. :

Then I was seven
Now sixty-two
Wherever you are

I remember you.

‘Girl from a train’ by Gareth Owen

First impressions, experienced when you are very young, are
sometimes the deepest and the ones you remember the longest. It
may be a very simple impression, as described in the brief poem
which opens this unit: an image of a smiling face which made such a
deep impression on the poet as a child that he remembers it over
fifty years later.

J

What are your earliest
memories of something which
made a very deep impression
on you?
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Do you remember your first day at school?

Most people remember their first day at school and here two writers
remember theirs, one in rural England and one in Barbados in the
Caribbean. Both take place in the first half of the twentieth century.

Autobiography
From Cider with Rosie by Laurie Lee

Laurie Lee, the writer of the first text, lived all his life in a small steep-sided
valley in Slad, a rural village in Gloucestershire, England. He had an absent
father and his mother worked hard to support all her children. He describes his
firstday at school in the 1920s.

s> First Day at the Village School <=

The village school at that time provided all the instruction
we were likely to ask for. It was a small stone barn divided
by a wooden partition into two rooms — The Infants and The
Big Ones. There was one dame teacher, and perhaps a young
girl assistant. Every child in the valley crowding there
remained until he was fourteen years old, then was presented
to the working field or factory with nothing in his head more
troublesome than a jumbled list of wars, and a dreamy image
of the world’s geography.

The morning came, without any warning, when my sisters
surrounded me, wrapped me in scarves, tied up my
bootlaces, thrust a cap on my head, and stuffed a baked
potato in my pocket.

“What's this?’ I said.

“You’re starting school, today.’

‘T ain’t. ’'m stopping home.’

‘Now, come on, Loll. You’re a big boy now.’
‘I ain’t.

“You are!’

‘Boo-hoo.

g

A dame teacher is the woman
in charge of the school. ‘Dame’
is an old-fashioned word for a
woman and ‘dame schools’
were small schools run by one
woman.

lain’tis dialect for ‘I'm not’

To box ears means smacking
both sides of the head at the
same time. [twas a
punishment used as a way of
controlling unruly children,
especially boys. It is both
painful and dangerous.

Discuss the meaning of the
following words taken from
the extract.

to bawl (line 21)
rabble (line 30)
veteran (line 47 )
ruthless (line 47 )

Make your own word pool of
any other unfamiliar words

Kl_.]OU come across. )

29
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They picked me up bodily, kicking and bawling, and carried
me up the road.

‘Boys who don’t go to school get put into boxes, and turn
into rabbits, and get chopped up on Sundays,’ they said.

I felt this was overdoing it rather, but I said no more after
that. I arrived at the school just three feet tall and fatly
wrapped in scarves. The playground roared like a rodeo, and
the potato burned through my thigh. Old boots, ragged
stockings, torn trousers and skirts, went skating and skidding
around me. The rabble closed in; I was encircled; grit flew in
my face like shrapnel. Tall girls with frizzled hair, and huge
boys with sharp elbows, began to prod me with hideous
interest. They plucked at my scarves, spun me round like a
top, screwed my nose, and stole my potato.

I was rescued at last by a gracious lady, the sixteen-year-old
junior teacher, who boxed a few ears and dried my face and
led me off to The Infants. I spent that first day picking holes
in paper, and then went home in a smouldering temper.

“What’s the matter, Loll. Didn’t we like it at school then?’

“They never gave me the present!’
¥ g P

‘Present? What present?’

The Slad Valley, Gloucestershire,

England.
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‘They said they’d give me a present.’
‘Well now I’m sure they didn’t.

‘They did! They said, “You’re Laurie Lee, ain’t you? Well you
just sit there for the present”. I sat there all day but I never
got it. I ain’t going back there again!’

But after a week I felt like a veteran and grew as ruthless as
anyone else. Somebody had stolen my potato, so I swiped
someone else’s apple. The Infant Room was packed with toys
such as I’d never seen before — coloured shapes and rolls of
clay, stuffed birds and colouring books. Also a frame of
counting beads which our young teacher played like a harp.

Laurie LEe

.

\.

2 How did the writer’s sisters prepare their little brother for his first

3 Who was the ‘gracious lady’ and in what way was she the writer's

4 Explain the misunderstanding which led the writertobein a

1 What were the future prospects of the children attending the
village school likely to be?

day at school?
saviour?
‘smouldering temper’ when he got home.

5 How did his impressions of school change after a week? How did
his behaviour change accordingly?

Writing a comparison

Write a comparison between this text and the one on the following

pages about the first day at a new school. Discuss:

the different ways the two boys were prepared for their first day at
school, including the role played by family members and the local
community.

the attitudes towards education shown in the texts. Which ones
do you most agree with?

Which text did you enjoy reading the most? Give your reasons.

Looking closely

\,

convey his impressions of
the playgroundin lines
27-347 Explain what was
going on and how the
choice of action verbs
helps to create the
atmosphere.

Explain how the following
similes help you to
understand and imagine:
a like a rodeo (line 27)

b like shrapnel (line 31)

c like a top (line 34)

d like a harp (line 52)

3 Inwhat way does the

direct speech add to your
enjoyment of the text?

. —

1 How does the writer

J/

DN BUDLUULRULOLUUL

Journal

Write down your tmpressions
of your furst day at school.
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Autobiography N
From Growing up Stupid Under the Union Jack by Austin Clarke A clammy-cherry tree (a
: ; ) ; cordia) is a blossoming tree
Austin Clarke, the author of the following text, was brought up in Barbados in which grows freely in tropical
the Caribbean, when it was under British colonial rule. Like Laurie Lee, he had EAREE,
an absentee father and his mother worked hard as a washerwoman to support . , , ,
: i : T ) Limacol is an astringent lotion.
her family. Here the writer describes his first day at school in 1944. .
Itis scented and may be used
5 g as an after-shave.
s> First day at school in Barbados <= A\, .

I was admitted to Combermere School, a secondary school in T m—
Barbados in September 1944, and placed in the ‘L.2D’, the : W()rdpoal""" ]
Lower Second Form, with thirty other boys. For all these e -
years, I have been wondering whether the ‘D’ in L2D stood operatic [line 14]

for ‘dunce.” And nobody so far has told me. broiling [14]

But that was a day of personal rejoicing for my mother. She to have the knack [51-2]
had at last achieved something beyond the expectations of
the village. The village of St Matthias rejoiced with her. The

poor and ambitious mothers gave me their blessing, and in

their stern and frightening voices, they said, ‘Go long, boy,
and learn! Learning going make you into a man.’

And Delcina, the tallest, blackest and most beautiful woman

I had ever seen, smiled and broke into a hymn. She lifted her

operatic voice, trained in the hot broiling sun, as she bent

over tubs of many sheets and shirts with her black hands in

the heavy soap suds. The washing, white as snow and A cordia tree.
ironed like glass, would be carried back later to the
Marine Hotel.

Delcina sang a beautiful hymn that morning as I
walked from my house on my way to a new but
uncertain world. My bag was filled with books of
interminable pages, with puzzles of new knowledge
undreamed of by my mother and by anybody else in
the village. There was the shining, gold-painted set
of compasses; the Rankin biscuit tin, scrubbed clean
and looking like a small silver coffin, with a flying-
fish sandwich in it; and my bottle of ‘clear’
lemonade.

On the previous Sunday, one of the ‘uncles’ in that

circle of men, with a pair of scissors and a broken
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glass-bottle for a razor, had sat me down on the throne of a
chair, under the clammy-cherry tree, and when I got up, my
head was clean.

“You is a Combermere boy now!’

The finished product had the look of a bow! on your head,
with all the visible hair wiped clean away with soap and
water. The smell of Limacol was strong even as I entered the
large iron gate of the school on that shaking, quivering
morning, grabbed by the hand by my equally scared mother.

Combermere School was a second grade school. It would
turn me into a civil servant, if I did well. If I didn’t do well, it
would turn me into a sanitary inspector. If I did even worse
than that, into a ‘book-keeper’ on one of the many sugar
plantations, to ride about on a horse in the sun, under a
khaki helmet, dressed in a khaki suit, to drive some of my
less fortunate friends and neighbours to work in the fields.
But to be a civil servant, that was beyond my wildest dreams!
Could I be like one of those powerful young men, walking
up and down the corridor of the Old Public Buildings, with
huge important files of all colours — blue, red, white, faded
and musty — dressed in white shirts and ties who had the
knack of looking important?

‘Not on your blasted bottom dollar!” my mother said,
imagining greater things. ‘I want you to be a doctor, hear?’

AusTIN CLARKE

]

yi

First impressions

1 Inwhat way was the day

as important to the writer's
mother as it was to him?

In what way did the
villagers contribute to
making the day significant
for the writer?

How does the description
of Delcina and her song
add to the effect of the
account?

How does the description
of the contents of his book
bag show his family’s
feelings about this day?

How had his ‘uncle’
prepared the writer for
school?

How do the ambitions of
the writer and his mother
compare?

33
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Have you ever moved to a new country?

Read the following poem and extract and compare the experiences
and perceptions to your own, or to those of someone you know.

Poem

Inthis poem James Berry describes the experience of aWest Indian man arriving
in London at the time of the first mass migration of West Indians into the United
Kingdom.

) s> Beginning in a City, 1948 <=

Stirred by restlessness, pushed by history,

I found myself in the centre of Empire.

Those first few hours, with those packed impressions
I never looked at in all these years.

5 Iknew no room.I knew no Londoner.
I searched without knowing.
I dropped off my grip at the ‘left luggage’.

A smart policeman told me a house to try.

In dim-lit streets, war-tired people moved slowly . =
10 like dark-coated bears in a snowy region. Empire:Many peopls fromithe
British West Indies looked
towards England as the centre
of the British Empire. A large

number of these countries have
[ walked fantastic stone streets in a dream. since established their

I in my Caribbean gear
was a half-finished shack in the cold winds.
In November, the town was a frosty field.

independence.

War-tired The Second World War
had ended in 1945, but life in
Britain was still austere in 1948

15 A man on duty took my ten-shilling note
for a bed for four nights.
Inflated with happiness I followed him.

I was left in a close-walled room, .- POV SO

left with a dying shadeless bulb, damage, particularly in London.
20 a pillowless bed and a smelly army blanket — Food was rationed until the

all the comfort I had paid for. early 1950s.

Ten-shilling note: Britain’s

Curtainless in morning light, I crawled out of bed currency was pounds, shillings

onto wooden legs and stiff-armed body, and pence until decimalization
with a frosty-board face that I patted in 1971. Ten shillings (50
g, 25 with icy water at the lavatory tap. pence ] was paper money.

34 \A grip is a large zip-up bag. )




I walked without map, without knowledge
from Victoria to Brixton. On Coldharbour Lane
I saw a queue of men — some black —

and stopped. I stood by one man in the queue.
30 ‘Wha happenin brodda? Wha happenin here?”

Looking at me he said “You mus be a jus-come?
You did hear about Labour Exchange?’ “Yes — I hear.’
“Well, you at it! But, you need a place whey you live.’
He pointed. ‘Go over dere and get a room.’

35 So,I had begun - begun in London.

JamEes BErrY

'

First impressions

1 The poet James Berry arrived in London from the West Indies in
November, when it is cold. How did the city appear to him and how
well prepared was he? (lines 9-13)

2 How was the poet feeling when he ‘walked fantastic stone streets
inadream’ (line 14)7?

3 Why was he ‘inflated with happiness’ (line 17)? How do you think
his mood here contrasts with his mood in the last line of the
poem?

4 How does the poet create the atmosphere of cold in lines 23-57

5 What are the men queuing for in the last two stanzas of the poem?

\.

J/

Looking closely

1 What was ‘smart’ about the policeman? (line 8)

2 How does the simile in line 10 help you to understand how the
poet was feeling?

3 Inlines 19-22 the poet uses three words with a “-less’ suffix. How
do these words help to create the atmosphere of the place where
he spent the night?

4 Write out in British English the conversation between the man in
the queue and the poet. (Note: in West Indian English ‘th’ may be
pronounced ‘d’ and the final consonants of words may be left off.)

5 Why does the poet call the man in the queue ‘brodda’?

\_
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Fiction
From The Arrangers of Marriage by Chimamanda Adichie

Chinaza is a Nigerian girlin Lagos who wanted to go to university, but instead
her uncle and aunt, with whom she lived, arranged a marriage for her with an
‘American doctor’.

Chinaza and her new husband have flown straight from Lagos to New York the
day before. This part of the short story describes her first trip the next morning
to a supermarket, and her firstimpressions of her new life.

s> First Day in New York R

Our neighborhood was called Flatbush, my new husband
told me, as we walked, hot and sweaty, down a noisy street N

that smelled of fish left out too long before refrigeration. He Akobo is a very small unit of
Nigerian currency.

wanted to show me how to do the grocery shopping and
The packaging of Burton’s Rich

Tea biscuits has ears of wheat
‘Look around, don’t lower your eyes like that. Look around. on it which are ‘embossed’, or

5 how to use the bus.

You get used to things faster that way,’ he said. raised.

I turned my head from side to side so he would see that I was
following his advice. Dark restaurant windows promised the
10 BEST CARIBBEAN AND AMERICAN FOOD in lopsided
print, a car wash across the street advertised $3.50 washes
on a chalkboard nestled among Coke cans and bits of paper.
The sidewalk was chipped away at the edges, like something
nibbled at by mice.

15 Inside the air-conditioned bus, he
showed me where to pour in the coins,

;\ﬂlbl

how to press the tape on the wall to

| Golden ﬁﬂ‘i’ﬂ‘

signal my stop. Krast

“This is not like Nigeria, where you shout

20 out to the conductor,” he said, sneering, as
though he was the one who had invented
the superior American system.

Inside Key Food, we walked from aisle to
ga— aisle slowly. I was wary when he put a beef g _
36 25 pack in the cart. I wished I could touch the ——
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First impressions

meat, to examine its redness, as I often did at
Ogbete Market, where the butcher held up fresh-cut
slabs buzzing with flies.

‘Can we buy those biscuits?’ I asked. The blue
packets of Burton’s Rich Tea were familiar; I did not
want to eat biscuits but I wanted something familiar
in the cart.

‘Cookies. Americans call them cookies,’ he said. I
reached out for the biscuits (cookies).

‘Get the store brand. They’re cheaper, but still the same
thing,’ he said, pointing at a white packet.

‘Okay,’ I said. I no longer wanted the biscuits, but I put

the store brand in the cart and stared at the blue packet on
the shelf, at the familiar grain-embossed Burton’s logo, until
we left the aisle.

“When I become an Attending, we will stop buying store
brands, but for now we have to; these things may seem cheap
but they add up, he said.

“When you become a Consultant?’
“Yes, but it’s called an Attending here, an Attending Physician.’

The arrangers of marriage only told you that doctors made a
lot of money in America. They did not add that before doctors
started to make a lot of money, they had to do an internship
and a residency program, which my new husband had not
completed. My new husband had told me this during our
short in-flight conversation, right after we took off from
Lagos, before he fell asleep.

‘Interns are paid twenty-eight thousand a year but work about
eighty hours a week. It’s like three dollars an hour,” he had
said. ‘Can you believe it? Three dollars an hour!’

I did not know if three dollars an hour was very good or very
bad — I was leaning toward very good — until he added that
even high school students working part-time made much

more.

37
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60 ‘Also when I become an Attending, we will not live in a
neighborhood like this,” my new husband said. He stopped to
let a woman with her child tucked into her shopping cart
pass by. ‘See how they have bars so you can’t take the
shopping carts out? In the good neighborhoods, they don’t

65 have them. You can take your shopping cart all the way to
your car.

‘Oh,’ I said. What did it matter that you could or could not
take the carts out? The point was, there were carts.

‘Look at the people who shop here; they are the ones who

70 immigrate and continue to act as if they are back in their
countries.” He gestured, dismissively, toward a woman and
her two children, who were speaking Spanish. ‘They will
never move forward unless they adapt to America. They will
always be doomed to supermarkets like this.’

75 I murmured something to show I was listening. I thought
about the open market in Enugu, the traders who sweet-
talked you into stopping at their zinc-covered sheds, who
were prepared to bargain all day to add one single kobo to
the price. They wrapped what you bought in plastic bags

80 when they had them, and when they did not have them, they
laughed and offered you worn newspapers.

CHIMAMANDA ADICHIE

.

1 How had the arrangers of marriage deceived Chinaza about her
new husband’s job?

2 How do you think Chinaza felt during the flight from Lagos to New
York?

3 Why did Chinaza want to buy the Burton’s Rich Tea biscuits? Why
did the store's own brand not satisfy her?

4 |nwhat ways does Chinaza’s new husband try to teach Chinaza
how to think and behave now that she is in New York?

5 How did the opinions about the shopping trolleys of Chinaza and
her new husbhand represent their different attitudes? Do you think
that they will ever share the same attitudes?

1 What were Chinaza’s first
impressions of the New
York Street?

2 What does the word

‘sneering’ reveal to you
about Chinaza's and her
hushand’s feelings about
Nigeria? [line 20] What is
different about Chinaza’s
feelings for her homeland?

3 Chinaza does not call her

husband by his name, but
just calls him ‘my new
husband’. What impression
does this give you of how
she feels about him?

\. J/

1 How were the experiences

of Chinaza in New York and
James Berry in London
similar? In what ways were
they different?

2 Discuss with your group the

effect moving to a new
country can have on our
expectations and family
relationships.
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How does it feel to experience
snow for the first time?

i in the
Occasionally, red dust from the African Sahara Desert falls E e
: i i ds. Any kind o
i i on-like rain causes floo
United Kingdom, or monso ; Ao
extraordinary weather conditions not usually seen in a country

120 degrees Fahrenheit ‘
(120°F) is 49 degrees Celsius

(49°C).

causes enormous interest.
/ Baghdad residents see snow for the first time

JANUARY 11, 2008 BacHDpap, Iraq

£ 11 ]

The flakes melted quickly. But the smiles, wonder and
excited story-swapping went on throughout the day: it
snowed in Baghdad.

The morning flurry on Friday was the first in memory
in the heart of the Iraqi capital, Perhaps more significant,
} however, was the rare ripple of delight through a city
snarled by army checkpoints, divided by concrete walls
and ravaged by sectarian killings. “For the first time in
my life I saw a snow-rain like this falling in Baghdad,”
| said 63-year-old Mohammed Abdul Hussein, “When
I was young, I heard from my father that such
| rain had fallen in the early *40s on the outskirts of
northern Baghdad, but snow falling in Baghdad in sucl,
’ a magnificent scene was beyond my imagination.”

Throwing snowballs in Iraq.

small restaurant in g village six miles southeast of
Baghdad. “This is so unusual, andI don’t know whether l
or notit’s a lesson from God.”

Talib Haider, a 19-year-old college student, said, “A
friend of mine called me at 8 a.m. to wake me up and tell
me that the sky is raining snow. I rushed quickly to the {
balcony to see a very beautiful scene. I tried to film it
with my cell phone camera. This scene hag really brought
mejoy. I called my other friends and the morning turned
out to be a very happy one in my life.”

After weathering nearly five years of war, Baghdad
residents thought they’d seen it al], But as muezzins were
calling the faithful to prayer, the people here awoke to
something new,

Snow is common in the mountainous Kurdish areas
ofnorthern Iraq, but residens of the capitaland surrounding
areas could remember Just hail. And that only very
occasionally. Summer temperatures in Baghdad are
routinely a sweltering 120 degrees and winters generally
mild.

But this week has been unusually cold and blustery,
with overnight temperatures more than 10 degrees below

AnlIraqi who works for The Associated Press said he
woke his wife and children shortly after 7 a.m. to “have
a look at this strange thing.” He then called his brother
and sister and found them awake, also watchj ng the
“cotton-like snow drops covering the trees.”

shells routinely zoom across the Tigris River to the Green

“I asked my mother, who is 80, whether she’d ever
séen snow in Iraq before, and her answer was no,” said
Fawzi Karim, a 40-year-old father of five who runs g

For a couple of hours anyway, a city where mortar /

Zone became united as one big White Zone. There were
1o reports of bloodshed during the snowstorm, The
snow showed no favoritism as itdusted neighborhoods,
Shiite and Sunni alike.

|

|
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Poem

In the following poem, the Australian poet Les Murray writes about his uncle’s

first experience of snow.

s> Once in a Lifetime, Snow =

Winters at home brought wind,

black frost and raw 30
grey rain in barbed-wire fields,

but never more

until the day my uncle

rose at dawn

and stepped outside - to find 35
his paddocks gone,

his cattle to their hocks

in ghostly ground

and unaccustomed light

for miles around. 40

And he stopped short, and gazed
lit from below,

and half the wrinkles vanished
murmuring Snow.

A man of farm and fact 45
he stared to see

the facts of weather braised

to a mystery

white on the world he knew
and all he owned.

Snow? Here? He mused. I see.
High time I learned.

He stooped to break the sheer
crust with delight
at finding the cold unknown

so deeply bright,

at feeling it take his prints
so softly deep,

as if it thought he knew
enough to sleep,

or else so little he

might seek to shift

its weight of wintry light
by a single drift,

perceiving this much, he scuffed
his slippered feet

and scooped a handful up

to taste, to eat

in memory of the fact

that even he

might not have seen the end
of reality ...

Then, turning, he tiptoed in

to a bedroom, smiled,

and wakened a murmuring child
and another child.

Les MURRAY
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First impressions

Looking closely ~

1 How do ‘black frost’ and ‘grey rain’ contrast with the effects of
winter described elsewhere in the poem? Quote words and
phrases to explain the contrast.

R R P T

2 Why is the ground ‘ghostly’? (line 10)

3 What does the poet mean by the metaphor ‘braised to a mystery'?
(lines19-20)

4 Choose some alliterating phrases which made the scene come
alive for you. Explain why you have chosen them.

R W i i T T SN

5 Describe the poem’s rhyme scheme. What effect do the rhymes
have on your experience of the poem?

\. J/

.

1 Which ‘home’ does the poet referto? (line 1)

B N e AW L e T R ey ey

2 What sort of man is the poet’s uncle?

3 Why did the uncle welcome the ‘mystery’? What has come alive
for him?

4 Who is the child referred to? Why does the uncle smile at the end,
as he goes into the child’s bedroom?

TR,

5 How does this final verse sum up the uncle’s experience?

\.

Writing a poem
Write your own four-line poem about an unusual climatic event.

How do unusual weather conditions change your perceptions of the
world around you?

S e T TR e v

e What new impressions of a familiar scene does it give you?
Describe your reaction as you first come on the scene.
e Give your poem a rhyme scheme.

T T L P I T et T g

el o S e oy L as s A
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Who are you calling an impressionist?

There are many creative ways in which to record these paintings were first exhibited in Paris in
our impressions. Writers, comedians, and artists 1874, art critics were horrified by what they
strive to create just that — an impression. thought were merely ‘sketches) giving only an

Impressions can be fixed in our memory, as well as  incomplete impression of their subjects.

on canvas or in words. ) . ) ) )
Impression, Sunrise (Impression, soleil levant in

In the nineteenth century a group of French French) by Claude Monet was first seen in that
painters became known as ‘impressionists. When 1874 exhibition in Paris.

Impression, Sunrise, by Claude Monet, painted in 1872.

Looking closely

1 In what ways does this painting give you an ‘impression’ of a
sunrise, rather than a photographic likeness?

2 Which parts of the painting do you think critics at the time might
have criticized for being ‘sketchy’?

3 Why do you think the artist avoided using definite outlines?
4 Whatis your impression of the painting?
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Meeting someone for the first time

First impressions are important when you meet someone for the first
time. Can you think of an intriguing book or a film where two
important characters meet for the first time? Tell your group about
such a fictional meeting, and what made it special or memorable.
How does it compare with scenes from real life?

What do you think a writer has to do to make readers emotionally
involved in the characters in a novel?

Fiction
From Jane Eyre by Charlotte Bronté

Jane Eyre, by Charlotte Bronté, was first published in 1847. In this part of the
novel, Jane has come to Thornfield Hall in a wild part of Yorkshire in England
to be governess to the daughter of the owner, Mr Rochester. Mr Rochester
has been absent from the Hall since Jane arrived there, so they have never
met face to face. Jane is returning home from a walk as dusk is falling.

"j s> My First Meeting with Mr Rochester =

The din was on the causeway: a horse was coming; the

windings of the lane yet hid it, but it approached. I was just

leaving the stile but as the path was narrow, I sat still to let it Gytrash is a Northern English

go by. In those days I was young, and all sorts of fancies word for a mythical beast said
5 bright and dark and memories of nursery stories were in my to haunt travellers. Bessie, who

mind. As this horse approached, and as I watched for it to explained the myth of Gytrash,

was the nursemaid who had

appear through the dusk, I remembered certain of Bessie’s
cared for Jane Eyre as a child.

tales of a North-of-England spirit, called a ‘Gytrash’; which,

in the form of horse, mule, or large dog, haunted solitary Acauseway isastone path.

10 ways, and sometimes came upon belated travellers, as this The saying If the mountain

horse was now coming upon me. won't come to Mahomet,
Mahomet must come to the

It was very near, but not yet in sight; when I heard a rush mountain means one may have
under the hedge, and out glided a great dog, whose black to change one’s approach to
and white colour made him a distinct object against the trees. achieve what one wants.

15 It was exactly Bessie’s Gytrash — a lion-like creature with Like heath that ... The couplet
long hair and a huge head: it passed me, however, quietly which ends this text comes

from ‘Fallen is thy throne’ by
Thomas Moore (1780-1852], a

very popular poet of the time.
once. Nothing ever rode the Gytrash: it was always alone. k- AREFE o 43

enough, not staying to look up. The horse followed — a tall
steed, and on its back a rider. The man broke the spell at
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No Gytrash was this, only a traveller taking the short cut. He
passed, and I went on; a few steps, and I turned: a sliding
sound, an exclamation and a clattering tumble, arrested my
attention. Man and horse were down; they had slipped on
the sheet of ice on the causeway. The dog came bounding
back, and seeing his master down, and hearing the horse
groan, barked till the evening hills echoed the sound. I
walked to the traveller, by this time struggling himself free of
his steed. His efforts were so vigorous, I thought he could
not be much hurt; but I asked him ‘Are you injured, sir? Can
I do anything?’

“You must just stand on one side,” he answered as he rose,
first to his knees, and then to his feet.

I did. The horse was got up, and the dog was silenced. The
traveller now stooping, felt his foot and leg, as if trying
whether they were sound; apparently something ailed them,
for he limped to the stile and sat down.

I now drew near him again.
‘If you are hurt, and want help, sir, I can fetch some one.’

“Thank you; I shall do: T have no broken bones - only a
sprain, and again he stood up and tried his foot, but the
result extorted an involuntary ‘Ugh’.

Something of daylight still lingered, and the moon was
waxing bright: I could see him plainly. His figure was
enveloped in a riding cloak, fur-collared, and steel-clasped; I
traced the general points of middle height, and considerable
breadth of chest. He had a dark face, with stern features and
a heavy brow; his eyes and gathered eyebrows looked ireful;
he was past youth, but had not reached middle age. I felt no
fear of him. Had he been a handsome, heroic-looking young
gentleman, I should not have dared to stand offering my
services unasked.

‘I cannot think of leaving you, sir, at so late an hour, in this
solitary lane, till T see you are fit to mount your horse.’

He looked at me when I said this: he had hardly turned his

eyes in my direction before.
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‘T should think you ought to be at home yourself,
said he. “Where do you come from?’

‘From just below; and I am not at all afraid of
being out late when it is moonlight.’

“You live just below — do you mean at that house
with the battlements?’ pointing to Thornfield
Hall, on which the moon cast a hoary gleam.

“Yes, sir.’

“Whose house is it?’

‘Mr Rochester’s. North Lees Hallin Derbyshire is
thought to have been the inspiration for
‘Do you know Mr Rochester?’ Thornfield Hall.

‘No, I have never seen him.
‘He 1s not resident then?’
‘No.’

‘Can you tell me where he is?’
‘[ cannot.

“You are not a servant at the hall, of course. You are ...” He
stopped, ran his eye over my dress, which, as usual, was quite
simple and not fine enough for a lady’s maid. He seemed
puzzled to decide what I was: I helped him.

‘I am the governess.

‘Ah, the governess,” he repeated. ‘You may help me a little
yourself, if you will be so kind.’

‘Yes, sir.

“Try to get hold of my horse’s bridle and lead him to me: you
are not afraid?’

I should have been afraid to touch a horse when alone, but

when told to do it, I obeyed. I went up to the tall steed and

endeavoured to catch the bridle, but it was a spirited thing,

and would not let me come near its head; I made effort on

effort, being so mortally afraid of its trampling fore feet. The 45
traveller watched for some time, and at last he laughed.
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‘I see, he said, ‘the mountain will never be brought to
Mahomet, so all you can do is to aid Mahomet to go to the

95 mountain. [ must beg of you to come here.’ Looking closelg

I came. ‘Excuse me,” he continued. ‘Necessity compels me to )
1 Which words and phrases

make you useful.’
create the sense that Jane

He laid a heavy hand on my shoulder, and leaning on me is in the country with no
limped to his horse. Having once caught the bridle, he one else around?

100 mastered it directly, and sprang to his saddle; grimacing 2 Make a note of all the
grimly as he made the effort. references to light in the

extract. Select examples
and explain how the words
help to create an
atmosphere.

‘Now, said he, ‘hand me my whip; it lies there under the

hedge.’

I sought it and found it.
3 Inwhat way does the
105 “Thank you; now return as fast as you can.’ couplet which ends the

text intensify the
atmosphere which has

been created in lines

Like heath that in the wilderness 45-51?

The wild wind whirls away. . S

CHARLOTTE BRONTE Comprehension

1 What 'fancy’ is in Jane’s

A touch of a spurred heel made his horse first start and rear,

and then bound away; the dog rushed on behind.

Writing two different accounts

Write two different accounts of the meeting between Jane Eyre and the dog and horseman?

Mr Rochester. 2 What causes Mr Rochester
to fall from his horse?

mind as she encounters

e Write a diary entry of Jane Eyre’s first impressions of Mr
3 What impression does Mr

Rochester make on Jane
inlines 42-537

4 Why do you think Mr
Rochester does not
identify himself, even
when he knows that Jane

is the new governess in
his household?

Rochester, and their encounter on the causeway.
e Write down Mr Rochester’s thoughts on the incident, after he is
back at the hall. What does he think of the new governess?

5 What qualities of character
do Jane and Mr Rochester
46 reveal in this extract?
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Fiction

From How I live Now by Meg Rosoft

In the following text, fifteen-year-old Daisy has arrived in London to spend
the summer with her English cousins. Life has been difficult at home for
Daisy, and her father and stepmother think that time apart would be a
good idea.

Daisy, who has spent all her life in New York, is shocked by her cousin
Edmond’s eccentric behaviour. We are forewarned in the opening paragraph
that her life is about to drastically change, now that she has met
Edmond.

s> Meeting Edmond <R

But the summer I went to England to stay with my cousins
Amutt is a dog, not a pedigree
dog but a scruffy mongrel

everything changed. Part of that was because of the war,
which supposedly changed lots of things, but I can’t

remember much about life before the war anyway so it
doesn’t count in my book, which this is.

Mostly everything changed because of Edmond.
And so here’s what happened.

I’'m coming off this plane, and I'll tell you why that is later,
and landing at London airport and I’'m looking around for a
middle-aged kind of woman who I've seen in pictures who’s
my Aunt Penn. The photographs are out of date, but she
looked like the type who would wear a big necklace and flat
shoes, and maybe some kind of narrow dress in black or
grey. But 'm just guessing since the pictures only ever
showed her face.

Anyway, I'm looking and looking and everyone’s leaving and
there’s no signal on my phone and I’'m thinking Oh Great,
I’m going to be abandoned at the airport so that’s two
countries they don’t want me in, when I notice everyone’s
gone except this kid who comes up to me and says You must
be Daisy. And when I look relieved he does too and says 'm
Edmond.

Hello Edmond, I said, nice to meet you, and I look at him

hard to try to get a feel for what my new life with my 47

cousins might be like.
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Now let me tell you what he looks like before I forget
because it’s not exactly what you’d expect from your average
fourteen-year-old what with the CIGARETTE and hair that
looks like he cut it himself with a hatchet in the dead of
night, but aside from that he’s exactly like some kind of
mutt, you know the ones you see at the dog shelter who are
kind of hopeful and sweet and put their nose straight into
your hand when they meet you with a certain kind of dignity

and you know from that second that you’re going to take
him home? Well that’s him.

Only he took me home.

I’ll take your bag, he said, and even though he’s about half a
mile shorter than me and has arms about as thick as a dog
leg, he grabs my bag, and I grab it back and say Where’s
your mom, is she in the car?

And he smiles and takes a drag on his cigarette, which even
though I know smoking kills and all that, I think is a little bit
cool, but maybe all the kids in England smoke cigarettes? I
don’t say anything in case it’s a well-known fact that the
smoking age in England is something like twelve and by
making a big thing about it I’ll end up looking like an idiot
when I’ve barely been here five minutes. Anyway, he says
Mum couldn’t come to the airport cause she’s working and
it’s not worth anyone’s life to interrupt her while she’s
working, and everyone else seemed to be somewhere else, so
I drove here myself.

I looked at him funny then.

You drove here yourself? You DROVE HERE yourself?

And then he gave a little shrug and a little dog-shelter dog
kind of tilt of his head and he pointed at a falling-apart black
jeep and he opened the door by reaching in through the
window which was open, and pulling the handle up and
yanking. He threw my bag in the back, though more like
pushed it in, because it was pretty heavy, and then said Get
in Cousin Daisy, and there was nothing else I could think of
to do so I got in.
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I’m still trying to get my head around all this when instead of Looking closely
following the signs that say Exit he turns the car up on to

& =y

,_ this grass and then drives across to a sign that says Do Not £ MBEEEEHHE T S wtER
i 65 Enter and of course he Enters and then he jogs left across a in the present tense. Why
[ ditch and suddenly we’re out on the highway. has the author chosen to

use the present tense
rather than the past? What
effect does it have on you,

: Can you believe they charge thirteen pounds fifty just to park
: there for an hour? he says to me.

Z Well to be fair, there is no way ’m believing any of this, the reader?

70 being driven along on the wrong side of the road by this 2 Rewrite lines 16—22 as

| skinny kid dragging on a cigarette and let’s face it who conventional prose with
wouldn’t be thinking what a weird place England is. direct speech set out

correctly.
And then he looked at me again in his funny doggy way, and - N [T, N —
he said You'll get used to it. Which was strange too, because 1 B
75 Thadn’t said anything out loud. punctuation and

- .
e RS capltallzajclon. Explain the
effect, using examples

j from the text.

i :

Comprehension ~ 4 What does the description
: of Edmond’s hair tell you
about Edmond, and about
Daisy?

1 What does Daisy notice about Edmond straightaway? What do you
think this shows about Edmond’s character?

2 How does Daisy’s references to a ‘mutt’ help you understand the

effect on her of this first meeting? »' Explain‘thedallowing in

your own words: a alittle
dog-shelter dog kind of tilt
of his head (lines 54-5)

' 3 What impression have you formed of Aunt Penn from Edmond’s
reference to her (lines 47-50)7?

‘ 4 What impression of Edmond's character do you have by the end of b a falling-apart black jeep
| the text? (lines 55-6).
5 What are the things which have made Daisy think ‘what a weird 6 Find examples of American
. place England is’ (line 72)? Do you think her feelings are justified? expressions in Daisy’s
Give your reasons. speech. How does her
| \ J speech contrast with
, L Edmond’s? 3
Writing an email
ﬁ Imagine that you are Daisy. Before you go to bed e Tell your friend about Cousin Edmond’s
on that first night in England you send an email to strange behaviour.
your friend back in New York. Tell her all about e Write down your first impressions of English
your arrival and your drive from the airport to life.

your cousins” house.
49
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Experience Read

® Australia ® fiction

® Canada ® autobiography

® the Great Fire of London @ a diary

® the United Kingdom ® arhyme

® Korea ¢ encyclopedia entries

How does fire get out of control?

Create

® a script for a play

e a different point of view

® a PowerPoint
presentation

® research on old rhymes

® research on glass
techniques

There is no more silence on the plains of the moon
and time is no more alien there, than here.

Sun thrust his warm hand down at hlgh noon,

but all that stirred was the faint du

From ‘Night afte

‘Fire is a bad master and a good servant’ is a very old saying. In

countries like Australia, which suffer frequent bushfires, people
know only too well the destruction wreaked by the bad master. The
quotation above describes the scene of desolation after such a fire,
when the scorched earth makes the familiar landscape look like
another planet, and people are filled with fear.

How many causes of accidental
fires can you think of ? What
role does human error play?




2 Fiction
l From Ash Road by Ivan Southall

Three boys, Wallace, Graham and Harry, are camping in the Australian bush.

Graham has woken in the early hours of the morning and is boiling water to
; make some tea. He is using highly flammable methylated spirits, which the
: boys call ‘metho’, to light their camping stove.

s> Fire! =
| ‘Stinkin’ hot, isn’t it?’

“You can say that again. But this water’s awful slow coming
to the boil.

‘The wind, I suppose.’

A billy-can is a tin or enamel
cooking pot. A crook battery is a
dud one, one which doesn’t

‘Can’t see when it boils if you’ve got the lid on.’ work. ‘Crook’is a colloquial
Australian adjective.

5 ‘It’s taken two lots of metho already,” said Graham. ‘Have
you got the lid on?’

‘Put the lid on, I reckon, or it’ll never boil.’ This story was published in

[ e 1965 and fthe boys’
‘Don’t know where the lid is, do you?’ dhand many orthehoys
expressions are from that time.

10 ‘Feel for it. It’s there somewhere. Use your torch. \ /

‘The battery’s flat. Blooming thing. Must have been a crook
battery. Hardly used it at all. Now look what I’ve done!
There’s the metho bottle knocked for six.’

“You dope, cried Wallace. ‘Pick it up quick. Or we’ll lose it
15 all’

« Wordpool
i ‘The cork’s in it.” Graham groped for it, feeling a bit of a . =
fool, and said, ‘Crumbs.’ Discuss the meaning of the

following words and phrases.

; ‘Now what?’
: to be knocked for six [line 13]

‘The cork’s not in it, that’s what. It must have come out.’ nozzle [27]  to singe [73]

20 ‘How could it come out? Honest to goodness ... e la4] creck(ag)

: humus [54]
| It’s burning!” howled Graham. Make your own wordpool of
A blue flame snaked from the little heater up through the any other unfamiliar words

rocks towards the bottle in the boy’s hand; or at least that @u 055 _) 51
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was how it seemed to happen. It happened so swiftly it may
have deceived the eye. Instinctively, to protect himself, Graham
threw the bottle away. There was a shower of fire from its neck,
as from the nozzle of a hose.

‘Oh, my gosh!” yelled Wallace and tore off his sleeping bag.
‘Harry?!” he screamed. “Wake up, Harry?’

They tried to stamp on the fire, but their feet were bare and they
couldn’t find their shoes. They tried to smother it with their
sleeping bags, but it seemed to be everywhere. Harry couldn’t
even escape from his bag; he couldn’t find the zip fastener, and
for a few awful moments in his confusion between sleep and
wakefulness he thought he was in his bed at home and the house
had burst into flames around him. He couldn’t come to grips
with the situation; he knew only dismay and the wildest kind of
alarm. Graham and Wallace, panicking, were throwing
themselves from place to place, almost sobbing, beating futilely
at a widening arc of fire. Every desperate blow they made
seemed to fan the fire, to scatter it farther, to feed it.

‘Put it out!” shouted Graham. ‘Put it out!’

It wasn’t dark any longer. It was a flickering world of tree trunks
and twisted boughs, of scrub and saplings and stones, of shouts
and wind and smoke and frantic fear. It was so quick. It was
terrible.

‘Put it out!’ cried Graham, and Harry fought out of his sleeping
bag, knowing somehow that they’d never get it out by beating at
it, that they’d have to get water up from the creek. But all they
had was a four-pint billy-can.

The fire was getting away from them in all directions, crackling
through the scrub down-wind, burning fiercely back into the
wind. Even the ground was burning; grass, roots, and fallen
leaves were burning, humus was burning. There were flames on
the trees, bark was burning, foliage was flaring, flaring like a
whip-crack; and the heat was savage and searing and awful to
breathe.

“We can’t, we can’t!” cried Wallace. “What are we going to do?’
They beat at it and beat at it and beat at it.
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‘Oh gee, sobbed Graham. He was crying, and he hadn’t cried
since he was twelve years old. “What have I done? We’ve got to
get it out!’

Harry was scrambling around wildly, bundling all their things
together. It was not that he was more level-headed than the
others; it was just that he could see the end more clearly, the
hopelessness of it, the absolute certainty of it, the imminent
danger of encirclement, the possibility that they might be burnt
alive. He could see all this because he hadn’t been in it at the
start. He wasn’t responsible; he hadn’t done it; and now that he
was wide awake he could see it more clearly. He screamed at
them: ‘Grab your stuff and run for it!” But they didn’t hear him
or didn’t want to hear him. They were blackened, their feet were
cut, even their hair was singed. They beat and beat, and fire was
leaping into the tree tops, and there were no black shadows left,
only bright light, red light, yellow light, light that was hard and
cruel and terrifying, and there was a rushing sound, a roaring
sound, explosions, and smoke, smoke like a hot red fog.

‘No, cried Graham. ‘No, no, no!” His arms dropped to his sides
and he shook with sobs and Wallace dragged him away. ‘Oh,
Wally,” he sobbed. “What have I done?’

“We’ve got to get out of here,’ shouted Harry. ‘Grab the things
and run.

‘Our shoes?’ cried Wallace. “‘Where are they?’ ‘I don’t know. I
don’t know.’

“We’ve got to find our shoes.

‘They’ll kill us,” sobbed Graham. ‘They’ll kill us. It’s a terrible
thing, an awful thing to have done.

“Where did we put our shoes?’ Wallace was running around in
circles, blindly. He didn’t really know what he was doing.
Everything had happened so quickly, so suddenly.

‘For Pete’s sake run!” shouted Harry.

Something in his voice seemed to get through to Wallace and
Graham, and they ran, the three of them, like frightened rabbits.
They ran this way and that, hugging their packs and their
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scorched sleeping-bags, blundering into the scrub, even into
the trunks of trees. Fire and confusion seemed to be all
around them. The fire’s rays darted through the bush; it was
like an endless chain with a will of its own, encircling and
entangling them, or like a wall that leapt out of the earth to
block every fresh run they made for safety. Even the creek
couldn’t help them. They didn’t know where it was. There
might as well not have been a creek at all.

“This way,’ shouted Harry. ‘A track!’

They stumbled back down the track towards Tinley; at least
they thought it was towards Tinley, they didn’t really know.
Perhaps they were running to save their lives, running simply
from fear, running away from what they had done.

When they thought they were safe they hid in the bush close
to a partly constructed house. They could hear sirens wailing;
lights were coming on here and there; the headlamps of cars
were beaming and sweeping around curves in the track. They
could hear shouts on the wind, they heard a woman cry

hysterically, they heard Graham sobbing.

Over all was a red glow.

Ivan SouTHALL

e

1 Explain how the bottle of

methylated spirits was

spilt.

Explain the effect of the
metaphor ‘snaked’

(line 22).

What do you imagine an
‘arc of fire’ looks like?

How does the simile ‘like a
whip-crack’ add to the
vividness of the
description? (line 56)
How does the writer’s
description of the fire as
‘with a will of its own’ add
to the drama and terror?

Describe the sights and
sounds of the fire as it
develops into a full-scale
blaze.




:

1 Whatwas Graham's instinctive reaction to the burning bottle, and
why was it the wrong thing to do?

2 Describe some of the thoughts and feelings rushing through the
boys’ minds as they realized what was happening.

What did Harry understand more clearly than the others?
Why was it so important that the boys should find their shoes?

Why was the creek no good to them?

(=2 I & B N ¥ ]

Where did they go to seek refuge? How did they know the alarm
had been raised?

o J

Looking at effects

This is an intensely dramatic and exciting piece of writing. The story
is a simple one, so how does the writer make it so dramatic?

1 First of all, jot down words from the text which illustrate the
following emotions: terror, panic, danger, guilt, confusion.

2 Select examples of alliteration, for example foliage was flaring),
and explain how the words add to the atmosphere.

3 Choose a simile (not ‘like a whip-crack’) and explain how it
extends your experience of the scene.

4 Select examples of listing (where one thing follows another as in a
list) and explain how they add to the atmosphere.

5 Select examples of words which you think are particularly vivid,
for example ‘searing, and explain how they deepen your
understanding and enjoyment.

6 Select examples of repetition and explain their effects.

Writing a script

What a great film this story would make! It would also make an
excellent radio play.

e Write your own radio play of this terrible night. Write sound
effects in brackets.

e Include an extra scene about what happened after the boys were
found hiding in the bush.

55
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Autobiography
From Roughing it in the Bush by Susanna Moodie

The followingdramatic description of afire comes from the nineteenth century.
Itis setin northern Canada. Many settlers came from Britain and elsewhere to
start a new life in Canada, including Susanna Moodie who arrived in Quebec in
1832. Life was hard as she and her husband struggled to establish themselves
in a hostile environment. Susanna Moodie had been long settled in her family's
log cabin when the fire described here broke out.

s> Fire in the Snow =

I had hired a young Irish girl the day before. Her friends
were only just located in our vicinity, and she had never seen
a stove until she came to our house. After Moodie left
suffered the fire to die away in the Franklin stove in the
parlour, and went into the kitchen to prepare bread for the
oven.

The girl, who was a good-natured creature, had heard me
complain bitterly of the cold, and the impossibility of getting
the green wood to burn, and she thought that she would see
if she could not make a good fire for me and the children, for
when my work was done. Without saying one word about
her intention, she slipped out through a door that opened
from the parlour into the garden, ran round to the wood-
yard, filled her lap with cedar chips, and, not knowing the
nature of the stove, filled it entirely with the light wood.

Before I had the least idea of my danger, I was aroused from
the completion of my task by the crackling and roaring of a
large fire, and a suffocating smell of burning soot. I looked
up at the kitchen cooking-stove. All was right there. I knew I
had left no fire in the parlour stove; but not being able to
account for the smoke and smell of burning, I opened the
door, and to my dismay found the stove red hot, from the
front plate to the topmost pipe that let out the smoke
through the roof.

My first impulse was to plunge a blanket, snatched from the
servant’s bed which stood in the kitchen, into cold water.
This I thrust into the stove, and upon it I threw water, until
all was cool below. I then ran up to the loft, and by

W‘""_ip ool
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Moodie is Mr Moodie, Susanna
Moodie’s hushand. It was
common at this time for wives to
call their husbands by their
surnames, or with the prefix ‘Mr’.

Shingles are the wooden tiles on
the roof.

And lave you.. .. means ‘And
leave you, Madam, and the
children alone with the burning
house?’ The writer has
reproduced the girl’s Irish accent
in her written account.

The team in the final paragraph
is the team of horses which the
writer's brother brought tothe
scene.

L
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vicinity [line 2]
parlour [5]
uncouth [36]

to expend [50]
brand (noun, 86)
brush-heap [ 103]
to blast [106]
brine [152]

\sleigh (slay) [162]
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in the boilers upon the fire, contrived to cool down the pipes
which passed through the loft. I then sent the girl out of
doors to look at the roof, which, as a very deep fall of snow
had taken place the day before, I hoped would be completely

covered, and safe from all danger of fire.

She quickly returned, stamping and tearing her hair, and
making a variety of uncouth outcries, from which I gathered
that the roof was in flames.

This was terrible news, with my husband absent, no man in
the house, and a mile and a quarter from any other
habitation. I ran out to ascertain the extent of the
misfortune, and found a large fire burning in the roof
between the two stone pipes. The heat of the fires had melted
off all the snow, and a spark from the burning pipe had
already ignited the shingles. A ladder, which for several
months had stood against the house, had been moved two
days before to the barn, which was at the top of the hill, near
the road; there was no reaching the fire through that source.
I got out the dining-table, and tried to throw water upon the
roof by standing on a chair placed upon it, but I only
expended the little water that remained in the boiler, without
reaching the fire. The girl still continued weeping and
lamenting.

“You must go for help,’ I said. ‘Run as fast as you can to my
sister’s, and fetch your master.’

‘And lave you, ma’arm, and the childher alone wid the
burnin’ house?’

“Yes, yes! Don’t stay one moment.’
‘T have no shoes, ma’arm, and the snow is so deep.’

‘Put on your master’s boots; make haste, or we shall be lost
before help comes.’

The girl put on the boots and started, shrieking ‘Fire!” the
whole way. This was utterly useless, and only impeded her
progress by exhausting her strength. After she had vanished
from the head of the clearing into the wood, and I was left

. —
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quite alone, with the house burning over my head, I paused
one moment to reflect what had best be done.

The house was built of cedar logs; in all probability it would
be consumed before any help could arrive. There was a brisk
breeze blowing up from the frozen lake, and the
thermometer stood at eighteen degrees below zero. We were
placed between the two extremes of heat and cold, and there
was as much danger to be apprehended from the one as the
other. In the bewilderment of the moment, the direful extent
of the calamity never struck me: we wanted but this to put
the finishing stroke to our misfortunes, to be thrown naked,
houseless, and penniless, upon the world. “What shall I save
first?” was the thought just then uppermost in my mind.
Bedding and clothing appeared the most essentially
necessary, and without another moment’s pause, I set to
work with a right good will to drag all that I could from my
burning home.

While little Agnes, Dunbar, and baby Donald filled the air
with their cries, Katie, as if fully conscious of the importance
of exertion, assisted me in carrying out sheets and blankets,
and dragging trunks and boxes some way up the hill, to be
out of the way of the burning brands when the roof should

fall in.

How many anxious looks I gave to the head of the clearing

as the fire increased, and large pieces of burning pine began
to fall through the boarded ceiling, about the lower rooms

e

Word origins

Brand means a piece of burning
wood. It comes from the Anglo-

Saxon word brand for firebrand.




— P ———...

where we were at work. The children T had kept under a
large dresser in the kitchen, but it now appeared absolutely
necessary to remove them to a place of safety. To expose the
young, tender things to the direful cold was almost as bad as
95 leaving them to the mercy of the fire. At last I hit upon a plan

to keep them from freezing. I emptied all the clothes out of a
large, deep chest of drawers, and dragged the empty drawers
up the hill; these I lined with blankets, and placed a child in
each drawer, covering it well over with the bedding, giving to

100 little Agnes the charge of the baby to hold between her knees,
and keep well covered until help should arrive. Ah, how long
it seemed coming!

The roof was now burning like a brush-heap, and,
unconsciously, the child and T were working under a shelf,

105 upon which were deposited several pounds of gunpowder
which had been procured for blasting a well, as all our water
had to be brought up hill from the lake. This gunpowder was
in a stone jar, secured by a paper stopper; the shelf upon
which it stood was on fire, but it was utterly forgotten by me

110 at the time; and even afterwards, when my husband was
working on the burning loft over it.

I found that I should not be able to take many more trips for

goods. As I passed out of the parlour for the last time, Katie

looked up at her father’s flute, which was suspended upon
115 two brackets, and said,

‘Oh, dear mamma! do save Papa’s flute; he will be so sorry to
lose it.

God bless the dear child for the thought! The flute was
saved; and, as I succeeded in dragging out a heavy chest of

120 clothes, and looked up once more despairingly to the road, I
saw a man running at full speed. It was my husband. Help
was at hand, and my heart uttered a deep thanksgiving as
another and another figure came upon the scene.

I had not felt the intense cold, although without cap, or
125 bonnet, or shawl; with my hands bare and exposed to the
bitter, biting air. The intense excitement, the anxiety to save
all T could, had so totally diverted my thoughts from myself,
that I had felt nothing of the danger to which I had been 59
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exposed; but now that help was near, my knees trembled
under me, I felt giddy and faint, and dark shadows seemed
dancing before my eyes.

The moment my husband and brother-in-law entered the
house, the latter exclaimed, ‘Moodie, the house is gone; save
what you can of your winter stores and furniture.’

Moodie thought differently. Prompt and energetic in danger,
and possessing admirable presence of mind and coolness
when others yield to agitation and despair, he sprang upon
the burning loft and called for water. Alas, there was none!

‘Snow, snow; hand me up pailsful of snow!” Oh it was bitter
work filling those pails with frozen snow; but Mr. T and I
worked at it as fast as we were able.

The violence of the fire was greatly checked by covering the
boards of the loft with this snow. More help had now
arrived. Young B and S had brought the ladder down with
them from the barn, and were already cutting away the
burning roof, and flinging the flaming brands into the deep

Snow.
‘Mrs. Moodie, have you any pickled meat?’

“We have just killed one of our cows, and salted it for winter
stores.’

“Well then, fling the beef into the snow, and let us have the
brine.

This was an admirable plan. Wherever the brine wetted the
shingles, the fire turned from it, and concentrated into one
spot. But I had not time to watch the brave workers on the
roof. I was fast yielding to the effects of overexcitement and
fatigue, when my brother’s team dashed down the clearing,
bringing my excellent old friend, Miss B and the servant-girl.

My brother sprang out, carried me back into the house, and
wrapped me up in one of the large blankets scattered about.
In a few minutes I was seated with the dear children in the
sleigh, and on the way to a place of warmth and safety.

SusaNNA MoOODIE




Comprehension

1 What did the young servant girl do out of kindness to Susanna
Moodie and why were her actions disastrous?

2 What did the writer hope would be the effect of the heavy fall of
snow? How were her hopes dashed?

3 Why could the writer not use a ladder? What did she use instead
and why was it not so effective?

4 What were the main dangers they faced? (lines 67-81)

5 Why did the family have gunpowder stored? Why was it potentially
dangerous?

6 What qualities of character did the eldest daughter, Katie, show at
this difficult time?

7 What qualities did Mr Moodie show after he arrived to help?

\_
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Nineteenth-century language

This account was written over 150 years ago and some of the

language and the expressions used are now archaic. Rewrite the

following in contemporary English:

Cc oo oo

what had best be done (line 66)

there was as much danger to be apprehended (line 72)

the direful extent of the calamity (line 73-4)

had so totally diverted my thoughts from myself (line 127)
when others yield to agitation (line 137)

Writing from a different point of view

Can you imagine how the Irish servant girl must have felt at the end

of this terrible day? Write an account of the day from her point of

VIEW.

Think about her age, experience and situation, and how she
would view her new employers and her new life in a foreign
country.

Write in the first person and go through the events as they
unfold, explaining how she thinks, feels and acts, and her
perception of what is going on around her.
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What happens when a city is on fire?

Throughout history, cities have been swept by terrible fires. Both
Lisbon and San Francisco suffered massively destructive fires which
followed earthquakes in 1755 and 1906 respectively. In the
nineteenth century, Constantinople (Istanbul) in Turkey suffered
many fires. One of the most famous and destructive city fires was the
Great Fire of London in 1666.

Diary
From The Diary of Samuel Pepys, September 1666

The Great Fire of London started in a baker’'s shop in Pudding Lane during the
night of 1 September 1666, and raged for several days. A man was hanged for
starting the fire, but later research has shown it was started by spontaneous
combustion from the flour. Very few people actually died, but the fire engulfed
four-fifths of the old city, which in 1666 was made up of narrow streets and
timber-framed buildings built closely together. The Great Fire destroyed
13,200 houses, 89 churches and many great landmarks including St Paul’s
Cathedral.

Portrait of Samuel Pepys, painted in
Samuel Pepys [pronounced peeps] (1633—1703) held an important post as  the year of the Great Fire of London by
Secretary to the Admiralty and kept a personal diary from 1660-69. He is  the English artist John Hayls.

England’s most famous diarist, and his descriptions of the Great Fire are of

particular interest. m
T n

he waterside refers to the
banks of the River Thames,
which flows through London.

The lighters are small boats
which ‘lay off’, or were a little
distance from the banks.

Twopence [tuppence] is two
pennies. Before decimalization,
12 pennies made one shilling.

Pitch is a mixture of wood tar
and turpentine, used to protect
wood from moisture seepage.

N A

to be loth to quench

lamentable matter

spent to discourse

A seventeenth-century woodcut of The Great Fire of London, 1666,
English School.
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SEPTEMEBER a2ND, 1666
_Jawe called up about three in the morming to tell ws of a great fire b the city. So ! vose,

and slipped on wey wight-goww and went to her window, and thought it to be on the back
cide of Mark Lane at the farthest; but, being unused to such fires as followed, 1 thought
it far enough off, and so went to bed again, and to sLeep-

BY and by Jane comes and telle methat she neare that above 200 houses have beew bunned N
doww tonight by the fire we saw, amdl that it is wow burming doww all Fish Street, by

London Bridge. So twade mygself ready presently, and walkeed to the Tower; and theve got
wp upow one of the high places, and there t did see the houses at the end of the bridge all
ow fire, and an infinite great fire ow this and the other side of the bridge.

<o down | went, with wmy heart full of trouble, to the Lieutenant of the Towey, who tells me \
that it begaw thie morning tnthe King’s baker’s howse n Pudding Lane, and that it hath ‘
burned St. Magnus's Church and wost part of Fish Street already. So | rode dowwn to the |
waterside, and there saw a Lamentable fure. Every body endeavouring to remove their goods, |
and flinging intothe viver or bringing them into Lighters that lay off; poorpeople staying

i their houses as till the very fure touched thent, and thew ruaning into boats, or clambering
from one Pair of stairs by the waterside to another. Awnd among other things, the poor
pigeons, | perceive, Were Loth to leave their houses, but novered about the windows and
baleonies, till they some of thew burned their wings and fell dowwn.

| hurried to St. PAuls; and theve walked alongd watling Street, as well as 1 could, every
creature coming away Laden with goods to save and, here and there, sick people carried
away in beds. Extraordinary goods carvied i carts and ow backs. At Last | met my Lord
Mayor in Cannon street, Like a man spent, with a handkerchief about his neek. He
cvied, Like a -{-‘ni,wti.wg womaw, ‘Lord, what can | do? | am spent: people will not obey me.
| nave beew pulling down hoUSES, but the fire overtaRes us faster than we can do it.” So
he Left we, and | him, and walked towd vls howe; seeing people atl distracted, and wo
mananer of means used to quench the fire. The houses, 00, S0 very thick thered bouts, and {
full of matter for buming, as pitch and tay tn Thames <treet; and warehouses ofoila nd
wines and brandy and other things. ‘

As far as we could set 1p the Will of the City there was @ st horrid malicious bloody

flame, not Like the flame of an ovdinary fire. we saw the fire as an entire avch of flame

from this to the other side of the bridge, aw arch above a mile Long. tt made me weep to see

it The churches, houses, all ow fire and flaming at once, and a horvid noise the flames

wade, and the cracking of houses ot their ruin. So home with <ad heart and there fund .
everybody diccoursing and Lamenting the fire. . J ] \ =

<EPTEMBER 4TH, 1666

Sirw. Batten dug a pit in his gavden and buried his wine, and 1 put My office papers ln
there too. In the evening sirw Pean and 1dug another holeand 1putinthere ouUr pAYALSAN
cheese and our Wine.

SEWéMBER 5TH, 1666

walked Linto Moorfelds (owr feet veady to burv, WA Lking through the toww AMONg the hot
coale) and fund that full of people, and poor wretehes carrying their goods there. Paid 4
twopence for plain penny Loaf. | Also saw a pooY eat taken out of @ hole in the chimney
with the hair all burned off its body and yet alive.

L ﬁ . Y a s s 63



What did London burning look like?

Dutch artists who had not witnessed the fire produced some

The Great Fire of London, 1666, Dutch
School.

distinctive views of the Great Fire of London, like this one from the

Museum of London. Artists often worked from black and white

prints, like the one shown on page 62, to get authentic details of

events they were not able to witness first-hand.

Looking closely

1 Pepys’'syntax and verb forms are very different
from those of today. Select some examples from
the text and rewrite them in today’s ‘correct’
English. Explain how the syntax differs.

2 Diaries can be very dull, but Pepys makes this
one extremely interesting.

a Select some of Pepys’ words which help to
create lively descriptions that appeal to the
senses.

b Select examples of Pepys’ use of details to
make the scene memorable.

3 How does Pepys convey the panic and fear of the

people? (3rd paragraph)

4 Rewrite the following words and phrases in your
own words:

a
b
c
d
e
f
g

called up (remember there were no phones!)
infinite

full of trouble

laden

malicious

discoursing

wretches

\




1 Why did Pepys go back to bed despite the fire?

<

2 Why did Pepys get up ‘upon one of the high places’?
3 Describe the difficulties which the Lord Mayor had been facing, and

how he is feeling.

4 What does Pepys’ experience of buying bread tell you about what

happened to prices after the fire ?

5 How does the phrase ‘poor wretches’ in the final diary entry

convey Pepys' feelings for the people of London fleeing from the
fire? Where else in the diary entries does he record similar
feelings and observations?

6 What else does Pepys describe as ‘poor'? What do these

observations tell us about Pepys as a man and as a diarist?

J

Researching old rhymes

This is the beginning of a playground action rhyme which goes back
to the time of the Great Fire of London.

London Bridge is falling down
Falling down, falling down
London Bridge is falling down
My fair lady

Do you know of any popular expressions or rhymes (including

songs) that mark some event or important period in your country’s
past?

e Think of an example to present to your group as a PowerPoint

presentation, with a sound recording and any relevant
photographs or illustrations.

e Explain the references as well as you can. Explain how you think

the precise meanings have been lost or changed over time.

65



What rises from the flames?

The Great Fire of London was the most catastrophic fire in the
history of the city, but it had a positive outcome. Sir Christopher
Wren rebuilt St Paul’s Cathedral and many other churches, and
houses were rebuilt in less flammable materials. Plague, which had
revisited the city over the centuries, did not come back after the fire
was finally extinguished.

Although many notable London landmarks were lost, a new London
emerged from the ashes, just as Lisbon and San Francisco were
rebuilt after their destructive fires in the eighteenth and twentieth
centuries.

Have you heard of the legendary bird, the phoenix? The phoenix
occurs in the mythology of cultures across the globe. Details of the
legend vary according to the culture in which it is told, but the
essential story is that the fabulous bird lives in Arabia. As large as an
eagle with feathers in gorgeous colours of red and purple, it builds a

nest of frankincense, myrrh and spices and lives for 500 or 600 years.

At the end of this time it burns itself and its nest, fanning the flames
with its great wings — and from the ashes a new phoenix rises to
begin the cycle once more.

Depending on culture and religion, the phoenix is a symbol of
rebirth, immortality through resurrection, the reappearance of the
sun each morning ... Can you think of what else it may symbolize?

The Fenghuang outside the Summer
Palace in Beijing, China. Also known as
the Chinese phoenix, it is the second
most-respected legendary creature
after the dragon.

IR e

1 What stories have you heard
about the phoenix?

2 Do you know of any cultural
symbols or logos that include an
image of a phoenix?

3 Whatis the significance of the
phoenix to you?

A traditional Korean
painting of a phoenix.
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Fiction
From The Phoenix and the Carpet by E. Nesbit

At the beginning of the story, the children accidentally burned the nursery
carpet, and their mother bought a replacement. Rolled up inside the carpet was
alarge egg, which they had placed on the mantelpiece. On this particularevening,
the children’s parents have gone out and Anthea, Robert, Cyril and Jane sit by
the nursery fire, wanting something to happen. They try to make magic by
burning acedarwood penciland eucalyptus oil,and when Robert fans the flames
he accidentally knocks the mystery egg into the fire.

s> The Phoenix and the Carpet <=

fender [line 11]
bantam [19]
ornithology [32]
to accost [76]

enchanter [84]

Gate [98] )

‘Oh, stop,’ cried Anthea. ‘Look at it! Look! look! look! I do believe

something is going to happen!’

For the egg was now red-hot, and inside it something was moving.

Next moment there was a soft cracking sound; the egg burst in

two, and out of it came a flame-coloured bird. It rested a moment

among the flames, and as it rested there the four children could
see it growing bigger and bigger under their eyes.

Every mouth was a-gape, every eye a-goggle.

The bird rose in its nest of fire, stretched its wings, and flew out
into the room. It flew round and round, and round again, and

where it passed the air was warm. Then it perched on the fender.

The children looked at each other. Then Cyril put out a hand
towards the bird. It put its head on one side and looked up at
him, as you may have seen a parrot do when it is just going to

15 speak, so that the children were hardly astonished at all when

it said, ‘Be careful; I am not nearly cool yet.” They looked at
the bird, and it was certainly worth looking at. Its feathers
were like gold. It was about as large as a bantam, only its beak
was not at all bantam-shaped. ‘I believe I know what it is,’

20 said Robert. ‘I've seen a picture.’

‘Which of you,’ the bird was saying, ‘put the egg into the fire?’

‘He did,’ said three voices, and three fingers pointed at Robert.

The bird rose from its nest of fire ...". An
original illustration from the first edition
of The Phoenixandthe Carpet, published
in 1904.

The bird bowed; at least it was more like that than anything else.

‘T am your grateful debtor, it said with a high-bred air.
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The children were all choking with wonder and curiosity—all except Robert.
He said, ‘T know who you are. You are the Phoenix.’

The bird was quite pleased. ‘My fame has lived then for two thousand years,’
it said.

‘I can read you something about yourself, if you like,’ said Robert.

The Phoenix nodded, and Cyril went off and fetched Volume X of the old
Encyclopedia, and on page 246 he found the following: ‘Phoenix — in
ornithology, a fabulous bird of antiquity. The ancients speak of this bird as
single, or the only one of its kind.’

“That’s right enough,’ said the Phoenix.

All the children were kneeling on the hearthrug, to be as near the Phoenix as

possible.

“You’ll boil your brains,’ it said. ‘Look out, I'm nearly cool now, and with a
whirr of golden wings it fluttered from the fender to the table. The children
gathered round.

“The size of an eagle,” Cyril went on, ‘its head finely crested with a beautiful
plumage, its neck covered with feathers of a gold colour, and the rest of its
body purple; only the tail white, and the eyes sparkling like stars. They say
that it lives about five hundred years in the wilderness, and when advanced in
age it builds itself a pile of sweet wood and aromatic gums, fires it with the
wafting of its wings, and thus burns itself ...

‘Tt makes a pile and it lays its egg, and it burns itself; and it goes to sleep and
wakes up in its egg, and comes out and goes on living again, and so on for
ever and ever. I can’t tell you how weary I got of it!’

‘But how did your egg get here?’ asked Anthea.

‘Ah, that’s my life-secret,’ said the Phoenix. ‘I couldn’t tell it to anyone who
wasn’t really sympathetic. I might tell you,” it went on, looking at Robert with
eyes that were indeed starry. “You put me on the fire —> Robert looked
uncomfortable.

‘The rest of us made the fire of sweet-scented woods and gums, though,’ said
Cyril.

‘And — and it was an accident my putting you on the fire, said Robert, telling
the truth with some difficulty, for he did not know how the Phoenix might
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take it. It took it in the most unexpected manner.

‘T will tell you my story, it said.

‘And you won’t vanish, or anything will you? asked Anthea,
anxiously.

‘“Why?” it asked, puffing out the golden feathers. ‘Do you wish
me to stay here?’

‘Oh yes!” said every one, with unmistakable sincerity.
“Why?’ asked the Phoenix again.

‘Because - said everyone at once; only Jane added after a
pause, ‘you are the most beautiful person we’ve ever
seen.’

“You are a sensible child,’ said the Phoenix, ‘T will not vanish. And I
will tell you my tale. I had resided, as your book says, for many thousands of
years in the wilderness, which is a large, quiet place, and I was becoming
weary of the monotony of my existence. But I acquired the habit of laying my
egg and burning myself every five hundred years. One morning I awoke from
a feverish dream — it was getting near the time for me to lay that tiresome fire
and lay that tedious egg upon it — and I saw two people, a man and a woman.
They were sitting on a carpet — and when I accosted them civilly they told me
their life-story, which, as you have not yet heard it, I will now proceed to
relate. They were a prince and princess, and the story of their parents was one
which I am sure you will like to hear ...’

‘Oh, do tell us your own story,’ said Anthea. ‘That’s what we really want to
hear’

“Well,’ said the Phoenix, seeming on the whole rather flattered, ‘to cut about
seventy long stories short, this prince and princess were so fond of each other
that they did not want anyone else. An enchanter had given them a magic
carpet (you’ve heard of a magic carpet?), and they had just sat on it and told
it to take them right away from every one — and it had brought them to the
wilderness. And as they meant to stay there they had no further use for the
carpet, they gave it to me.’

‘T don’t see what you wanted with a carpet,’ said Jane, ‘when you’ve got those
lovely wings.
69
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“They are nice wings, aren’t they?’ said the Phoenix, simpering and spreading
them out. “‘Well, I got the prince to lay out the carpet, and I laid my egg on it;
then I'said to the carpet, “Now, my excellent carpet, take that egg somewhere
where it can’t be hatched for two thousand years, and where, when that

95 time’s up, someone will light a fire of sweet wood and aromatic gums, and
put the egg in to hatch”. The words were no sooner out of my beak than egg
and carpet disappeared. I burnt myself up and knew no more till I awoke on
your grate.

‘But the carpet, said Robert, ‘the magic carpet that takes you anywhere you
100 wish. What became of that?’

‘Oh, that?’ said the Phoenix, carelessly. ‘I should say that that is the carpet.
I remember the pattern perfectly.

It pointed as it spoke to the floor, where lay the carpet which Mother had
bought in the Kentish Town Road.

105 At that instant father’s key was heard in the door.
‘Oh,” whispered Cyril, ‘now we shall catch it for not being in bed!

“Wish yourself there,’ said the Phoenix, in a hurried whisper, ‘and then wish
the carpet back in its place.

No sooner said than done. It made them a little giddy, certainly, and a little
110 breathless; but when things seemed right way up again, there the children
were, in bed, and the lights were out.

E. NEsBIT

:

1 Why is the Phoenix Robert’s ‘grateful debtor’? 5 Write the following in your own words:
2 Why did Robert look ‘uncomfortable’? (line 53) a a-goggle (line 8)

b high-bred air (line 24)

¢ wafting (line 45)

d feverish (line 74)

e aromatic gums (line 44)

3 What s a ‘magic carpet’? Explain briefly how it
came to be in the children’s nursery.
4 What qualities of character does the Phoenix

g— have? Quote words and phrases from the text to
back up what you say.




What does fire create?

In alchemy fire is considered the primary agent of change, as one of

the four elements or natural substances that is the basis of the
earliest forms of chemistry. One of the most fascinating substances

created by fire is glass.

There are both natural forms of glass and those that are created
through human intervention. Read the following extracts on the
origins of glass, and study the images on these pages.

Encyclopedia entry
From Natural History by Pliny the Elder

Naturalis Historia (Latin for ‘Natural History’] is an encyclopedia published in
around 77—79 BCE by the Roman writer Pliny the Elder. In it, he gives one of the
earliest accounts of how glass-making was invented. Ancient Romans believed
that glass was an invention of the Phoenicians of the eastern Mediterranean,
in a place that is now part of Syria.

50 the story goes, and they spread out along the

..... e g
{ A ship bdovgwg 20 traders in sada once called he,re, _
} shore to make a meal. There were no stones 2o

f

support their cooking-pots, so they placed lumps of -
soda from their ship under them. When these

- became hot and fused wwh the sand on the beach,
streams of an unknown: ligiid ﬂGWe,d and this
weats the origin of glass.
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Online encylopedia

Read the following online information article about the origins of glass and
glazing. Use this as the starting point for your own research into the properties

of glass.

i

L JO16)

The Discovery of Glass

Glass is that mysterious
translucent substance of what
is essentially super-heated silica
sand. Although details about
the history of glass and glass-
making are still disputed, the
earliest use of glass was undoubtedly that of the
natural glass called obsidian. Obsidian is a natural
byproduct of volcanic eruptions and it was prized by
prehistoric societies the world over for its beauty, and
its workability. Its sharp edges made it particularly
useful in the production of tools.

Other sources of natural glass are of extraterrestrial
origin, in the form of meteorites that come in a range
of different glazed and solid mineral deposits. Many
of these rocks show the effects of their aerodynamic
passage and quick cooling. Tektites (from the Greek
word tektos, for molten) are natural glass rocks up to
a few centimeters in size, which most scientists argue
were formed by the impact of large meteorites on the
Earth's surface. Fulgurites (from the Latin word fulgur
for thunderbolt) are created by lightning strikes on
sandy soils.

Early glass was made from sand, fluxed (melted
together) with either soda or potash. Adding a flux
material to quartzite sand as it is melted controls

i i

Writing your own account

Write your own story about the the special properties of glass.

Perhaps you are a geologist who has been set the task of
identifying an unusual mineral deposit. You could be the
inventor of a new product, or the one who first discovers how
glass is created (like the Phoenician merchants on the beach in 2

Pliny’s account).

Make your account as informed as possible, by undertaking
research into the historical period you have chosen.

both the heat and the viscosity of the glass as it is
formed. Natron (sodium carbonate) was used as a
flux for the production of faience and glazed steatite
beads beginning at least in the early 4th millennium
Bce. Faience was used to make jewellery throughout
Egypt and Mesopotamia. Faience objects, such as
this cute little Middle Kingdom Egyptian [ca 2022-1650
BCE) hippo, are not glazed, but moulded, taking on a
shiny crust when fired.

The oldest fragments of glass vases (evidence of the
origins of the hollow glass industry), however, date
back to the 16th century Bce and were found in
Mesopotamia. Hollow glass production was also
evolving around this time in Egypt, and there is evidence
of other ancient glass-making activities emerging
independently in Mycenae (Greece), China and North
Tyrol.

1 Discuss in your group the
different forms of glass that
you know of.

Why do you think glass
objects from the past are so
highly prized?




! Fiction
From A Single Shard by Linda Sue Park

This text is set in 13th-century Korea and is about a boy called Tree-ear who to incise [line 1]
becomes a helper to Min, a great artist who makes celadon ceramic pots. An vessel [?]
emissary from the King is coming to the village and Min is making the very best to etch [9]

vases ever in the hope that his work will be chosen for the King. to exult [27]

The process of creating an incised [cut) design into the surface, incorporating replica [32]
clayslip (clay mixed with water to form a fluid paste] is a celebrated technique

, to inscribe [32]
i for creating subtle patterns under translucent glazes.

inlay [33]
eaves [42]
s> Making Porcelain for the King <= B i)
Having finally selected a design, Min began incising it. This tongs [67]
was the most detailed part of the work, and he disliked \ )

anyone watching. As Tree-ear swept the yard or brought clay,
he tried to catch what glimpses he could. It was always so

5 when Min was incising. Tree-ear loved seeing the incision
work emerge even more than he had once loved watching the
vessels grow on the wheel.

Min used sharp tools with points of various sizes. The
outline of the design was first etched lightly into the leather-
10 hard clay with the finest point. Then Min would carve out
the design a bit at a time. Unlike other potters, who traced a
complete pattern with their initial incisions, Min sometimes

varied from the sketchy tracing; his work seemed to flow
more freely both in the making and in the final result. Celadon bow! with lotus petal design.

15 The glaze would collect in the crevices of the design, making
it slightly darker than the rest of the surface. Once the piece
was fired, the pattern would be so subtle as to be almost
invisible in some kinds of light. Min’s incision work was
meant to provide a second layer of interest, another pleasure
for the eye, without detracting in the least from the grace of
shape and wonder of colour that were a piece’s first claims to

20 beauty.

Min was inscribing lotus blossoms and peonies between the
ribbed lines of one of the melon vases. At the end of each
day, Tree-ear always tried to check Min’s shelves, to see what
progress had been made. The blossoms had many petals,
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each beautifully shaped; the stems and leaves twined and
feathered as if alive.

Tree-ear exulted silently over his master’s work. He could
hardly wait to see the pieces after they were fired. Surely, the
emissary would see that Min’s work could both honour
tradition and welcome the new in a way that was worthy of
a commission.

Min made five replicas of the melon-shaped vase. To inscribe
the design and then inlay each part of it with the coloured
slip was the work of countless hours, and Tree-ear remained
at the house until well after dark to assist Min however he
could. After a vase had been inscribed and inlaid, Min
removed every bit of excess slip. Finally, the vases were
dipped in glaze. Min was like a man with a demon inside
him. He ate little, slept less, and whether he worked by
daylight or lamplight, his eyes always seemed to glitter with
ferocity. Tree-ear felt that the very air in the workspace under
the eaves was alive with whispers and hisses of anxiety: the
emissary would be returning very soon.

At last, the day came when they would load the vases into
the kiln. Each vase was placed carefully on three seashells set
in a triangle atop one of the clay shelves, in a position near
the middle of the kiln where Min determined it would fire
best. Then the wood was precisely arranged in a complicated
crisscross pattern of many layers. The kindling of twigs and
pine needles was lit with a spark from a flint stone, and when
the fire was well on its way, the door of the kiln was sealed
and there Min sat, the hollows under his eyes dark with
exhaustion. His orders were curt, as usual, but quiet.

The quiet was alarming. Tree-ear brought food from the
house, but Min left most of his untouched. He sent Tree-ear
back and forth between the house and the kiln on various
errands. At the end of each day Tree-ear crept away on
tiptoe, as if any noise might disrupt Min’s concentration and
somehow ruin the firing.

On the last day, Min told Tree-ear to spend the afternoon at
the house, tidying the yard. He was to return to the site after
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cover of darkness. 1 The design which Min

A misty half-moon had risen to the height of its arc by the
time Tree-ear had swept the kiln entrance clear of ashes.
Holding a lamp, he stood aside as Min crawled in. Min used
a pair of special wooden tongs to carry out the still-hot vases
one by one, and placed them carefully into the cart, where
Tree-ear had prepared a bed of straw. The moon did not give
enough light for Tree-ear to see clearly, but when the last
vase had been removed, Tree-ear crawled back into the kiln
to fetch the lamp.

The flame in the small lamp flickered treacherously; it was
difficult to inspect the vases closely. The inlay work stood out
even in the deceptive light. They would have to wait until
morning to see the results.

LinDpA SUE PARK

Explaining the technique

You are writing an explanation for the benefit of someone who is not
aware of the traditional techniques used in the manufacture of fine
porcelain.

e Explain how the vase is decorated and fired, using

the account you have just read. Describe the
techniques and the mastery required to complete
the work to a high standard.

e Do further research into the motifs and type of
glaze used, including the ingredients and models
for the designs.

A museum model of traditional porcelain production
in China.

painted on his melon vase
was ‘almost invisible in
some kinds of light'. What
was the point of making
the design?

How did Tree-ear feel about
his master’s work? Quote
words from the text which
help you to understand
how he felt.

In what way did Min seem
‘like a man with ademon
inside him’? [lines 38-9]
Why did the workspace
seem ‘alive with whispers
and hisses of anxiety'?

Why did Min have ‘hollows
under his eyes’? [line 52]

What does the writer mean
by the lamp flickering
‘treacherously’? [line 73]

What jobs did Tree-ear do?
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What does it mean to reach out?

Experience Read Create

® [talian painting ® poetry ® an art review

® the United Kingdom ® fiction ® 2 report

® Nicaragua ® a newspaper article ® a nomination for an award
® Venezuela ® a fable ® a letter

® China ® an adventure story

® Australia ® journal entries

Ah, but a man’s reach should exceed his grasp,
Or what's a heaven for?

From ‘Andrea del Sarto’ by Robert Browning, 1855

The obvious meaning of ‘to reach’ is ‘to reach one’s

destination, as for example when your train is

scheduled to reach Beijing at 16.00. i )

The noun ‘reach’ is the extent to which something 1 What does the opening quotation mean to you?
can be extended, or extends. For example, how far 2 Doyou agree with the quotation?

you can extend or stretch your arm, or a ladder. 3 What do you think is worth ‘reaching’ for?
Sometimes things are ‘out of reach; or ‘beyond 4 What kinds of things do you think are ‘out of
your reach’ ‘Reach’ is also an enclosed stretch of reach’ or ‘beyond your grasp’?

water.




Reaching out

What does ‘to reach out’ mean to you?

What does ‘to reach out’ suggest to you? You
could reach out to touch something literally, such
as a ripe fruit; or you could reach out
metaphorically to make amends after a quarrel, or
in an attempt to help someone, as for example in
the Bible story of The Good Samaritan.

What does the poet Robert Browning mean in the
opening quotation? Your ‘grasp is what you
actually have hold of. Your ‘reach’ is what you may
aspire to but never actually be able to ‘grasp. The
poet was writing in the persona of the sixteenth-
century Italian Renaissance painter Andrea del
Sarto, a contemporary of Michelangelo whose
famous painting on the ceiling of the Sistine
Chapel in Rome shows the hand of God reaching
out to man. What other symbols of reaching out
do you know of?

Reproduced on this page is a more recent painting
by the Welsh artist Evelyn Williams.

Writing an interpretation
This painting is on display in an art gallery. The
gallery curator is collecting viewers’ impressions

and interpretations to publish in an exhibition
catalogue.

e Write a description of what you see in the
painting and your impressions of the scene, the
figures and the artist’s choice of colours.

e Where do you think the figures are, and what
do you think they are reaching up for, or
reaching up towards?

Couple Reaching Up, painted by
Evelyn Williams in 1981.
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Poem

In this narrative poem, ‘The Malfeasance’, the contemporary Scottish poet
Alan Bold tells a story which can teach us about reaching out to our enemies.

s> The Malfeasance <=

It was a dark, dank, dreadful night

And while millions were abed
The Malfeasance bestirred itself
And raised its ugly head.

5 The leaves dropped quietly in the night,

10

15
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In the sky Orion shone;
The Malfeasance bestirred itself
Then crawled around till dawn.

Taller than a chimney stack,
More massive than a church,
It slithered to the city

With a purpose and a lurch.

Squelch, squelch, the scaly feet
Flapped along the roads;
Nothing like it had been seen

Since a recent fall of toads.

Bullets bounced off the beast,
Aircraft made it grin,

Its open mouth made an eerie sound
Uglier than sin.

30

35

40

Still it floundered forwards,

Still the city reeled;

There was panic on the pavements,
Even policemen squealed.

Then suddenly someone suggested

(As the beast had done no harm)

It would be kinder to show it kindness,
Better to stop the alarm.

When they offered it refreshment
The creature stopped in its track;
When they waved a greeting to it
Steam rose from its back.

As the friendliness grew firmer
The problem was quietly solved:

Terror turned to triumph and
The Malfeasance dissolved.

And where it stood there hung a mist,
And in its wake a shining trail,

And the people found each other
And thereby hangs a tail.

Aran Borp




Word origins

Malfeasance is an archaic noun which means an ‘evildoing’. It comes

frorn the Latin malefacio meaning ‘to do evil'.

If you imagine a malfeasance or an evildoing as some kind of living
creature, what do you think it would look like and what do you think it

would do?

Reaching out .'

Discuss the meaning of the
following words from the
extract.

chimney stack [line 9]

lurch (noun, 12)

Abed is an archaic form of ‘in bed".
To bestir is an archaic verb meaning ‘to move’ or ‘to get going’.

Orion is the brightest constellation of stars and is named after Orion, the
hunter in Greek mythology.

wake (noun, 38)

Make your own wordpool of
any other unfamiliar words

@u come across.

&

Looking closely

\

J

1 What effect do the poem'’s thythm and the 1 How does the first line set the scene for the
thyme have? rest of the poem?
2 Give an example of: a onomatopoeia 2 What kind of picture of the Malfeasance is built
b alliteration and explain how they add to your AP puEnTIn IEhe Verb S aed W deseibe
enjoyment of the poem its movements? Select four verbs.
3 What s the effect of the verb ‘squealed’in line S Viarco goulknow abol tthe Maltcasarices
247 physical appearance, and what do you not
know?
4 Comment on the two consequences of the
people’s tactics expressed in lines 35 and 39. 4 Why are the people afraid of the Malfeasance?
What do you think would have happened if the How do they show their fear of it?
people had not changed their tactics? 5 How do the tactics suggested by ‘'someone’ in
5 Why do you think the poet changed the ‘tale’in line 25 defuse the situation?
the expression ‘thereby hangs a tale’ to ‘tail'? \.
(line 40)
J
Writing a report
When you are writing, your language and approach can vary;, ~ Talkir @ points )

depending on how you want the reader to respond. Consider
carefully how you want to focus your writing, and the overall tone

and feeling which you want to convey.

e You are a newspaper reporter sent to write up this strange story.
Write your report, using headlines, sub-headings and quotations

from some of the inhabitants of the city.

This story clearly has a moral
to it like a fable. What do you

think the lesson of the poem

is? Do you agree with it?

e You are the ‘someone’ in line 25. Write an email to a friend in

another city, describing what happened and what you thought
was the best way of coping with the situation.
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Poem

In this poem Luis Enrique Mejia Godoy reaches out to his enemies. The poet is

a Nicaraguan writer and musician who used his work to protest against his
country's dictatorship. Tomas Borge was a political prisoner in Nicaragua who

was released after the Nicaraguan Revolution in 1979 that marked the end of

the dictatorship. He then became Minister for the Interior and had his revenge
on those who had imprisoned him. The poem is based on the words of Tomas

Borge in his address to his torturers.

s> Revenge R

My personal revenge will be your children’s
right to schooling and to flowers.

My personal revenge will be this song
bursting for you with no more fears.

My personal revenge will be to make you see
the goodness in my people’s eyes,

implacable in combat always

generous and firm in victory.

My personal revenge will be to greet you
‘Good morning!’ in the streets with no beggars,
when instead of locking you inside

they say, ‘Don’t look so sad’.

When you, the torturer,

daren’t lift your head.

My personal revenge will be to give you

these hands you once ill-treated

with all their tenderness intact.

Luis EnriQue Mgjia Gobpoy

Translated from the Spanish by Dinah Livingstone

1 Whatis ‘revenge’? Discuss what kind of revenge
Borge, or someone in his position, might think of
taking.

2 What do you think would be the effects of Borge
‘reaching out’ to his torturers in this way?

Compare the attitude of Borge with that of the
speaker in A Poison Tree on the following page.
How do you think the lessons to be learned from
these two poems can be applied to real-life
situations?




Reaching out

e

Poem

This poem comes from Songs of Experience, which the visionary English poet
William Blake wrote between 1789 and 1794 and which show the dark side of
human nature and human society.

The speaker in the poem also reaches out to his enemy, but in a completely
different way to Borge’s ‘Revenge’ on the previous page. Before you read the
poem, discuss how you would define ‘wrath’, and how it differs from ‘anger’.
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Water’d means watered.
Eighteenth-century writers,
particularly poets, used an
apostrophe to indicate the
omission of the ‘€’ in past
tenses and participles.

Can you find another example in
the poem?

J

‘:’Wordi"’"l

\ foe [line 3] wiles (8)

1 Whatis the difference
between how the speaker
deals with the ‘wrath’
between him and his
friend, and between him
and his foe?

2 Explain the central tree
metaphor of the poem.

3 Howcan awrath be
‘sunned ... with smiles’?
What effect does this
‘sunning’ have on the
wrath?

4 Why does the speaker’s
enemy steal the apple?

5 Whatdo the final two lines
tell you about the speaker?

\_ J

William Blake created his own
illustrations for Songs of Experience
that incorporate text and images.
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How do we reach for the stars?

‘Per ardua ad astra’ (to the stars through hard
work) and ‘per aspera ad astra’ (to the stars
through difficulties) are two Latin tags, or sayings,
which have been adopted as mottos for
institutions of all kinds right across the world. The
words are intended to encourage people to work
hard and struggle to achieve their ambitions.

The members of El Sistema, the Venezuelan youth
orchestra, illustrate the spirit of these tags. They
have ‘reached for the stars’ - and succeeded.

José Antonio Abreu, the Venezuelan
philanthropist and musician, has devoted his life
to reaching out to children from very poor areas
of the capital city, Caracas, through enabling them
to learn to play musical instruments. He founded
El Sistema, the National System of Venezuelan
Youth and Childrens Orchestras, originally called
‘Social Action for Music) in 1975. It is now a
nationwide organization of 102 youth orchestras,
55 children’s orchestras and 270 music centres
involving 250,000 young musicians.

Pupils play cardboard instruments during
a music lesson in a school in Caracas.

Word origins

Philanthropy is the desire to improve the welfare of
human beings. The adjective is philanthropic and
someone who has this desire is a philanthropist.
The word comes from the ancient Greek philo
meaning ‘love’ and anthropos meaning ‘man’ or
‘humankind’.

This is what Abreu says about his aims in creating
El Sistema:

‘Since I was a boy I wanted to be a musician and
I had all the necessary support to do so. My
dream was that under-privileged Venezuelan
children should have the same opportunity.
Music has to be recognized as an agent of social
development in the highest sense, because it
transmits the highest values — solidarity,
harmony, mutual compassion. It has the ability
to unite an entire community and express
sublime feelings.

Music lessons in the La Rinconada neighbourhood in
Caracas. Young musicians start out by practising on
cardboard instruments.



10

15

20

25

30

35

An online newspaper

Lennar Acosta is one young musician whose life has been transformed by the
inspirational José Antonio Abreu and music. The following newspaper article
comes from The Boston Globe.

® OO0

For Venezuela’s Poor, Music Opens Doors

June 22nd, 2005, by Indira A. R. Lakshmanan for The Boston Globe

CARACAS — By the time Lennar Acosta was introduced to classical music at age 15,
he had been arrested nine times for armed robbery and drug offenses. A year into his
sentence at a state home, a music teacher came to offer the delinquent, abused, and
abandoned children there free instruments, instruction, and an opening to a new
life.

“Before, nobody trusted me, everyone was afraid of me. | was a discarded kid. The
teacher was the first person who understood me and had confidence in me,” said
Acosta, now 23. Bearing scars on his face from knife attacks during a childhood on
the streets, he now knows Beethoven, Tchaikovsky, and Mahler pieces by heart, and
long ago cut ties with the criminal gang that raised him.

One of nearly 400,000 children who have passed through Venezuela's state-funded
classical music program since it was founded 30 years ago, Acosta says he owes his
life to its caring, dedicated teachers — most of whom are graduates of the program.
Today, he plays in the Caracas Youth Orchestra, studies at the national Simén Bolivar
Conservatory, and is paid to teach younger clarinetists. He's even mentoring two young
men released from his former state home, who are living with him until they get on
their feet.“This program opened an unimaginably big door for me. It gives you everything,
from instruments to affection, which for me was the mostimportant. Everyone deserves
the opportunity they gave us,” said Acosta, a crooked smile lighting his face.

The program is the brainchild of Venezuelan conductor José Antonio Abreu, 66, who
in 1975 envisioned classical music training as a social service that could change the
lives of lower-income, at-risk, and special needs children. From 11 young musicians at
the first rehearsal in a Caracas garage, his vision has grown into a national treasure,
with 240,000 children as young as 2 — some deaf, blind, or otherwise disabled — now
studying and performing in orchestras and choruses nationwide. Hundreds of them
tour to international acclaim.

The program, which has been funded by every government since it started, has spurred
the creation of similar programs in 22 other Latin American countries. Within five years,
Abreu aspires to involve 1 million Venezuelan youngsters in daily programs. In Venezuela,
a country of 25 million people where the average income is $3,490 a year, the youth
music program’s budget is $29 million annually, most of it from government funding,
said Abreu, who campaigns tirelessly for additional private donations and cooperation
programs with foreign orchestras. Eighty-five percent of the Venezuelan students come
from low-income and working-class families. Practicing three to four hours a day, five
days a week in neighborhood centers, plus all day on weekends at the higher levels,
the students make stunningly fast technical progress, learning to play with a cohesion
and flair rarely heard anywhere. The great majority become members of Venezuelan
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Abarrio is a Spanish word
meaning neighbourhood or
district.

Cheek-by-jowl is an expression
which means ‘very closely
packed together’. Jowls are the

an animal like a dog. If used for a
human, it is not complimentary!

hanging flesh from the muzzle of
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delinquent [line 3]
discarded [6]
dedicated [13]

to mentor [15]
brainchild [20]
to envision [21]
ghetto [46]

maestro [50]
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symphonies or bands or work as music teachers in the program, Abreu said. A few
exceptional talents have won international conducting competitions or earned seats
in major foreign orchestras.

Sir Simon Rattle, the Berlin Philharmonic music director, who visited lastyear to conduct
850 musicians and choral singers in Mahler’s Second Symphony, called the program
the most important thing happening anywhere “for the future of classical music”.

From the start, Abreu’s vision was of music as a way to “rescue children, as a weapon
against poverty,” and he chartered the program in the Ministry of Health and Social
Development. What organized sports has done to lift talented children out of ghettos
elsewhere in the world, Abreu’s program has done in Caracas, making classical music
a part of Venezuelan popular culture. "When a poor child begins to play an instrument
in his home, it begins to transform the household and the neighbors, and his dedication
becomes a model for other children,” the maestro said. “When he leaves the slums
and starts playing in public places wearing a uniform, it builds his self-esteem. Poverty
generates anonymity, loneliness. Music creates happiness and hope in a community,
and the triumph of a child as a musician helps him aspire to even higher things.”

The impact of the program is evident in La Vega, a sprawling low-income barrio of
cheek-by-jowl cinder-block homes clinging precariously to hillsides, where few public
services reach. Yet hundreds of La Vega youngsters — most of whom had no prior
exposure to museums, concerts, or theater — study classical singing, percussion, scales,
and instruments in nearby centers. When Wilfrido Galarraga practices Mussorgsky's
“Pictures at an Exhibition” amid flapping laundry on the roof of his family’s tiny cinder-
block home, neighbors who once covered their ears now gather around to applaud
him.

In 11 years, Galarraga, now 21, has progressed from singing and learning to read music
to playing trumpet in Venezuela's National Youth Orchestra. The first in his family to
travel, he has performed in Italy, Germany, Austria, the United States, and all over Latin
America. Now a third-year university and conservatory student, he is paid $600 a
month to play in the national Simén Bolivar Youth Orchestra — more than his father
and mother earn combined.

Looking closely

1 What does Lennar Acosta
mean by saying he was a
‘discarded kid'?

2 Where does the funding for
Abreu’s music programme
come from?

3 Why do the young players
make ‘stunningly fast
technical progress’?

4 Inwhatway can the
programme be seen as ‘a
weapon against poverty'?
Why is the phrase an
effective metaphor?

5 What does the adjective
‘grandfatherly’ used to
describe Abreu suggest to
you? In what way do you
think it is appropriate?

6 Write down your own
adjectives to describe
a Abreu b the music
programme ¢ Acosta
d Galarrago

Wilfrido Galarraga, 21, plays the trumpet
on the roof of hishome in La Vega, a poor
neighborhood on the outskirts of Caracas,
as his nephew Onil Galarraga, 8, joins in
on the French horn.
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Six years ago Galarraga joined the National Children’s Orchestra. The first time he
performedin the Teresa Carreno Cultural Hall, the nation’s top concertvenue, his father,
70 | a53-year-old security guard, recalls crying and “clapping so hard that my hands got
red and swollen.” Wilfrido's mother, Days Ruiz, a social worker, recalls that at first,
neighbors complained about his practicing, asking, “ "What's he doing making all that
noise?’ But later when he started doing so well, traveling overseas, they asked him to
play at their homes for birthdays and special occasions.”

75 | As his older brother Antonio José, 25, a high-school dropout, watched Wilfrido's success,
he felt inadequate and envious, and one day confided in his brother. " Wilfrido said to
me:'It's not too late. You can go back to your studies.” With everything he has achieved,
he believed in me, too," recounted Antonio José, who went back to high school and
now studies engineering. A key motivation for Wilfrido and so many others is that their
80 | dedication, not the status into which they were born, will determine their success.

The grandfatherly Abreu, known to his adoring students as “El Maestro”, says
“An orchestra is a meritocracy and a team. It teaches kids how to live in society. Music
makes our children better human beings.”

.

4 What has been the impact of the music

1 Why do you think Lennar Acosta would make a programme on the community?
successful mentor? 5 What do the experiences of Wifrido Galarrago tell
2 What are the similarities between organized you about the changes in families which the
sports and classical music? music programme can effect?
3 What effect does the uniform have on members 6 Inwhat way can ‘music make our children better
of & Sistema? human beings'?
\, J/

Writing a nomination for an award

The Reach for the Sky Award is given annually to someone from
anywhere in the world who has succeeded in achieving an ambition

through enormous personal effort. Who do you think deserves this
award?

You may nominate someone who has overcome a disability to
achieve success in their chosen field, or someone who has made a
significant contribution to the community in some way.

e Write your recommendation in brief and provide the name and
details of your nominee.

e Provide details of your nominee’s achievements.

e Summarize your nominee’s personal qualities to support your
recommendation. 85
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A fable

10

5

20

25

Sometimes, of course, someone may reach out too far. The results of such over-
reaching can be disastrous, as this legend from China shows. The monkey thinks
he has been endowed with special gifts and is determined to become King of
Heaven.

s> The Monkey Who Would Be King <=

Now the august personage of Jade, who was the proper ruler of
Heaven, was at his wits’ end. So in despair he sent for the one
being who was more powerful than him — more powerful in
fact, than anyone or anything in the universe: the Buddha.

And so the Buddha came and asked the monkey what all the
fuss was about.

‘T want to be King of Heaven, the monkey told him.

‘Do you think you are ready for such a position?’ the Buddha
asked, with a gentle sigh.

‘Of course I am,’ the monkey snapped. ‘T'm ready for anything.
Did you know, for example, that I can change myself into
seventy-two different shapes? And that I can jump 36,000 miles
with one bound? I bet you can’t jump that far’

“You think yourself more powerful than me?’ the Buddha asked.
‘I most certainly do.

‘Let us see, then, my little friend. Show me how far you can
jump. But to prove that you really go as far as you say, write
your name on the ground when you get there.’

So the monkey took a deep breath, crouched down and
with all his strength leaped into the air. It was a
fantastic jump. He soared up into the sky, broke through
the clouds and continued into outer space, past the
planets, right out of the solar system and beyond the
stars. At last he landed in the middle of a great desert
where two huge trenches met in the ground in front of
him. Nothing grew for thousands of miles in any direction,
but he could see that the ground was laced with a network
of lines; making intricate patterns as they crossed over one
another. The monkey had no idea where he was, but he was
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30 terrifically pleased with himself. He signed his name on the
ground with a great flourish and jumped all the way back
again.

‘Not bad, the Buddha said. ‘But 'm sure you can do even
better than that. Why not try again? And this time put all
35 your strength into it.’

‘All right,” the monkey said.

He puffed himself up so much that he looked more like a
frog than a monkey. Then he scrunched himself into a ball
and finally catapulted himself off the ground with legs like

40 rockets. This time he shot through the universe so quickly
that he was just a blur. Not only did he break out of the
solar system, but he passed the five red pillars which mark
the boundary of the created world. At last he landed, this time
on the edge of a perfectly circular cliff. A white precipice jutted

A performer from Pingyao,
Shanxi Province in China, dressed
45 out just below the ground on which he stood and beneath that as the Monkey King.

all was darkness. The height almost made him dizzy, but he still
signed his name as he had been told before jumping all the way
back.

‘There you are!” he said to the Buddha, unable to stop himself

50 sneering. ‘I have proved that [ am more powerful even than you.
Could you have jumped that far? Of course not! Only the
monkey could do it!”

“Wretched creature!” the Buddha cried, getting angry for the first
time. He stretched out his hand. ‘See here — the full extent of

55 your vanity. You have signed your name twice on my right hand.
The first time you landed on my palm, between my life line and
my line of destiny. The second time you reached as far as the tip
of my index finger and stood above my nail. Look where you
have made your mark. It is the evidence of your own

60 limitations!’

Now the monkey was afraid and began to tremble. He opened
his mouth to speak, but it was too late for words. The Buddha : - )
seized the wretched creature and shut him up in a magic

What does this legend tell
you about over-reaching, or

; : reaching out too far?
world, only the Buddha is fit to rule the kingdom of Heaven. "

mountain. And there he remained until the day that he forgot
65 his ambitions and realized that although a monkey can rule the

87

ANTHONY HOROWITZ
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Reaching out to save a life

You have been thinking about metaphorical and spiritual reaching
out, but what about literally reaching out your arms to save
someones life? For example, you may reach out and pull someone
away from a fire, or reach out to save a drowning person. Rescuers
after natural disasters such as earthquakes reach out to save those
buried in the rubble. Such rescues can be extremely risky and
traumatic for the people involved. They also make great stories of
human ingenuity and survival.

Extension reading
From Robbery Under Arms by Rolf Bolderwood

This dramatic story comes from the classic Australian novel, Robbery Under
Arms by Rolf Bolderwood, first published in 1888. Dick and Jim Marston
are Australian brothers who have travelled far from home to work as sheep
shearers. At the beginning of the story, Mr Falkland, the owner of the sheep
station, and his daughter have set off on horseback. Miss Falkland is riding a
very powerful mare. Unknown to the brothers, at the edge of the plainis a creek
at the bottom of a steep gorge. The first-person narrator is Dick Marston.

s> The Maddened Mare <=

It seems that this wretch of a mare had been fidgeting when
Mr Falkland and his daughter started for their ride, but had
gone along pretty fairly, for Miss Falkland could ride
anything in reason. Then suddenly a dead branch dropped

5 off a tree close to the side of the road. The mare made one

wild plunge and reared, but Miss Falkland sat her splendidly
and got the animal’s head up. Nevertheless, the horse went
off as hard as she could lay legs to the ground. It was like
trying to stop a mail-coach going down Mount Victoria with

10 the brake off. So, what we saw was the wretch of a mare

coming along as if the devil was after her, and heading
straight across the plain at its narrowest part where it wasn’t
more than half-a-mile wide. The mare was clean out of her
senses, and I don’t believe anything could have held her.

15 Miss Falkland was sitting straight and square, with her

hands down, leaning a bit back, and doing her level best to
stop the brute. Her hat was off and her hair had fallen down
and hung down her back — plenty of it there was, too. The

A station is an Australian word
for a large farm or ranch for
livestock such as cattle.

Acreek is an Australian word for
a stream or river.

Shears are the cutting
implement for shearing sheep
(or for cutting vegetation).
Shearing sheep involves cutting
off a sheep’s fleece, leaving it
with a thin layer of wool for
protection, without cutting the
skin.

W

‘Wordpool

brute [line 17]  bee-line [34]
to collar [51] tobeinclined
brink [95] [105]
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mare’s neck was stretched straight out. We gathered
up our reins and went after her, not in a hurry, but
just collecting ourselves a bit to see what would be
the best way to head off the brute and stop her.

Jim’s horse was far and away the fastest, and he sped -
away to head the mare off. J

‘By George!” cried one of the men, a young fellow
who lived near the place and knew about the creek
that was just in front and at the end of the plain. |
‘The mare’s turning off her course, and she’s

heading straight for the creek where the policeman
was killed. If she goes over that, they’ll be smashed up like a

The Squatter’s Daughter, painted
by the Australian artist George

“What creek is that?’ I asked. Lambert in 1924.

matchbox, horse and rider!’

“Why, it’s a creek a hundred feet deep, a straight drop with
rocks at the bottom. She’s making as straight as a bee-line for
it now, he said.

‘And Jim doesn’t know it!” I said. “He’s closing up to her, but
he doesn’t calculate to do it for a quarter of a mile more; he’s
letting her take it out of herself.

‘He’ll never catch her in time,” said the young chap. ‘My
God! it’s an awful thing, isn’t it? A fine young lady like her!”

Tl see if [ can make Jim hear,’ I said, and though T looked
cool, I was as nearly mad as I could be to think of such a girl
being lost before our eyes. ‘No, he’ll never hear, but I’ll

telegraph!’

Jim and T had had many a long talk together about what we
should do in case we wanted to signal to each other very
urgently. The sign was to hold up your hat or cap straight
over your head. As luck would have it, Jim looked round to
see how we were getting on, and up went my cap. I could see
him turn his head and keep watching me. He took up his
brown horse, and made such a rush to collar the mare that
showed he intended to see for himself what the danger was.
But Miss Falkland’s horse went as if she wanted to win The

Derby and we could see that Jim was riding for his life. e
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“They’ll both be over!’ cried the young shearer. “They can’t
stop themselves at that pace!’

‘He’s neck and neck!’ I cried, and shouted, ‘Stick to her Jim
old man?’

The word had been passed round and now all the shearers
were watching. No one spoke for a few seconds. We saw the
two horses rush up at top speed to the very edge of the trees
— and the fateful creek.

‘By Jove! They’re over! No! He’s reaching for her rein. It’s no
use! Now, now! She’s saved! Oh, my God! They’re both all
right. By the Lord, well done! Hurrah! One cheer more for
Jim Marston!’

It was all right! We saw Jim suddenly reach over as the
horses were going side by side; saw him lift Miss Falkland
from her saddle as if she had been a child and place her
before him, saw the brown horse swing round on his
haunches. We saw Jim jump to the ground and lift the young
lady down. We saw only one horse.

Three minutes after, Mr Falkland overtook us, and we rode
up to Jim and Miss Falkland together. The father’s face was
white, and his dry lips couldn’t find words at first. At length,
he managed to say to Jim:

“You have saved my child’s life, James Marston, and if I
forget the service, may God in that hour forget me. You are a
noble fellow. You must allow me to show my gratitude in
some way.’

“You needn’t thank me so out and out as all that, Mr
Falkland,’ said Jim, standing up very straight and looking at
the father first, and then at Miss Falkland, who was pale and
trembling, not altogether from fear, but excitement, and
trying to choke back the sobs that would come out now and
then. T’d risk life and limb any day before Miss Falkland’s
finger should be scratched, let alone see her killed before my
eyes. I wonder if there’s anything left of the mare, poor thing
— not that she deserves it.
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90 Here we all walked forward to the deep creek bank. A yard
or two farther and the brown horse, Jim and Miss Falkland
would have gone over the terrible drop onto the awful rocks
below. We could see where Jim’s brown horse had torn up
the turf as he struck all four hoofs deep into it at once. Then

95 the other tracks, the long score on the brink — and over the
brink — where the frightened, maddened mare had made an
attempt to alter her speed, all in vain, and had plunged over

the bank and the hundred feet of fall.

We peered over, and saw a bright-coloured mass among the

100 rocks below, very still. Just at the time one of the men came
by with a spring cart. Mr Falkland lifted his daughter in and
took the reins, leaving his horse to be ridden home by the
man. As for us, we rode back to the shearers’ hut, not quite
as fast as we came, with Jim in the middle.

105 He did not seem inclined to talk much.

RoLrF BoLDERWOOD

:

1 Towhattask does Dick liken trying to stop the 4 What did the marks left by the horses’ hooves
mare? How does the comparison help you to show about the rescue?
imagine the scene in the first paragraph? 5 How do Miss Falkland and her father show their
2 Whyis it a disadvantage to Jim not to be a local? emotions? [lines 74-86]

3 What did Dick ‘telegraph’to his brother? Whywas 6 Jim ‘did not feel inclined to talk much’ as the men
the message essential? rode back to the shearers’ hut (line 105). What
do you think he was thinking and feeling?

\_ J

Writing an adventure story

Write your own story about an adventurous rescue. Decide on the
setting and the background to the scenario, then focus on the
immediate circumstances of the event as it unfolds.

e Write a catchy opening line such as “The moment he (or she, or it)
reached ...

e Describe the scene and the setting as summarily as you can, so
that you can keep up a lively pace in your narrative. What quick

actions and ingenuity saved the day, or prevented a disaster? a1
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Experience Read

¢ Old England ® a Shakespeare speech
® China ® a biography

® Afghanistan ® an online encyclopedia
® ancient Egypt ® an autobiography

® Australia ® poetry

Why is time so important to us?

Create

® an age of man
® a proposal

® research

® asundial

® journal entries

V

Time, you old gypsy man,
Will you not stay,

Put up your caravan

Just for one day?

Ralph Hodgson, 1917

The poet in the opening quotation sees time as a nomad, a
metaphorical gypsy, ceaselessly on the move. Will time stop for one
day? No, never!

But what is one day, compared to a lifetime? A small child may say
‘My little brother is two years younger than me, but he’ll catch up
soon!” No, the little brother will always be two years younger,
because time never stops. But over a lifetime, that two years’
difference in their ages will become less significant.

J

1 What role does time play in
your daily life?

2 Make a list of as many

symbols of time as you can
think of.




What role does time play in our daily life?

Do you experience time as continuous, or as a fleeting moment?
How do we explain the relationship between the past, the present
and the future? These are just some of the many concepts of time.

Have you heard of the Latin expression tempus fugit —'time flies’ in
English? A related motto is carpe diem, to ‘seize the day, that is, to
make the most of life while you have it.

In previous centuries, death was closer to people in everyday life.
Many children died before they were five years old, and illnesses and
diseases, now cured with antibiotics, were fatal. Memento mori, or
reminders of death such as skulls and skeletons, were common in
paintings, and Father Time with his scythe and hourglass was a
popular image. Time as a measure of the stages of human life — as
the passing of time from youth to old age — was a favourite subject
for writers and artists.

A traditional image of a
memento mori and a
woodcut of Father Time
from the seventeenth
century.

Word origins

The English language includes
many Latin ‘tags’ or expressions.
Tempus fugit means ‘time flies’.
Memento mori means ‘remember
that you will die’. Carpe diem
means ‘seize the day’, that is,
make the most of life while you
have it.

The Ages of Man,
seventeenth-
century English
School.
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A speech

From As You Like It by William Shakespeare

Shakespeare wrote As You Like [tin 1599. In this speech Jaques compares the
world to a stage and life to a play. Read through this famous speech and see
how Shakespeare describes each of the seven stages of life.

s> All’s the World’s a Stage <=

Jaques: All the world’s a stage,
And all the men and women merely players:
They have their exits and their entrances;
And one man in his time plays many parts,
5 His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,

Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms
And then the whining school-boy with his satchel,
And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,

10 Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier,
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard;
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation

15 Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round belly with good capon lin’d,
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,
Full of wise saws and modern instances;
And s