
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

In the event of school closure, work through the activities in this timetable for 60 minutes during each 

timetabled slot for English. If you are unsure how to complete an activity look through your revision 

guide, access the Power Points on Google classroom or email your teacher who will do their best to 

assist you. You are expected to evidence your learning and the activities you have completed in your 

exercise book. 

Year 8 

The Gothic Genre  
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The Raven by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, 
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore— 
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 
“’Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door— 
Only this and nothing more.” 
 
Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December; 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow 

From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore— 
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore— 
Nameless here for evermore. 
 
And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 
Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating 
“’Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door— 
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door;— 
This it is and nothing more.” 
 
Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, 
“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; 
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 
That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide the door;— 
Darkness there and nothing more. 
 
Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; 
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, 
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore?” 
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, “Lenore!”— 
Merely this and nothing more. 
 
Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before. 
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice; 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore— 
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;— 
’Tis the wind and nothing more!” 
 
Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore; 
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door— 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door— 
Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 
 
Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 
“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no craven, 
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore— 
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!” 



2 
 

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 
 
Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 
Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore; 
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door— 
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, 
With such name as “Nevermore.” 
 
But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only 
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 
Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he fluttered— 
Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown before— 
On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.” 
Then the bird said “Nevermore.” 
 
Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store 
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore— 
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore 
Of ‘Never—nevermore’.” 
 
But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door; 
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore— 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore 
Meant in croaking “Nevermore.” 
 
This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core; 
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 
On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’er, 
But whose velvet-violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er, 
She shall press, ah, nevermore! 
 
Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer 
Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 
“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath sent thee 
Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore; 
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!” 
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 
 
“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!— 
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, 
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted— 
On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore— 
Is there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I implore!” 
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 
 
“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil! 
By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore— 
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore— 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.” 
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 
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“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, upstarting— 
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore! 
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 
Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door! 
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!” 
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 
 
And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming, 
And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; 
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 
Shall be lifted—nevermore! 

Task 1:  

Read through the Raven and pick out as many examples of gothic conventions as you can. You should 

annotate on how Poe’s use of gothic conventions make you feel and what they make you think.  

Challenge: go on genius.com and use the online annotations to annotate your own poem.  

Task 2: 

Write your own gothic poem inspired by the Raven. You must include gothic conventions in your poem e.g. 

eerie setting, dark alleyways, abandoned buildings, the supernatural  

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

Frankenstein by Mary Shelley (1818)  

Introduction  

Victor Frankenstein describes the moment when, after two years’ work creating a man made from stolen 

body parts, he brings the creature to life.  

Extract from chapter 5  

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

almost amounted to agony, I collected the instruments of life around me, that I might infuse a spark of being 

into the lifeless thing that lay at my feet. It was already one in the morning; the rain pattered dismally 

against the panes, and my candle was nearly burnt out, when, by the glimmer of the half-extinguished light, 

I saw the dull yellow eye of the creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive motion agitated its limbs.  

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

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

beautiful. Beautiful! Great God! His yellow skin scarcely covered the work of muscles and arteries beneath; 

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

formed a more horrid contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the same colour as the dun-

white sockets in which they were set, his shrivelled complexion and straight black lips.  

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

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

of rest and health. I had desired it with an ardour that far exceeded moderation; but now that I had finished, 

the beauty of the dream vanished, and breathless horror and disgust filled my heart. Unable to endure the 

aspect of the being I had created, I rushed out of the room and continued a long time traversing my bed-

chamber, unable to compose my mind to sleep. At length lassitude succeeded to the tumult I had before 

endured, and I threw myself on the bed in my clothes, endeavouring to seek a few moments of 
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forgetfulness. But it was in vain; I slept, indeed, but I was disturbed by the wildest dreams. I started from my 

sleep with horror; a cold dew covered my forehead, my teeth chattered, and every limb became convulsed; 

when, by the dim and yellow light of the moon, as it forced its way through the window shutters, I beheld the 

wretch—the miserable monster whom I had created. He held up the curtain of the bed; and his eyes, if eyes 

they may be called, were fixed on me. His jaws opened, and he muttered some inarticulate sounds, while a 

grin wrinkled his cheeks. He might have spoken, but I did not hear; one hand was stretched out, seemingly 

to detain me, but I escaped and rushed downstairs. I took refuge in the courtyard belonging to the house 

which I inhabited, where I remained during the rest of the night, walking up and down in the greatest 

agitation, listening attentively, catching and fearing each sound as if it were to announce the approach of 

the demoniacal corpse to which I had so miserably given life. 

Oh! No mortal could support the horror of that countenance. A mummy again endued with animation could 

not be so hideous as that wretch. I had gazed on him while unfinished; he was ugly then, but when those 

muscles and joints were rendered capable of motion, it became a thing such as even Dante could not have 

conceived. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Task 1: 

Highlight all the quotations that show movement as the monster comes to life. Annotate on any 

devices used.  

Highlight all the quotations that describe the monster. Annotate on any devices used.  

Highlight all quotations that describe how Victor feels about the monster. Annotate on the devices 

used.  

Task 2:  

You should now write 2 paragraphs carrying on with the story. You should consider: 

- What happens next with the monster and Victor 

- Why this happens  

You should use: 

- A range of sentence lengths  

- A range of verbs to express movement  

- Detailed descriptions of the monster and Victor  

- Features we typically expect to see in Gothic Literature 

 

 

 

Glossary 

Toils: hard work and efforts 

Ardour: passion  

Lassitude: tiredness  

Dante: an Italian poet from the Middle Ages who 

wrote The Divine Comedy, describing a journey 

through Hell 
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Glossary  

Unhasp the casement: undo the 

window  

Importunate: persistent and 

annoying  

Lamentable: sorrowful 

Wuthering Heights by Emily Bronte (1847) – Lockwood’s dream  

Introduction  

Mr Lockwood has been forced by snowy weather to spend the night in the remote farmhouse, Wuthering 

Heights, which belongs to his neighbour Mr Heathcliff. A servant has warned him that Mr Heathcliff has odd 

notions about the room that Lockwood is using. Before going to sleep Lockwood passes the time by reading 

a journal written by a young girl, Catherine Earnshaw, who lived in the house twenty-five years earlier. 

When he falls asleep, he is troubled by nightmares.  

Extract from chapter 3  

I remembered I was lying in the oak closet, and I heard distinctly the gusty wind, and the driving of the 

snow; I heard, also, the fir bough repeat its teasing sound, and ascribed it to the right cause: but it annoyed 

me so much, that I resolved to silence it, if possible; and, I thought, I rose and endeavoured to unhasp the 

casement. The hook was soldered into the staple: a circumstance observed by me when awake, but 

forgotten.  

‘I must stop it, nevertheless!’ I muttered, knocking my knuckles through the glass, and stretching an arm out 

to seize the importunate branch; instead of which, my fingers closed on the fingers of a little, ice-cold hand!  

The intense horror of nightmare came over me: I tried to draw back my arm, but the hand clung to it, and a 

most melancholy voice sobbed, ‘Let me in—let me in!’  

‘Who are you?’ I asked, struggling, meanwhile, to disengage myself.  

‘Catherine Linton,’ it replied, shiveringly (why did I 100 think of Linton? I had read Earnshaw twenty times 

for Linton)—‘I’m come home: I’d lost my way on the moor!’  

As it spoke, I discerned, obscurely, a child’s face looking through the window. Terror made me cruel; and, 

finding it useless to attempt shaking the creature off, I pulled its wrist on to the broken pane, and rubbed it 

to and fro till the blood ran down and soaked the bedclothes: still it wailed, ‘Let me in!’ and maintained its 

tenacious grip, almost maddening me with fear.  

‘How can I!’ I said at length. ‘Let me go, if you want me to let you in!’  

The fingers relaxed, I snatched mine through the hole, hurriedly piled the books up in a pyramid against it, 

and stopped my ears to exclude the lamentable prayer. I seemed to keep them closed above a quarter of 

an hour; yet, the instant I listened again, there was the doleful cry moaning on!  

‘Begone!’ I shouted. ‘I’ll never let you in, not if you beg for twenty years.’  

‘It is twenty years,’ mourned the voice: ‘twenty years. I’ve been a waif for twenty years!’  

Thereat began a feeble scratching outside, and the pile of books moved as if thrust forward. I tried to jump 

up; but could not stir a limb; and so yelled aloud, in a frenzy of fright. To my confusion, I discovered the yell 

was not ideal: hasty footsteps approached my chamber door; somebody pushed it open, with a vigorous 

hand, and a light glimmered through the squares at the top of the bed. I sat shuddering yet, and wiping the 

perspiration from my forehead: the intruder appeared to hesitate, and 

muttered to himself.  

At last, he said, in a half-whisper, plainly not expecting an answer, ‘Is 

any one here?’ 

 I considered it best to confess my presence; for I knew Heathcliff’s 

accents, and feared he might search further, if I kept quiet. 
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Task 1:  

Highlight any evidence that suggests the protagonist (main character) feels a sense of fear. Zoom in 

and highlight the key word you thin creates the most fear. Push yourself and try to identify word 

class or device.  

Highlight any language linked to the senses. Annotate on to the extract the effect this creates, what 

it makes you think and how it makes you feel.  

Task 2: 

Answer the following questions: 

How does the extract explore the theme of fear? Remember to include what (point and evidence), 

how (the methods the writer uses) and why (why do you think the writer chose to present fear in this 

way? What was he trying to make readers think and feel?_ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 
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_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

 

The Woman in Black by Susan Hill (1983) 

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

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

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

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

and whistling through every nook and cranny.  

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

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

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

of childhood began to be stirred again and I dwelt nostalgically upon all those nights when I had lain in the 

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

rage round like a lion, howling at the doors and beating upon the windows but powerless to reach me. I lay 

back and slipped into that pleasant, trancelike state somewhere between sleeping and waking, recalling the 

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

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

present and banishing all tranquillity. 

 

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

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

from a child somewhere out on the marsh. 

 

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

some long-dead ghost? 

 

“Rest in peace,” I thought, but this poor one did not, could not. 

 

After a few moments I got up. I would go down into the kitchen and make myself a drink, stir up the fire a 

little and sit beside it trying, trying to shut out that calling voice for which I could do nothing, and no one had 

been able to do anything for … how many years? 

 

As I went out onto the landing, Spider the dog following me at once, two things happened together. I had 

the impression of someone who had just that very second before gone past me on their way from the top of 

the stairs to one of the other rooms, and, as a tremendous blast of wind hit the house so that it all but 

seemed to rock at the impact, the lights went out. I had not bothered to pick up my torch from the bedside 

table and now I stood in the pitch blackness, unsure for a moment of my bearings. 

 

And the person who had gone by, and who was now in this house with me? I had seen no one, felt nothing. 

There had been no movement, no brush of a sleeve against mine, no disturbance of the air, I had not even 

heard a footstep. I had simply the absolutely certain sense of someone just having passed close to me and 

gone away down the corridor. Down the short narrow corridor that led to the nursery whose door had been 

so firmly locked and then, inexplicably, opened. 
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For a moment I actually began to conjecture that there was indeed someone — another human being — 

living here in this house, a person who hid themselves away in that mysterious nursery and came out at 

night to fetch food and drink and to take the air. Perhaps it was the woman in black? Had Mrs Drablow 

harboured some reclusive old sister or retainer, had she left behind her a mad friend that no one had known 

about? My brain span all manner of wild, incoherent fantasies as I tried desperately to provide a rational 

explanation for the presence I had been so aware of. But then they ceased. There was no living occupant of 

Eel Marsh House other than myself and Samuel Daily’s dog. Whatever was about, whoever I had seen, and 

heard rocking, and who had passed me by just now, whoever had opened the locked door was not “real”. 

No. But what was “real”? At that moment I began to doubt my own reality. 

 

The first thing I must have was a light and I groped my way back across to my bed, reached over it and got 

my hand to the torch at last, took a step back, stumbled over the dog who was at my heels and dropped the 

torch. It went spinning away across the floor and fell somewhere by the window with a crash and the faint 

sound of breaking glass. I cursed but managed, by crawling about on my hands and knees, to find it again 

and to press the switch. No light came on. The torch had broken. 

 

For a moment I was as near to weeping tears of despair and fear, frustration and tension, as I had ever 

been since my childhood. But instead of crying I drummed my fists upon the floorboards, in a burst of 

violent rage, until they throbbed. 

 

It was Spider who brought me to my senses by scratching a little at my arm and then by licking the hand I 

stretched out to her. We sat on the floor together and I hugged her warm body to me, glad of her, 

thoroughly ashamed of myself, calmer and relieved, while the wind boomed and roared without, and again 

and again I heard that child’s terrible cry borne on the gusts towards me. 

 

Read Through the copy of the Women in Black and write your own story entitled Women in White. 
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