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Atonement – Ian McEwan  
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Dystopian Vision 
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Narrative voices 
 
The Great Gatsby – F Scott Fitzgerald  
Slaughterhouse Five – Kurt Vonnegut  
12 Years A Slave – Solomon Northup  

Satire 
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Nineteen Eighty-Four – George Orwell 
 

Alienation 
 
Brave New World – Aldous Huxley  
Never Let Me Go – Kazuo Ishiguro  
Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep? – Philip K. 
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Summer holiday reading challenge 3- KS4-5 

The texts above are engaging and challenging. We have collated an extract from each text. You can ‘dip 
your toe’ into the text- does it grab you? If not, try another one. Enjoy! 

 

Towards the end of the booklet we have listed where you can find an online edition of the text- often for 
free! All of these were working at the beginning of July.  

 

Happy reading.  

 

Your English teachers will welcome conversations with you about your summer reading in September.  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

1984 – George Orwell 
It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen. Winston Smith, his chin nuzzled into 
his breast in an effort to escape the vile wind, slipped quickly through the glass doors of Victory Mansions, 
though not quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty dust from entering along with him. 

The hallway smelt of boiled cabbage and old rag mats. At one end of it a coloured poster, too large for 
indoor display, had been tacked to the wall. It depicted simply an enormous face, more than a metre wide: 
the face of a man of about forty-five, with a heavy black moustache and ruggedly handsome features. 
Winston made for the stairs. It was no use trying the lift. Even at the best of times it was seldom working, 
and at present the electric current was cut off during daylight hours. It was part of the economy drive in 
preparation for HateWeek. The flat was seven flights up, and Winston, who was thirty-nine and had a 
varicose ulcer above his right ankle, went slowly, resting several times on the way. On each landing, 
opposite the lift shaft, the poster with the enormous face gazed from the wall. It was one of those pictures 
which are so contrived that the eyes follow you about when you move. BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, 
the caption beneath it ran. 

 
There seemed to be no colour in anything, except the posters that were plastered everywhere 
Inside the flat a fruity voice was reading out a list of figures which had something to do with the production 
of pig-iron. The voice came from an oblong metal plaque like a dulled mirror which formed part of the 
surface of the right-hand wall. Winston turned a switch and the voice sank somewhat, though the words 
were still distinguishable. The instrument (the telescreen, it was called) could be dimmed, but there was no 
way of shutting it off completely. He moved over to the window: a smallish, frail figure, the meagreness of 
his body merely emphasized by the blue overalls which were the uniform of the Party. His hair was very 
fair, his face naturally sanguine, his skin roughened by coarse soap and blunt razor blades and the cold of 
the winter that had just ended. 

Outside, even through the shut window-pane, the world looked cold. Down in the street little eddies of 
wind were whirling dust and torn paper into spirals, and though the sun was shining and the sky a harsh 
blue, there seemed to be no colour in anything, except the posters that were plastered everywhere. The 
black-moustachio’d face gazed down from every commanding corner. There was one on the house-front 
immediately opposite. BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption said, while the dark eyes looked deep 
into Winston’s own. 
 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Atonement – Ian McEwan 

 



 

On The Road – Jack Kerouac 
 

PART ONE 1  

I first met Dean not long after my wife and I split up. I had just gotten over a serious illness that I won't 
bother to talk about, except that it had something to do with the miserably weary split-up and my feeling 
that everything was dead. With the coming of Dean Moriarty began the part of my life you could call my 
life on the road. Before that I'd often dreamed of going West to see the country, always vaguely planning 
and never taking off. Dean is the perfect guy for the road because he actually was born on the road, when 
his parents were passing through Salt Lake City in 1926, in a jalopy, on their way to Los Angeles. First 
reports of him came to me through Chad King, who'd shown me a few letters from him written in a New 
Mexico reform school. I was tremendously interested in the letters because they so naively and sweetly 
asked Chad to teach him all about Nietzsche and all the wonderful intellectual things that Chad knew. At 
one point Carlo and I talked about the letters and wondered if we would ever meet the strange Dean 
Moriarty. This is all far back, when Dean was not the way he is today, when he was a young jailkid 
shrouded in mystery. Then news came that Dean was out of reform school and was coming to New York 
for the first time; also there was talk that he had just married a girl called Marylou.  

One day I was hanging around the campus and Chad and Tim Gray told me Dean was staying in a cold-
water pad in East Harlem, the Spanish Harlem. Dean had arrived the night before, the first time in New 
York, with his beautiful little sharp chick Marylou; they got off the Greyhound bus at 50th Street and cut 
around the corner looking for a place to eat and went right in Hector's, and since then Hector's cafeteria 
has always been a big symbol of New York for Dean. They spent money on beautiful big glazed cakes and 
creampuffs.  



All this time Dean was telling Marylou things like this: "Now, darling, here we are in New York and although 
I haven't quite told you everything that I was thinking about when we crossed Missouri and especially at 
the point when we passed the Booneville reformatory which reminded me of my jail problem, it is 
absolutely necessary now to postpone all those leftover things concerning our personal lovethings and at 
once begin thinking of specific worklife plans . . ." and so on in the way that he had in those early days.  

I went to the cold-water flat with the boys, and Dean came to the door in his shorts. Marylou was jumping 
off the couch; Dean had dispatched the occupant of the apartment to the kitchen, probably to make 
coffee, while he proceeded with his loveproblems, for to him sex was the one and only holy and important 
thing in life, although he had to sweat and curse to make a living and so on. You saw that in the way he 
stood bobbing his head, always looking down, nodding, like a young boxer to instructions, to make you 
think he was listening to every word, throwing in a thousand "Yeses" and "That's rights." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As I Lay Dying – William Faulkner 
 

DARL 

PA and Vernon are sitting on the back porch. Pa is tilting snuff from the lid of his snuff-box into his lower lip, 
holding the lip outdrawn between thumb and finger. They look around as I cross the porch and dip the gourd 
into the water bucket and drink. 

“Where’s Jewel?” Pa says. When I was a boy I first learned how much better water tastes when it has set 
a while in a cedar bucket. Warmish-cool, with a faint taste like the hot July wind in cedar trees smells. It has 
to set at least six hours, and be drunk from a gourd. Water should never be drunk from metal. 

And at night it is better still. I used to lie on the pallet in the hall, waiting until I could hear them all asleep, 
so I could get up and go back to the bucket. It would be black, the shelf black, the still surface of the water a 
round orifice in nothingness, where before I stirred it awake with the dipper I could see maybe a star or two 
in the bucket, and maybe in the dipper a star or two before I drank. After that I was bigger, older. Then I 
would wait until they all went to sleep so I could lie with my shirt-tail up, hearing them asleep, feeling myself 
without touching myself, feeling the cool silence blowing upon my parts and wondering if Cash was yonder 
in the darkness doing it too, had been doing it perhaps for the last two years before I could have wanted to 
or could have. 

Pa’s feet are badly splayed, his toes cramped and bent and warped, with no toenail at all on his little 
toes, from working so hard in the wet in home-made shoes when he was a boy. Beside his chair his brogans 
sit. They look as though they had been hacked with a blunt axe out of pig-iron. Vernon has been to town. I 
have never seen him go to town in overalls. His wife, they say. She taught school too, once. 

I fling the dipper dregs to the ground and wipe my mouth on my sleeve. It is going to rain before morning. 
Maybe before dark. “Down to the barn,” I say. “Harnessing the team.” 

Down there fooling with that horse. He will go on through the barn, into the pasture. The horse will not 
be in sight: he is up there among the pine seedlings, in the cool. Jewel whistles, once and shrill. The horse 



snorts, then Jewel sees him, glinting for a gaudy instant among the blue shadows. Jewel whistles again; the 
horse comes dropping down the slope, stiff-legged, his ears cocking and flicking, his mis-matched eyes 
rolling, and fetches up twenty feet away, broadside on, watching Jewel over his shoulder in an attitude 
kittenish and alert. 

“Come here, sir,” Jewel says. He moves. Moving that quick his coat, bunching, tongues swirling like so 
many flames. With tossing mane and tail and rolling eye the horse makes another short curveting rush and 
stops again, feet bunched, watching Jewel. Jewel walks steadily toward him, his hands at his sides. Save for 
Jewel’s legs they are like two figures carved for a tableau savage in the sun. 

When Jewel can almost touch him, the horse stands on his hind legs and slashes down at Jewel. Then 
Jewel is enclosed by a glittering maze of hooves as by an illusion of wings; among them, beneath the 
upreared chest, he moves with the flashing limberness of a snake. For an instant before the jerk comes on 
to his arms he sees his whole body earth-free, horizontal, whipping snake-limber, until he finds the horse’s 
nostrils and touches earth again. Then they are rigid, motionless, terrific, the horse back-thrust on stiffened, 
quivering legs, with lowered head; Jewel with dug heels, shutting off the horse’s wind with one hand, with 
the other patting the horse’s neck in short strokes myriad and caressing, cursing the horse with obscene 
ferocity. 

They stand in rigid terrific hiatus, the horse trembling and groaning. Then Jewel is on the horse’s back. 
He flows upward in a stooping swirl like the lash of a whip, his body in mid-air shaped to the horse. For 
another moment the horse stands spraddled, with lowered head, before it bursts into motion. They descend 
the hill in a series of spine-jolting jumps, Jewel high, leech-like on the withers, to the fence where the horse 
bunches to a scuttering halt again. 

“Well,” Jewel says, “you can quit now, if you got a-plenty.” 
Inside the barn Jewel slides running to the ground before the horse stops. The horse enters the stall, 

Jewel following. Without looking back the horse kicks at him, slamming a single hoof into the wall with a 
pistol-like report. Jewel kicks him in the stomach; the horse arches his neck back, crop-toothed; Jewel strikes 
him across the face with his fist and slides on to the trough and mounts upon it. Clinging to the hay-rack he 
lowers his head and peers out across the stall-tops and through the doorway. The path is empty; from here 
he cannot even hear Cash sawing. He reaches up and drags down hay in hurried armfuls and crams it into 
the rack. 

“Eat,” he says. “Get the goddamn stuff out of sight while you got a chance, you pussel-gutted bastard. 
You sweet son of a bitch,” he says. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
To Kill a Mockingbird – Harper Lee 
 
Our father didn’t do anything. He worked in an office, not in a drugstore. Atticus did not drive a dump-truck 
for the county, he was not the sheriff, he did not farm, work in a garage, or do anything that could possibly 
arouse the admiration of anyone.  
 
Besides that, he wore glasses. He was nearly blind in his left eye, and said left eyes were the tribal curse of 
the Finches. Whenever he wanted to see something well, he turned his head and looked from his right eye.  
 
He did not do the things our schoolmates’ fathers did: he never went hunting, he did not play poker or fish or 
drink or smoke. He sat in the livingroom and read.  
 
With these attributes, however, he would not remain as inconspicuous as we wished him to: that year, the 
school buzzed with talk about him defending Tom Robinson, none of which was complimentary. After my 
bout with Cecil Jacobs when I committed myself to a policy of cowardice, word got around that Scout Finch 
wouldn’t fight any more, her daddy wouldn’t let her. This was not entirely correct: I wouldn’t fight publicly 
for Atticus, but the family was private ground. I would fight anyone from a third cousin upwards tooth and 
nail. Francis Hancock, for example, knew that.  
 
When he gave us our air-rifles Atticus wouldn’t teach us to shoot. Uncle Jack instructed us in the rudiments 
thereof; he said Atticus wasn’t interested in guns. Atticus said to Jem one day, “I’d rather you shot at tin cans 
in the back yard, but I know you’ll go after birds. Shoot all the bluejays you want, if you can hit ‘em, but 
remember it’s a sin to kill a mockingbird.”  
 
That was the only time I ever heard Atticus say it was a sin to do something, and I asked Miss Maudie about 
it. 
 



“Your father’s right,” she said. “Mockingbirds don’t do one thing but make music for us to enjoy. They don’t 
eat up people’s gardens, don’t nest in corncribs, they don’t do one thing but sing their hearts out for us. That’s 
why it’s a sin to kill a mockingbird.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
White Teeth – Zadie Smith 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep? – Philip K Dick 
 



"I've never killed a human being in my life." His irritability had risen, now; had become outright hostility.  
 
Iran said, "Just those poor andys."  
 
"I notice you've never had any hesitation as to spending the bounty money I bring home on whatever 
momentarily attracts your attention." He rose, strode to the console of his mood organ. "Instead of saving," he 
said, "so we could buy a real sheep, to replace that fake electric one upstairs. A mere electric animal, and me 
earning all that I've worked my way up to through the years." At his console he hesitated between dialing for 
a thalamic suppressant (which would abolish his mood of rage) or a thalamic stimulant (which would make 
him irked enough to win the argument).  
 
"If you dial," Iran said, eyes open and watching, "for greater venom, then I'll dial the same. I'll dial the 
maximum and you'll see a fight that makes every argument we've had up to now seem like nothing. Dial and 
see; just try me." She rose swiftly, loped to the console of her own mood organ, stood glaring at him, waiting.  
 
He sighed, defeated by her threat. "I'll dial what's on my schedule for today." Examining the schedule for 
January 3, 1992, he saw that a businesslike professional attitude was called for. "If I dial by schedule," he said 
warily, "will you agree to also?" He waited, canny enough not to commit himself until his wife had agreed to 
follow suit.  
 
"My schedule for today lists a six-hour self-accusatory depression," Iran said.  
 
"What? Why did you schedule that?" It defeated the whole purpose of the mood organ. "I didn't even know 
you could set it for that," he said gloomily.  
 
"I was sitting here one afternoon," Iran said, "and naturally I had tamed on Buster Friendly and His Friendly 
Friends and he was talking about a big news item he's about to break and then that awful commercial came 
on, the one I hate; you know, for Mountibank Lead Codpieces. And so for a minute I shut off the sound. And 
I heard the building, this building; I heard the — " She gestured.  
 
"Empty apartments," Rick said. Sometimes he heard them at night when he was supposed to be asleep. And 
yet, for this day and age a one-half occupied conapt building rated high in the scheme of population density; 
out in what had been before the war the suburbs one could find buildings entirely empty . . . or so he had 
heard. He had let the information remain secondhand; like most people he did not care to experience it directly. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Road – Cormac McCarthy 
 



When he woke in the woods in the dark and the cold of the night he'd reach out to touch the child sleeping 
beside him. Nights dark beyond darkness and the days more gray each one than what had gone before. Like 
the onset of some cold glaucoma dimming away the world. His hand rose and fell softly with each precious 
breath. He pushed away the plastic tarpaulin and raised himself in the stinking robes and blankets and looked 
toward the east for any light but there was none. In the dream from which he'd wakened he had wandered in 
a cave where the child led him by the hand. Their light playing over the wet flowstone walls. Like pilgrims in 
a fable swallowed up and lost among the inward parts of some granitic beast. Deep stone flues where the water 
dripped and sang. Tolling in the silence the minutes of the earth and the hours and the days of it and the years 
without cease. Until they stood in a great stone room where lay a black and ancient lake. And on the far shore 
a creature that raised its dripping mouth from the rimstone pool and stared into the light with eyes dead white 
and sightless as the eggs of spiders. It swung its head low over the water as if to take the scent of what it could 
not see. Crouching there pale and naked and translucent, its alabaster bones cast up in shadow on the rocks 
behind it. Its bowels, its beating heart. The brain that pulsed in a dull glass bell. It swung its head from side to 
side and then gave out a low moan and turned and lurched away and loped soundlessly into the dark.  
 
With the first gray light he rose and left the boy sleeping and walked out to the road and squatted and studied 
the country to the south. Barren, silent, godless. He thought the month was October but he wasn't sure. He 
hadnt kept a calendar for years. They were moving south. There'd be no surviving another winter here.  
 
When it was light enough to use the binoculars he glassed the valley below. Everything paling away into the 
murk. The soft ash blowing in loose swirls over the blacktop. He studied what he could see. The segments of 
road down there among the dead trees. Looking for anything of color. Any movement. Any trace of standing 
smoke. He lowered the glasses and pulled down the cotton mask from his face and wiped his nose on the back 
of his wrist and then glassed the country again. Then he just sat there holding the binoculars and watching the 
ashen daylight congeal over the land. He knew only that the child was his warrant. He said: If he is not the 
word of God, God never spoke.  
 
When he got back the boy was still asleep. He pulled the blue plastic tarp off of him and folded it and carried 
it out to the grocery cart and packed it and came back with their plates and some cornmeal cakes in a plastic 
bag and a plastic bottle of syrup. He spread the small tarp they used for a table on the ground and laid 
everything out and he took the pistol from his belt and laid it on the cloth and then he just sat watching the 
boy sleep. He'd pulled away his mask in the night and it was buried somewhere in the blankets. He watched 
the boy and he looked out through the trees toward the road. This was not a safe place. They could be seen 
from the road now it was day. The boy turned in the blankets. Then he opened his eyes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Handmaid’s Tale – Margaret Atwood 
 



A chair, a table, a lamp. Above, on the white ceiling, a relief ornament in the shape of a wreath, and in the 
center of it a blank space, plastered over, like the place in a face where the eye has been taken out. There must 
have been a chandelier, once. They’ve removed anything you could tie a rope to.  
 
A window, two white curtains. Under the window, a window seat with a little cushion. When the window is 
partly open—it only opens partly—the air can come in and make the curtains move. I can sit in the chair, or 
on the window seat, hands folded, and watch this. Sunlight comes in through the window too, and falls on the 
floor, which is made of wood, in narrow strips, highly polished. I can smell the polish. There’s a rug on the 
floor, oval, of braided rags. This is the kind of touch they like: folk art, archaic, made by women, in their spare 
time, from things that have no further use. A return to traditional values. Waste not want not. I am not being 
wasted. Why do I want?  
 
On the wall above the chair, a picture, framed but with no glass: a print of flowers, blue irises, watercolor. 
Flowers are still allowed. Does each of us have the same print, the same chair, the same white curtains, I 
wonder? Government issue?  
 
Think of it as being in the army, said Aunt Lydia .  
 
A bed. Single, mattress medium-hard, covered with a flocked white spread. Nothing takes place in the bed but 
sleep; or no sleep. I try not to think too much. Like other things now, thought must be rationed. There’s a lot 
that doesn’t bear thinking about. Thinking can hurt your chances, and I intend to last. I know why there is no 
glass, in front of the watercolor picture of blue irises, and why the window opens only partly and why the 
glass in it is shatterproof. It isn’t running away they’re afraid of. We wouldn’t get far. It’s those other escapes, 
the ones you can open in yourself, given a cutting edge. 
 
So. Apart from these details, this could be a college guest room, for the less distinguished visitors; or a room 
in a rooming house, of former times, for ladies in reduced circumstances. That is what we are now. The 
circumstances have been reduced; for those of us who still have circumstances.  
 
But a chair, sunlight, flowers: these are not to be dismissed. I am alive, I live, I breathe, I put my hand out, 
unfolded, into the sunlight. Where I am is not a prison but a privilege, as Aunt Lydia said, who was in love 
with either/or.  
 
The bell that measures time is ringing. Time here is measured by bells, as once in nunneries. As in a nunnery 
too, there are few mirrors.  
 
I get up out of the chair, advance my feet into the sunlight, in their red shoes, flat-heeled to save the spine and 
not for dancing. The red gloves are lying on the bed. I pick them up, pull them onto my hands, finger by finger. 
Everything except the wings around my face is red: the color of blood, which defines us. The skirt is ankle-
length, full, gathered to a flat yoke that extends over the breasts, the sleeves are full. The white wings too are 
prescribed issue; they are to keep us from seeing, but also from being seen. I never looked good in red, it’s 
not my color. I pick up the shopping basket, put it over my arm. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Kite Runner – Khaled Hosseini 

Chapter One 
December 2001 

I became what I am today at the age of twelve, on a frigid overcast day in the winter of 1975. I remember the 
precise moment, crouching behind a crumbling mud wall, peeking into the alley near the frozen creek. That was 
a long time ago, but it’s wrong what they say about the past, I’ve learned, about how you can bury it. Because 
the past claws its way out. Looking back now, I realize I have been peeking into that deserted alley for the last 
twenty-six years. 
 
One day last summer, my friend Rahim Khan called from Pakistan. He asked me to come see him. Standing in 
the kitchen with the receiver to my ear, I knew it wasn’t just Rahim Khan on the line. It was my past of unatoned 
sins. After I hung up, I went for a walk along Spreckels Lake on the northern edge of Golden Gate Park. The 
early-afternoon sun sparkled on the water where dozens of miniature boats sailed, propelled by a crisp breeze. 
Then I glanced up and saw a pair of kites, red with long blue tails, soaring in the sky. They danced high above 
the trees on the west end of the park, over the windmills, floating side by side like a pair of eyes looking down on 
San Francisco, the city I now call home. And suddenly Hassan’s voice whispered in my head: For you, a 
thousand times over. Hassan the harelipped kite runner. 
 
I sat on a park bench near a willow tree. I thought about something Rahim Khan said just before he hung up, 
almost as an afterthought. There is a way to be good again. I looked up at those twin kites. I thought about 
Hassan. Thought about Baba. Ali. Kabul. I thought of the life I had lived until the winter of 1975 came along and 
changed everything. And made me what I am today. 
 
 

Chapter Two 

When we were children, Hassan and I used to climb the poplar trees in the driveway of my father’s house and 
annoy our neighbors by reflecting sunlight into their homes with a shard of mirror. We would sit across from each 
other on a pair of high branches, our naked feet dangling, our trouser pockets filled with dried mulberries and 
walnuts. We took turns with the mirror as we ate mulberries, pelted each other with them, giggling, laughing. I 
can still see Hassan up on that tree, sunlight flickering through the leaves on his almost perfectly round face, a 
face like a Chinese doll chiseled from hardwood: his flat, broad nose and slanting, narrow eyes like bamboo 
leaves, eyes that looked, depending on the light, gold, green, even sapphire. I can still see his tiny low-set ears 
and that pointed stub of a chin, a meaty appendage that looked like it was added as a mere afterthought. And 
the cleft lip, just left of midline, where the Chinese doll maker’s instrument may have slipped, or perhaps he had 
simply grown tired and careless. 
 
Sometimes, up in those trees, I talked Hassan into firing walnuts with his slingshot at the neighbor’s one-eyed 
German shepherd. Hassan never wanted to, but if I asked, really asked, he wouldn’t deny me. Hassan never 
denied me anything. And he was deadly with his slingshot. Hassan’s father, Ali, used to catch us and get mad, 
or as mad as someone as gentle as Ali could ever get. He would wag his finger and wave us down from the tree. 
He would take the mirror and tell us what his mother had told him, that the devil shone mirrors too, shone them 
to distract Muslims during prayer. "And he laughs while he does it," he always added, scowling at his son. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



In Cold Blood – Truman Capote 
 

Extract from the introduction: 

 
TRUMAN CAPOTE  
 
Truman Capote was born Truman Streckfus Persons on September 30, 1924, in New Orleans. His early years 
were affected by an unsettled family life. He was turned over to the care of his mother’s family in Monroeville, 
Alabama; his father was imprisoned for fraud; his parents divorced and then fought a bitter custody battle over 
Truman. Eventually he moved to New York City to live with his mother and her second husband, a Cuban 
businessman whose name he adopted. The young Capote got a job as a copyboy at The NewYorker in the 
early forties, but was fired for inadvertently offending Robert Frost. The publication of his early stories in 
Harper’s Bazaar established his literary reputation when he was in his twenties, and his novels Other Voices, 
Other Rooms (1948), a gothic coming-ofage story that Capote described as “an attempt to exorcise demons,” 
and The Grass Harp (1951), a gentler fantasy rooted in his Alabama years, consolidated his precocious fame. 
 
From the start of his career Capote associated himself with a wide range of writers and artists, high-society 
figures, and international celebrities, gaining frequent media attention for his exuberant social life. He 
collected his stories in A Tree of Night (1949) and published the novella Breakfast at Tiffany’s (1958), but 
devoted his energies increasingly to the stage—adapting The Grass Harp into a play and writing the musical 
House of Flowers (1954)—and to journalism, of which the earliest examples were Local Color (1950) and 
The Muses Are Heard (1956). He made a brief foray into the movies to write the screenplay for John Huston’s 
Beat the Devil (1954).  
 
Capote’s interest in the murder of a family in Kansas led to the prolonged investigation that provided the basis 
for In Cold Blood (1966), his most successful and acclaimed book. By “treating a real event with fictional 
techniques,” Capote intended to create a new synthesis: something both “immaculately factual” and a work of 
art. However its genre was defined, from the moment it began to appear in serialized form in The NewYorker 
the book exerted a fascination among a wider readership than Capote’s writing had ever attracted before. The 
abundantly publicized masked ball at the Plaza Hotel with which he celebrated the completion of In Cold 
Blood was an iconic event of the 1960s, and for a time Capote was a constant presence on television and in 
magazines, even trying his hand at movie acting in Murder by Death.  
 
He worked for many years on Answered Prayers, an ultimately unfinished novel that was intended to be the 
distillation of everything he had observed in his life among the rich and famous; an excerpt from it published 
in Esquire in 1975 appalled many of Capote’s wealthy friends for its revelation of intimate secrets, and he 
found himself excluded from the world he had once dominated. In his later years he published two collections 
of fiction and essays, The Dogs Bark (1973) and Music for Chameleons (1980). He died on August 25, 1984, 
after years of problems with drugs and alcohol. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Catcher in the Rye – JD Salinger 
 
1  
 
If you really want to hear about it, the first thing you'll probably want to know is where I was born, an what 
my lousy childhood was like, and how my parents were occupied and all before they had me, and all that 
David Copperfield kind of crap, but I don't feel like going into it, if you want to know the truth. In the first 
place, that stuff bores me, and in the second place, my parents would have about two hemorrhages apiece if I 
told anything pretty personal about them. They're quite touchy about anything like that, especially my father. 
They're nice and all--I'm not saying that--but they're also touchy as hell. Besides, I'm not going to tell you my 
whole goddam autobiography or anything. I'll just tell you about this madman stuff that happened to me around 
last Christmas just before I got pretty run-down and had to come out here and take it easy. I mean that's all I 
told D.B. about, and he's my brother and all. He's in Hollywood. That isn't too far from this crumby place, and 
he comes over and visits me practically every week end. He's going to drive me home when I go home next 
month maybe. He just got a Jaguar. One of those little English jobs that can do around two hundred miles an 
hour. It cost him damn near four thousand bucks. He's got a lot of dough, now. He didn't use to. He used to be 
just a regular writer, when he was home. He wrote this terrific book of short stories, The Secret Goldfish, in 
case you never heard of him. The best one in it was "The Secret Goldfish." It was about this little kid that 
wouldn't let anybody look at his goldfish because he'd bought it with his own money. It killed me. Now he's 
out in Hollywood, D.B., being a prostitute. If there's one thing I hate, it's the movies. Don't even mention them 
to me.  
 
Where I want to start telling is the day I left Pencey Prep. Pencey Prep is this school that's in Agerstown, 
Pennsylvania. You probably heard of it. You've probably seen the ads, anyway. They advertise in about a 
thousand magazines, always showing some hotshot guy on a horse jumping over a fence. Like as if all you 
ever did at Pencey was play polo all the time. I never even once saw a horse anywhere near the place. And 
underneath the guy on the horse's picture, it always says: "Since 1888 we have been molding boys into 
splendid, clear-thinking young men." Strictly for the birds. They don't do any damn more molding at Pencey 
than they do at any other school. And I didn't know anybody there that was splendid and clear-thinking and 
all. Maybe two guys. If that many. And they probably came to Pencey that way.  
 
Anyway, it was the Saturday of the football game with Saxon Hall. The game with Saxon Hall was supposed 
to be a very big deal around Pencey. It was the last game of the year, and you were supposed to commit suicide 
or something if old Pencey didn't win. I remember around three o'clock that afternoon I was standing way the 
hell up on top of Thomsen Hill, right next to this crazy cannon that was in the Revolutionary War and all. You 
could see the whole field from there, and you could see the two teams bashing each other all over the place. 
You couldn't see the grandstand too hot, but you could hear them all yelling, deep and terrific on the Pencey 
side, because practically the whole school except me was there, and scrawny and faggy on the Saxon Hall 
side, because the visiting team hardly ever brought many people with them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Lord of the Flies – William Golding 
 
Jack was standing under a tree about ten yards away. When Roger opened his eyes and saw him, a darker 
shadow crept beneath the swarthiness of his skin; but Jack noticed nothing. He was eager, impatient, 
beckoning, so that Roger went to him.  
 
There was a small pool at the end of the river, dammed back by sand and full of white water-lilies and needle-
like reeds. Here Sam and Eric were waiting, and Bill. Jack, concealed from the sun, knelt by the pool and 
opened the two large leaves that he carried. One of them contained white clay, and the other red. By them lay 
a stick of charcoal brought down from the fire.  
 
Jack explained to Roger as he worked.  
 
“They don’t smell me. They see me, I think. Something pink, under the trees.”  
 
He smeared on the clay.  
 
“If only I’d some green!”  
 
He turned a half-concealed face up to Roger and answered the incomprehension of his gaze.  
 
“For hunting. Like in the war. You know—dazzle paint. Like things trying to look like something else—”  
 
He twisted in the urgency of telling. “—like moths on a tree trunk.”  
 
Roger understood and nodded gravely. The twins moved toward Jack and began to protest timidly about 
something. Jack waved them away.  
 
“Shut up.”  
 
He rubbed the charcoal stick between the patches of red and white on his face. 
 
“No. You two come with me.”  
 
He peered at his reflection and disliked it. He bent down, took up a double handful of lukewarm water and 
rubbed the mess from his face. Freckles and sandy eyebrows appeared.  
 
Roger smiled, unwillingly. “You don’t half look a mess.”  
 
Jack planned his new face. He made one cheek and one eye-socket white, then he rubbed red over the other 
half of his face and slashed a black bar of charcoal across from right ear to left jaw. He looked in the pool for 
his reflection, but his breathing troubled the mirror.  
 
“Samneric. Get me a coconut. An empty one.”  
 
He knelt, holding the shell of water. A rounded patch of sunlight fell on his face and a brightness appeared in 
the depths of the water. He looked in astonishment, no longer at himself but at an awesome stranger. He spilt 
the water and leapt to his feet, laughing excitedly. Beside the pool his sinewy body held up a mask that drew 
their eyes and appalled them. He began to dance and his laughter became a bloodthirsty snarling. He capered 
toward Bill, and the mask was a thing on its own, behind which Jack hid, liberated from shame and self-
consciousness. The face of red and white and black swung through the air and jigged toward Bill. Bill started 
up laughing. 
 
 
 



Rebecca – Daphne Du Maurier 
Last night I dreamt I went to Manderley again. It seemed to me I stood by the iron gate leading to the drive, and for a 
while I could not enter, for the way was barred to me. There was a padlock and a chain upon the gate. I called in my 
dream to the lodge-keeper, and had no answer, and peering closer through the rusted spokes of the gate I saw that 
the lodge was uninhabited. No smoke came from the chimney, and the little lattice windows gaped forlorn. Then, 
like all dreamers, I was possessed of a sudden with supernatural powers and passed like a spirit through the barrier 
before me.  

The drive wound away in front of me, twisting and turning as it had always done, but as I advanced I was aware that 
a change had come upon it; it was narrow and unkept, not the drive that we had known. At first I was puzzled and 
did not understand, and it was only when I bent my head to avoid the low swinging branch of a tree that I realized 
what had happened. Nature had come into her own again and, little by little, in her stealthy, insidious way 
had encroached upon the drive with long, tenacious fingers. 

The woods, always a menace even in the past, had triumphed in the end. They crowded, dark and uncontrolled, to 
the borders of the drive. The beeches with white, naked limbs leant close to one another, their branches 
intermingled in a strange embrace, making a vault above my head like the archway of a church. And there were 
other trees as well, trees that I did not recognize, squat oaks and tortured elms that straggled cheek by jowl with the 
beeches, and had thrust themselves out of the quiet earth, along with monster shrubs and plants, none of which 
I remembered. 

The drive was a ribbon now, a thread of its former self, with gravel surface gone, and choked with grass and moss. 
The trees had thrown out low branches, making an impediment to progress; the gnarled roots looked like skeleton 
claws. Scattered here and again amongst this jungle growth I would recognize shrubs that had been landmarks in our 
time, things of culture and grace, hydrangeas whose blue heads had been famous.  

No hand had checked their progress, and they had gone native now, rearing to monster height without a bloom, 
black and ugly as the nameless parasites that grew beside them. On and on, now east now west, wound the poor 
thread that once had been our drive. Sometimes I thought it lost, but it appeared again, beneath a fallen tree 
perhaps, or struggling on the other side of a muddied ditch created by the winter rains. I had not thought the way so 
long. Surely the miles had multiplied, even as the trees had done, and this path led but to a labyrinth, some choked 
wilderness, and not to the house at all. I came upon it suddenly; the approach masked by the unnatural growth of 
a vast shrub that spread in all directions, and I stood, my heart thumping in my breast, the strange prick of tears 
behind my eyes. 

There was Manderley, our Manderley, secretive and silent as it had always been, the grey stone shining in the 
moonlight of my dream, the mullioned windows reflecting the green lawns and the terrace. Time could not wreck 
the perfect symmetry of those walls, nor the site itself, a jewel in the hollow of a hand. The terrace sloped to the 
lawns, and the lawns stretched to the sea, and turning I could see the sheet of silver placid under the moon, like a 
lake undisturbed by wind or storm. No waves would come to ruffle this dream water, and no bulk of cloud, wind-
driven from the west, obscure the clarity of this pale sky.  

I turned again to the house, and though it stood inviolate, untouched, as though we ourselves had left but yesterday, 
I saw that the garden had obeyed the jungle law, even as the woods had done.The rhododendrons stood fifty feet 
high, twisted and entwined with bracken, and they had entered into alien marriage with a host of nameless shrubs, 
poor, bastard things that clung about their roots as though conscious of their spurious origin. 

A lilac had mated with a copper beech, and to bind them yet more closely to one another the malevolent ivy, always 
an enemy to grace, had thrown her tendrils about the pair and made them prisoners. Ivy held prior place in this lost 
garden, the long strands crept across the lawns, and soon would encroach upon the house itself. There was another 
plant too, some half-breed from the woods, whose seed had been scattered long ago beneath the trees and then 
forgotten, and now, marching in unison with the ivy, thrust its ugly form like a giant rhubarb towards the soft 
grass where the daffodils had blown. Nettles were everywhere, the vanguard of the army. 

They choked the terrace, they sprawled about the paths, they leant, vulgar and lanky, against the very windows of 
the house. They made indifferent sentinels, for in many places their ranks had been broken by the rhubarb plant, 
and they lay with crumpled heads and listless stems, making a pathway for the rabbits. I left the drive and went on 
to the terrace, for the nettles were no barrier to me, a dreamer. I walked enchanted, and nothing held me back. 



Beloved – Toni Morrison 
 
Chapter 1  
 
124 WAS SPITEFUL. Full of a baby's venom. The women in the house knew it and so did the children. For 
years each put up with the spite in his own way, but by 1873 Sethe and her daughter Denver were its only 
victims. The grandmother, Baby Suggs, was dead, and the sons, Howard and Buglar, had run away by the 
time they were thirteen years old--as soon as merely looking in a mirror shattered it (that was the signal for 
Buglar); as soon as two tiny hand prints appeared in the cake (that was it for Howard). Neither boy waited to 
see more; another kettleful of chickpeas smoking in a heap on the floor; soda crackers crumbled and strewn 
in a line next to the door sill. Nor did they wait for one of the relief periods: the weeks, months even, when 
nothing was disturbed. No. Each one fled at once--the moment the house committed what was for him the one 
insult not to be borne or witnessed a second time. Within two months, in the dead of winter, leaving their 
grandmother, Baby Suggs; Sethe, their mother; and their little sister, Denver, all by themselves in the gray and 
white house on Bluestone Road. It didn't have a number then, because Cincinnati didn't stretch that far. In fact, 
Ohio had been calling itself a state only seventy years when first one brother and then the next stuffed quilt 
packing into his hat, snatched up his shoes, and crept away from the lively spite the house felt for them.  
 
Baby Suggs didn't even raise her head. From her sickbed she heard them go but that wasn't the reason she lay 
still. It was a wonder to her that her grandsons had taken so long to realize that every house wasn't like the 
one on Bluestone Road. Suspended between the nas tiness of life and the meanness of the dead, she couldn't 
get interested in leaving life or living it, let alone the fright of two creeping-off boys. Her past had been like 
her present--intolerable--and since she knew death was anything but forgetfulness, she used the little energy 
left her for pondering color.  
 
"Bring a little lavender in, if you got any. Pink, if you don't."  
 
And Sethe would oblige her with anything from fabric to her own tongue. Winter in Ohio was especially rough 
if you had an appetite for color. Sky provided the only drama, and counting on a Cincinnati horizon for life's 
principal joy was reckless indeed. So Sethe and the girl Denver did what they could, and what the house 
permitted, for her. Together they waged a perfunctory battle against the outrageous behavior of that place; 
against turned-over slop jars, smacks on the behind, and gusts of sour air. For they understood the source of 
the outrage as well as they knew the source of light.  
 
Baby Suggs died shortly after the brothers left, with no interest whatsoever in their leave-taking or hers, and 
right afterward Sethe and Denver decided to end the persecution by calling forth the ghost that tried them so. 
Perhaps a conversation, they thought, an exchange of views or something would help. So they held hands and 
said, "Come on. Come on. You may as well just come on." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Bell Jar – Sylvia Plath 
 
SIX MONTHS IN A YOUNG WOMAN’S LIFE.  

 

"The Bell Jar is a novel about the events of Sylvia Plath's twentieth year; about  

how she tried to die, and how they stuck her together with glue. It is a fine novel, as bitter  

and remorseless as her last poems — the kind of book Salinger's Franny might have  

written about herself ten years later, if she had spent those ten years in Hell." — Robert  

Scholes, The New York Times Book Review  

 

"A special poignance. . . a special force, a humbling power, because it shows the  

vulnerability of people of hope and good will." — Newsweek  

 

"By turns funny, harrowing, crude, ardent and artless. Its most notable quality is  

an astonishing immediacy, like a series of snapshots taken at high noon. The story,  

scarcely disguised autobiography, covers six months in a young girl's life, beginning  

when she goes to New York to serve on a fashion magazine’s college-editorial board. It  

ends when she emerges from a mental hospital after a breakdown." — Martha Duffy, Time  

 

 

"Sylvia Plath's only novel is a deceptively modest, uncommonly fine piece of  

work. . . A sharp and memorable poignancy. With her classical restraint and purity of  

form, Sylvia Plath is always refusing to break your heart, though in the end, she breaks it  

anyway." — Lucy Rosenthal, Saturday Review  

 

"On February 11, 1963, a 30-year-old American poet, separated from her husband  

and living with her children in a cold London flat, gassed herself and passed into myth.  

Eight months later ten of her last poems, written at a speed of two or three a day, 'written,'  

she said, 'at about four in the morning. . . that still blue, almost eternal hour before the  

baby's cry, before the glassy music of the milkman, settling his bottles,' appeared on two  

pages of Encounter magazine and caused a sensation. In 1965 her husband brought out a  

posthumous collection, Ariel. . . In the eight years since her death Sylvia Plath has  

become a major figure in contemporary literature." — Richard Locke, The New York  

Times Book Review  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dracula – Bram Stoker 
 
By this time I had finished my supper, and by my host’s desire had drawn up a chair by the fire and begun to 
smoke a cigar which he offered me, at the same time excusing himself that he did not smoke. I had now an 
opportunity of observing him, and found him of a very marked physiognomy.  
 
His face was a strong, a very strong, aquiline, with high bridge of the thin nose and peculiarly arched nostrils, 
with lofty domed forehead, and hair growing scantily round the temples but profusely elsewhere. His eyebrows 
were very massive, almost meeting over the nose, and with bushy hair that seemed to curl in its own profusion. 
The mouth, so far as I could see it under the heavy moustache, was fixed and rather cruel-looking, with 
peculiarly sharp white teeth. These protruded over the lips, whose remarkable ruddiness showed astonishing 
vitality in a man of his years. For the rest, his ears were pale, and at the tops extremely pointed. The chin was 
broad and strong, and the cheeks firm though thin. The general effect was one of extraordinary pallor.  
 
Hitherto I had noticed the backs of his hands as they lay on his knees in the firelight, and they had seemed 
rather white and fine. But seeing them now close to me, I could not but notice that they were rather coarse, 
broad, with squat fingers. Strange to say, there were hairs in the centre of the palm. The nails were long and 
fine, and cut to a sharp point. As the Count leaned over me and his hands touched me, I could not repress a 
shudder. It may have been that his breath was rank, but a horrible feeling of nausea came over me, which, do 
what I would, I could not conceal.  
 
The Count, evidently noticing it, drew back. And with a grim sort of smile, which showed more than he had 
yet done his protruberant teeth, sat himself down again on his own side of the fireplace. We were both silent 
for a while, and as I looked towards the window I saw the first dim streak of the coming dawn. There seemed 
a strange stillness over everything. But as I listened, I heard as if from down below in the valley the howling 
of many wolves. The Count’s eyes gleamed, and he said. ‘Listen to them, the children of the night. What 
music they make!’ Seeing, I suppose, some expression in my face strange to him, he added, ‘Ah, sir, you 
dwellers in the city cannot enter into the feelings of the hunter.’ Then he rose and said.  
 
‘But you must be tired. Your bedroom is all ready, and tomorrow you shall sleep as late as you will. I have to 
be away till the afternoon, so sleep well and dream well!’ With a courteous bow, he opened for me himself 
the door to the octagonal room, and I entered my bedroom. I am all in a sea of wonders. I doubt. I fear. I think 
strange things, which I dare not confess to my own soul. God keep me, if only for the sake of those dear to 
me!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Picture of Dorian Gray – Oscar Wilde 
 
After a few moments he said to him, ‘Have you really a very bad influence, Lord Henry? As bad as Basil 
says?’  
 
‘There is no such thing as a good influence, Mr. Gray. All influence is immoral—immoral from the scientific 
point of view.’  
 
‘Why?’  
 
‘Because to influence a person is to give him one’s own soul. He does not think his natural thoughts, or burn 
with his natural passions. His virtues are not real to him. His sins, if there are such things as sins, are borrowed. 
He becomes an echo of someone else’s music, an actor of a part that has not been written for him. The aim of 
life is self-development. To realize one’s nature perfectly—that is what each of us is here for. People are afraid 
of themselves, nowadays. They have forgotten the highest of all duties, the duty that one owes to one’s self. 
Of course, they are charitable. They feed the hungry and clothe the beggar. But their own souls starve, and are 
naked. Courage has gone out of our race. Perhaps we never really had it. The terror of society, which is the 
basis of morals, the terror of God, which is the secret of religion—these are the two things that govern us. And 
yet—‘  
 
‘Just turn your head a little more to the right, Dorian, like a good boy,’ said the painter, deep in his work and 
conscious only that a look had come into the lad’s face that he had never seen there before.  
 
‘And yet,’ continued Lord Henry, in his low, musical voice, and with that graceful wave of the hand that was 
always so characteristic of him, and that he had even in his Eton days, ‘I believe that if one man were to live 
out his life fully and completely, were to give form to every feeling, expression to every thought, reality to 
every dream—I believe that the world would gain such a fresh impulse of joy that we would forget all the 
maladies of mediaevalism, and return to the Hellenic ideal—to something finer, richer than the Hellenic ideal, 
it may be. But the bravest man amongst us is afraid of himself. The mutilation of the savage has its tragic 
survival in the self-denial that mars our lives. We are punished for our refusals. Every impulse that we strive 
to strangle broods in the mind and poisons us. The body sins once, and has done with its sin, for action is a 
mode of purification. Nothing remains then but the recollection of a pleasure, or the luxury of a regret. The 
only way to get rid of a temptation is to yield to it. Resist it, and your soul grows sick with longing for the 
things it has forbidden to itself, with desire for what its monstrous laws have made monstrous and unlawful. 
It has been said that the great events of the world take place in the brain. It is in the brain, and the brain only, 
that the great sins of the world take place.’ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Wuthering Heights – Emily Bronte 
 
‘If I were in heaven, Nelly, I should be extremely miserable.’  
 
‘Because you are not fit to go there,’ I answered. ‘All sinners would be miserable in heaven.’  
 
‘But it is not for that. I dreamt once that I was there.’  
 
‘I tell you I won’t hearken to your dreams, Miss Catherine! I’ll go to bed,’ I interrupted again.  
 
She laughed, and held me down; for I made a motion to leave my chair.  
 
‘This is nothing,’ cried she: ‘I was only going to say that heaven did not seem to be my home; and I broke my 
heart with weeping to come back to earth; and the angels were so angry that they flung me out into the middle 
of the heath on the top of Wuthering Heights; where I woke sobbing for joy. That will do to explain my secret, 
as well as the other. I’ve no more business to marry Edgar Linton than I have to be in heaven; and if the wicked 
man in there had not brought Heathcliff so low, I shouldn’t have thought of it. It would degrade me to marry 
Heathcliff now; so he shall never know how I love him: and that, not because he’s handsome, Nelly, but 
because he’s more myself than I am. Whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the same; and Linton’s 
is as different as a moonbeam from lightning, or frost from fire.’  
 
Ere this speech ended I became sensible of Heathcliff’s presence. Having noticed a slight movement, I turned 
my head, and saw him rise from the bench, and steal out noiselessly. He had listened till he heard Catherine 
say it would degrade her to marry him, and then he stayed to hear no further. My companion, sitting on the 
ground, was prevented by the back of the settle from remarking his presence or departure; but I started, and 
bade her hush!  
 
‘Why?’ she asked, gazing nervously round.  
 
‘Joseph is here,’ I answered, catching opportunely the roll of his cartwheels up the road; ‘and Heathcliff will 
come in with him. I’m not sure whether he were not at the door this moment.’  
 
‘Oh, he couldn’t overhear me at the door!’ said she. ‘Give me Hareton, while you get the supper, and when it 
is ready ask me to sup with you. I want to cheat my uncomfortable conscience, and be convinced that 
Heathcliff has no notion of these things. He has not, has he? He does not know what being in love is!’ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Great Gatsby – F Scott Fitzgerald 
 
We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch.  

‘I’ve got a nice place here,’ he said, his eyes flashing about restlessly.  

Turning me around by one arm he moved a broad flat hand along the front vista, including in its sweep a sunken 
Italian garden, a half-acre of deep pungent roses and a snub-nosed motor boat that bumped the tide off shore.  

‘It belonged to Demaine the oil man.’ He turned me around again, politely and abruptly. ‘We’ll go inside.’  

We walked through a high hallway into a bright rose-coloured space, fragilely bound into the house by French 
windows at either end. The windows were ajar and gleaming white against the fresh grass outside that seemed to 
grow a little way into the house. A breeze blew through the room, blew curtains in at one end and out the other like 
pale flags, twisting them up toward the frosted wedding cake of the ceiling—and then rippled over the wine-
coloured rug, making a shadow on it as wind does on the sea. 

The only completely stationary object in the room was an enormous couch on which two young women were 
buoyed up as though upon an anchored balloon. They were both in white and their dresses were rippling and 
fluttering as if they had just been blown back in after a short flight around the house. I must have stood for a few 
moments listening to the whip and snap of the curtains and the groan of a picture on the wall. Then there was a 
boom as Tom Buchanan shut the rear windows and the caught wind died out about the room and the curtains and 
the rugs and the two young women ballooned slowly to the floor.  

The younger of the two was a stranger to me. She was extended full length at her end of the divan, completely 
motionless and with her chin raised a little as if she were balancing something on it which was quite likely to fall. If 
she saw me out of the corner of her eyes she gave no hint of it—indeed, I was almost surprised into murmuring an 
apology for having disturbed her by coming in.  

The other girl, Daisy, made an attempt to rise—she leaned slightly forward with a conscientious expression— then 
she laughed, an absurd, charming little laugh, and I laughed too and came forward into the room.  

‘I’m p-paralyzed with happiness.’  

She laughed again, as if she said something very witty, and held my hand for a moment, looking up into my face, 
promising that there was no one in the world she so much wanted to see. That was a way she had. She hinted in a 
murmur that the surname of the balancing girl was Baker. (I’ve heard it said that Daisy’s murmur was only to make 
people lean toward her; an irrelevant criticism that made it no less charming.)  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Slaughterhouse Five – Kurt Vonnegut 
 

And Billy took a very short trip through time, made a peewee jump of only ten days, so he was still twelve, still 
touring the West with his family. Now they were down in Carlsbad Caverns, and Billy was praying to God to get him 
out of there before the ceiling fell in.  

A ranger was explaining that the Caverns had been discovered by a cowboy who saw a huge cloud of bats come out 
of a hole in the ground. And then he said that he was going to turn out all the lights., and that it would probably be 
the first time in the lives of most people there that they had ever been in darkness that was total. Out went the 
lights. Billy didn't even know whether he was still alive or not. And then something ghostly floated in air to his left. It 
had numbers on it. His father had taken out his Pocket watch. The watch had a radium dial.  

 

Billy went from total dark to total light, found himself back in the war, back in the delousing station again. The 
shower was over. An unseen hand had turned the water off. When Billy got his clothes back, they weren't any 
cleaner, but all the little animals that had been living in them were dead. So it goes. And his new overcoat was 
thawed out and limp now. It was much too small for Billy. It had a fur collar and a g of crimson silk, and had 
apparently been made for an impresario about as big as an organ-grinder's monkey. It was full of bullet holes.  

Billy Pilgrim dressed himself. He put on the little overcoat, too. It split up the back, and, at the shoulders, the sleeves 
came entirely free. So the coat became a fur-collared vest. It was meant to flare at its owners waist, but the flaring 
took place at Billy's armpits. 'The Germans found him to be one of the most screamingly funny things they had seen 
in all of the Second World War. They laughed and laughed.  

 

And the Germans told everybody else to form in ranks of five, with Billy as their pivot. Then out of doors went the 
parade, and through gate after gate again. 'There were more starving Russians with faces like radium dials. The 
Americans were livelier than before. The jazzing with hot water had cheered them up. And they came to a shed 
where a corporal with only one arm and one eye wrote the name and serial number of each prisoner in a big, red 
ledger. Everybody was legally alive now. Before they got their names and numbers in that book, they were missing in 
action and probably dead. So it goes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 Years A Slave – Solomon Northup 

Having been born a freeman, and for more than thirty years enjoyed the blessings of liberty in a free State—
and having at the end of that time been kidnapped and sold into Slavery, where I remained, until happily 
rescued in the month of January, 1853, after a bondage of twelve years—it has been suggested that an 
account of my life and fortunes would not be uninteresting to the public. 
Since my return to liberty, I have not failed to perceive the increasing interest throughout the Northern 
States, in regard to the subject of Slavery. Works of fiction, professing to portray its features in their more 
pleasing as well as more repugnant aspects, have been[Pg 18] circulated to an extent unprecedented, and, as I 
understand, have created a fruitful topic of comment and discussion. 

I can speak of Slavery only so far as it came under my own observation—only so far as I have known and 
experienced it in my own person. My object is, to give a candid and truthful statement of facts: to repeat the 
story of my life, without exaggeration, leaving it for others to determine, whether even the pages of fiction 
present a picture of more cruel wrong or a severer bondage. 

As far back as I have been able to ascertain, my ancestors on the paternal side were slaves in Rhode Island. 
They belonged to a family by the name of Northup, one of whom, removing to the State of New-York, 
settled at Hoosic, in Rensselaer county. He brought with him Mintus Northup, my father. On the death of 
this gentleman, which must have occurred some fifty years ago, my father became free, having been 
emancipated by a direction in his will. 

Henry B. Northup, Esq., of Sandy Hill, a distinguished counselor at law, and the man to whom, under 
Providence, I am indebted for my present liberty, and my return to the society of my wife and children, is a 
relative of the family in which my forefathers were thus held to service, and from which they took the name 
I bear. To this fact may be attributed the persevering interest he has taken in my behalf. 
Sometime after my father's liberation, he removed to the town of Minerva, Essex county, N. Y., where I[Pg 

19] was born, in the month of July, 1808. How long he remained in the latter place I have not the means of 
definitely ascertaining. From thence he removed to Granville, Washington county, near a place known as 
Slyborough, where, for some years, he labored on the farm of Clark Northup, also a relative of his old 
master; from thence he removed to the Alden farm, at Moss Street, a short distance north of the village of 
Sandy Hill; and from thence to the farm now owned by Russel Pratt, situated on the road leading from Fort 
Edward to Argyle, where he continued to reside until his death, which took place on the 22d day of 
November, 1829. He left a widow and two children—myself, and Joseph, an elder brother. The latter is still 
living in the county of Oswego, near the city of that name; my mother died during the period of my 
captivity. 

Though born a slave, and laboring under the disadvantages to which my unfortunate race is subjected, my 
father was a man respected for his industry and integrity, as many now living, who well remember him, are 
ready to testify. His whole life was passed in the peaceful pursuits of agriculture, never seeking employment 
in those more menial positions, which seem to be especially allotted to the children of Africa. Besides giving 
us an education surpassing that ordinarily bestowed upon children in our condition, he acquired, by his 
diligence and economy, a sufficient property qualification to entitle him to the right of suffrage. He was 
accustomed to speak to us of his[Pg 20] early life; and although at all times cherishing the warmest emotions of 
kindness, and even of affection towards the family, in whose house he had been a bondsman, he nevertheless 
comprehended the system of Slavery, and dwelt with sorrow on the degradation of his race. He endeavored 
to imbue our minds with sentiments of morality, and to teach us to place our trust and confidence in Him 
who regards the humblest as well as the highest of his creatures. How often since that time has the 
recollection of his paternal counsels occurred to me, while lying in a slave hut in the distant and sickly 
regions of Louisiana, smarting with the undeserved wounds which an inhuman master had inflicted, and 
longing only for the grave which had covered him, to shield me also from the lash of the oppressor. In the 
church-yard at Sandy Hill, an humble stone marks the spot where he reposes, after having worthily 
performed the duties appertaining to the lowly sphere wherein God had appointed him to walk. 
 

 

 



Catch-22 – Joseph Heller 
 

All the officer patients in the ward were forced to censor letters written by all the enlisted-men patients, 
who were kept in residence in wards of their own. It was a monotonous job, and Yossarian was 
disappointed to learn that the lives of enlisted men were only slightly more interesting than the lives of 
officers. After the first day he had no curiosity at all. To break the monotony he invented games. Death to 
all modifiers, he declared one day, and out of every letter that passed through his hands went every 
adverb and every adjective. The next day he made war on articles. He reached a much higher plane of 
creativity the following day when he blacked out everything in the letters but *a, an* and *the*. That 
erected more dynamic intralinear tensions, he felt, and in just about every case left a message far more 
universal. Soon he was proscribing parts of salutations and signatures and leaving the text untouched. One 
time he blacked out all but the salutation 'Dear Mary' from a letter, and at the bottom he wrote, 'I yearn 
for you tragically. R. O. Shipman, Chaplain, U.S. Army.' R.O. Shipman was the group chaplain's name.  

 

When he had exhausted all possibilities in the letters, he began attacking the names and addresses on the 
envelopes, obliterating whole homes and streets, annihilating entire metropolises with careless flicks of his 
wrist as though he were God. Catch-22 required that each censored letter bear the censoring officer's 
name. Most letters he didn't read at all. On those he didn't read at all he wrote his own name. On those he 
did read he wrote, 'Washington Irving.' When that grew monotonous he wrote, 'Irving Washington.' 
Censoring the envelopes had serious repercussions, produced a ripple of anxiety on some ethereal military 
echelon that floated a C.I.D. man back into the ward posing as a patient. They all knew he was a C.I.D. man 
because he kept inquiring about an officer named Irving or Washington and because after his first day 
there he wouldn't censor letters. He found them too monotonous. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Brave New World – Aldous Huxley 
 

Chapter One  

 

 

A SQUAT grey building of only thirty-four stories. Over the main entrance the words, CENTRAL   
LONDON HATCHERY AND CONDITIONING CENTRE, and, in a shield, the World State's motto, COMMUNITY, 
IDENTITY, STABILITY.  

 

The enormous room on the ground floor faced towards the north. Cold for all the summer beyond  
the panes, for all the tropical heat of the room itself, a harsh thin light glared through the  
windows, hungrily seeking some draped lay figure, some pallid shape of academic gooseflesh, but 
finding only the glass and nickel and bleakly shining porcelain of a laboratory. Wintriness    
responded to wintriness. The overalls of the workers were white, their hands gloved with a pale 
corpse-coloured rubber. The light was frozen, dead, a ghost. Only from the yellow barrels of   
the microscopes did it borrow a certain rich and living substance, lying along the polished tub
es like butter, streak after luscious streak in long recession down the work tables.  

 

"And this," said the Director opening the door, "is the Fertilizing Room."  

 

Bent over their instruments, three hundred Fertilizers were plunged, as the Director of        
Hatcheries and Conditioning entered the room, in the scarcely breathing silence, the absent-min
ded, soliloquizing hum or whistle, of absorbed concentration. A troop of newly arrived students 
very young, pink and callow, followed nervously, rather abjectly, at the Director's heels. Each 
of them carried a notebook, in which, whenever the great man spoke, he desperately scribbled.     
Straight from the horse's mouth. It was a rare privilege. The D. H. C. for Central London      
always made a point of personally conducting his new students round the various departments.  

 

"Just to give you a general idea," he would explain to them. For of course some sort of general 
idea they must have, if they were to do their work intelligently-though as little of one, if   
they were to be good and happy members of society, as possible. For particulars, as every one    
knows, make for virtue and happiness; generalities are intellectually necessary evils. Not     
philosophers but fret-sawyers and stamp collectors compose the backbone of society.  

 

"To-morrow," he would add, smiling at them with a slightly menacing geniality, "you'll be settl
ing down to serious work. You won't have time for generalities. Meanwhile ..."  

 

Meanwhile, it was a privilege.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Never Let Me Go – Kazuo Ishiguro 

 

 



 
 
Online editions 
 
 
https://www.planetebook.com/free-ebooks/1984.pdf Read it here: 1984 – George Orwell 

https://epdf.pub/atonementa44b158966bc8442b357d3883d5593d543983.html Read it here: Atonement – Ian 
McEwan 

https://www.tyrone.k12.pa.us/site/handlers/filedownload.ashx?moduleinstanceid=2789&dataid=3197&FileName=
On%20the%20Road.pdf Read it here: On The Road – Jack Kerouac 

https://www.fadedpage.com/books/20171024/html.php Read it here: As I Lay Dying – William Faulkner 

https://docs.google.com/viewer?a=v&pid=sites&srcid=YW5udXJpc2xhbWljc2Nob29sLm9yZ3xzaXN0ZXIta2F0ZWx5bn
xneDo2NjVmZmE1NzNjNjc4NWM Read it here: To Kill A Mockingbird – Harper Lee 

https://epdf.pub/white-teeth-a-novel.html Read it here:  White Teeth – Zadie Smith 

https://www.larevuedesressources.org/IMG/pdf/dadoes.pdf Read it here: Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep? 
Philip K Dick 

http://mrsfieldstchs.weebly.com/uploads/3/7/7/1/37719247/the_road_-_text.pdf Read it here: The Road – Cormac 
McCarthy 

https://file.largepdf.com/file/2019/08/28/The%20Handmaid_s%20Tale.pdf Read it here: The Handmaid’s Tale – 
Margaret Atwood 

http://online.fliphtml5.com/kmfb/xrnv/#p=4 Read it here: Kite Runner – Khaled Hosseini 

https://www.chinhnghia.com/1836.pdf Read it here: In Cold Blood – Truman Capote 

https://www.uzickagimnazija.edu.rs/files/Catcher%20in%20the%20Rye.pdf Read it here: Catcher in the Rye – JD 
Salinger 

https://d2ct263enury6r.cloudfront.net/X2bpH13Xnjn4ZJspWQzb5LMu7BGp5CUGaPGFQqVXvLT2M1AW.pdf Read it 
here: Lord of the Flies – William Golding 

https://archive.org/details/in.ernet.dli.2015.461023/page/n1/mode/2up Read it here: Rebecca – Daphne du 
Maurier 

https://www.matermiddlehigh.org/ourpages/auto/2012/11/16/50246772/Beloved.pdf Read it here: Beloved – Toni 
Morrison 

https://archive.org/stream/TheBellJar_201810/The%20Bell%20Jar%20_djvu.txt Read it here: The Bell Jar – Sylvia 
Plath 

https://www.planetebook.com/free-ebooks/dracula.pdf Read it here: Dracula – Bram Stoker 

https://www.planetebook.com/the-picture-of-dorian-gray/ Read it here: Picture of Dorian Gray – Oscar Wilde 

https://www.planetebook.com/free-ebooks/wuthering-heights.pdf Read it here: Wuthering Heights – Emily Bronte 

https://www.planetebook.com/free-ebooks/the-great-gatsby.pdf Read it here: The Great Gatsby – F Scott Fitzgerald 

https://antilogicalism.com/wp-content/uploads/2018/04/slaughterhouse-five.pdf Read it here: Slaughterhouse Five 
– Kurt Vonnegut 

http://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/45631 Read it here: 12 Years A Slave – Solomon Northup 

https://antilogicalism.com/wp-content/uploads/2018/04/catch-22.pdf Read it here: Catch-22 – Joseph Heller 

https://www.planetebook.com/free-ebooks/1984.pdf
https://epdf.pub/atonementa44b158966bc8442b357d3883d5593d543983.html
https://www.tyrone.k12.pa.us/site/handlers/filedownload.ashx?moduleinstanceid=2789&dataid=3197&FileName=On%20the%20Road.pdf
https://www.tyrone.k12.pa.us/site/handlers/filedownload.ashx?moduleinstanceid=2789&dataid=3197&FileName=On%20the%20Road.pdf
https://www.fadedpage.com/books/20171024/html.php
https://docs.google.com/viewer?a=v&pid=sites&srcid=YW5udXJpc2xhbWljc2Nob29sLm9yZ3xzaXN0ZXIta2F0ZWx5bnxneDo2NjVmZmE1NzNjNjc4NWM
https://docs.google.com/viewer?a=v&pid=sites&srcid=YW5udXJpc2xhbWljc2Nob29sLm9yZ3xzaXN0ZXIta2F0ZWx5bnxneDo2NjVmZmE1NzNjNjc4NWM
https://epdf.pub/white-teeth-a-novel.html
https://www.larevuedesressources.org/IMG/pdf/dadoes.pdf
http://mrsfieldstchs.weebly.com/uploads/3/7/7/1/37719247/the_road_-_text.pdf
https://file.largepdf.com/file/2019/08/28/The%20Handmaid_s%20Tale.pdf
http://online.fliphtml5.com/kmfb/xrnv/#p=4
https://www.chinhnghia.com/1836.pdf
https://www.uzickagimnazija.edu.rs/files/Catcher%20in%20the%20Rye.pdf
https://d2ct263enury6r.cloudfront.net/X2bpH13Xnjn4ZJspWQzb5LMu7BGp5CUGaPGFQqVXvLT2M1AW.pdf
https://archive.org/details/in.ernet.dli.2015.461023/page/n1/mode/2up
https://www.matermiddlehigh.org/ourpages/auto/2012/11/16/50246772/Beloved.pdf
https://archive.org/stream/TheBellJar_201810/The%20Bell%20Jar%20_djvu.txt
https://www.planetebook.com/free-ebooks/dracula.pdf
https://www.planetebook.com/the-picture-of-dorian-gray/
https://www.planetebook.com/free-ebooks/wuthering-heights.pdf
https://www.planetebook.com/free-ebooks/the-great-gatsby.pdf
https://antilogicalism.com/wp-content/uploads/2018/04/slaughterhouse-five.pdf
http://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/45631
https://antilogicalism.com/wp-content/uploads/2018/04/catch-22.pdf


https://archive.org/details/ost-english-brave_new_world_aldous_huxley/mode/2up Read it here: Brave New World 
– Aldous Huxley 

https://www.yumpu.com/en/document/read/7849757/never-let-me-go-kazuo-ishiguro Read it here: Never Let Me 
Go – Kazuo Ishiguro 

https://archive.org/details/ost-english-brave_new_world_aldous_huxley/mode/2up
https://www.yumpu.com/en/document/read/7849757/never-let-me-go-kazuo-ishiguro

	1984 – George Orwell
	There seemed to be no colour in anything, except the posters that were plastered everywhere
	Atonement – Ian McEwan
	On The Road – Jack Kerouac
	As I Lay Dying – William Faulkner
	To Kill a Mockingbird – Harper Lee
	White Teeth – Zadie Smith
	Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep? – Philip K Dick
	The Road – Cormac McCarthy
	The Handmaid’s Tale – Margaret Atwood
	Kite Runner – Khaled Hosseini
	In Cold Blood – Truman Capote
	Catcher in the Rye – JD Salinger
	Lord of the Flies – William Golding
	Rebecca – Daphne Du Maurier
	Beloved – Toni Morrison
	The Bell Jar – Sylvia Plath
	Dracula – Bram Stoker
	Picture of Dorian Gray – Oscar Wilde
	Wuthering Heights – Emily Bronte
	The Great Gatsby – F Scott Fitzgerald
	Slaughterhouse Five – Kurt Vonnegut
	12 Years A Slave – Solomon Northup
	Catch-22 – Joseph Heller
	Brave New World – Aldous Huxley
	Never Let Me Go – Kazuo Ishiguro
	Online editions


