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Resources for use with Year 10 Term 1 Sept 2018 (Inspirational People – AQA Paper 2).  

Lesson 10.1  

Specimen Paper 2 - https://filestore.aqa.org.uk/resources/english/AQA-87002-SIN.PDF  

(question paper, mark scheme, and insert).  

Please do NOT use the June 2017 series as thi will be used for the December Mock exam. 

Lesson 10.3 

Transcript of ‘No arms, no legs, no worries’ by Nick Vujicic  

I have no arms and no legs but I’m very thankful I have my little chicken drumstick here. People freak out when they 

see me for the first time. It’s so cool, I was at a waterslide, all  by myself, everyone at the bottom of the slide was 

waiting for people to come down and here I come they’re freaking out and they’re like [surprised face] and I was so 

tempted to look at myself and go ‘what happened?!’  

And there were times when I sort of looked at my life and thought I can’t do this and I can’t do that. And you keep on 

concentrating on the things you wish you had and the things that you wish you didn’t have and you sort of forget 

about the things that you do have. And there’s no point I believe, in my life, where ‘I wish I had arms and legs, I wish 

I had arms and legs’.. well, wishing won’t help.  

What I’ve seen in life - and just a couple of key principles -  the first thing that I’ve seen  is to be thankful. It’s hard to 

be thankful man, I tell you, when I was eight year old I sort of summed up my life and thought I’m never going to get 

married, you know, I’m not going to have a job, I’m not going to have a life of purpose. What kind of a husband am I 

going to be if I can’t even hold my wife’s hand?  

It’s a lie to think you’re not good enough; it’s a lie to think that you’re not worth anything! 

I love life. You know, so many people come and say how come you smile so much? And I’m like well.. it’s a long 

story.. but it’s very simple at the same time. You see it’s very hard in life to smile sometime, there are things that 

happen that you don’t know, that you don’t understand, and you don’t know if you’re going to get through it. You 

know, you go through your storms in life and you don’t know how long this storm is going to be. And today I want to 

share with you some principles that I’ve learned in my life that you can use in yours.  

Be patient: it’s beautiful and I tell you it’s the hardest thing. But I realised I may not have hands to hold my wife’s, 

but when the time comes I’ll be able to hold her heart. I don’t need hands to hold her heart.  

You know, it’s scary to know how many girls have eating disorders. It is scary to know how many people are just 

angry at life, because of their situation at home, and angry at others. It’s scary to know how many people feel like 

they’re worth nothing. Every single girl right here right now, I want you to know that you are beautiful. You are 

gorgeous just the way you are. And boys.. you’re the man! 

On this DVD I share my experiences in life of how I’ve overcome challenges and seen a new, fresh perspective in life. 

To be thankful, to dream big, and to never give up. I speak to children, youths, and adults about key issues and 

principles that I apply in my life that’s given me the strength to conquer all that comes before me.   

Mark scheme for Paper 2 Q3 –  https://filestore.aqa.org.uk/resources/english/AQA-87002-SMS.PDF (remove 

indicative content) 

https://filestore.aqa.org.uk/resources/english/AQA-87002-SIN.PDF
https://filestore.aqa.org.uk/resources/english/AQA-87002-SMS.PDF
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Reading Task One – Prince Harry’s Speech at the Opening Ceremony of Invictus Games Toronto 2017 

“Hello Toronto, bonsoir le Canada.  

 

Invictus is about the dedication of the men and women who served their countries, confronted hardship, and 

refused to be defined by their injuries. Invictus is about the families and friends who faced the shock of learning that 

their loved ones had been injured or fallen ill – and then rallied to support them on their journey of recovery. 

And above all, Invictus is about the example to the world that all service men and women – injured or not – provide 

about the importance of service and duty. 

 

The true scale of this example was brought home to me when I left Afghanistan after my first deployment there in 

2008. As I was waiting to board the plane, the coffin of a Danish soldier was loaded on by his friends. Once on the 

flight, I was confronted with three British soldiers, all in induced comas, with missing limbs, and wrapped in plastic. 

The way I viewed service and sacrifice changed forever. And the direction of my life changed with it. I knew that it 

was my responsibility to use the great platform that I have to help the world understand and be inspired by the spirit 

of those who wear the uniform. 

 

In a world where so many have reasons to feel cynical and apathetic, I wanted to find a way for veterans to be a 

beacon of light, and show us all that we have a role to play; that we all win when we respect our friends, neighbours, 

and communities. That’s why we created Invictus. Not only to help veterans recover from their physical and mental 

wounds; but also to inspire people to follow their example of resilience, optimism, and service in their own lives. 

 

We made a great start in London in 2014. We took it to the next level in Orlando last year. And over the next week – 

in this year as we celebrate Canada’s 150th anniversary – Toronto is going to put on a games that draws the 

attention of the world. More competitors, more sports, more nations, more friends, more families and more people 

watching at home than ever before. With the people in this arena tonight – and those watching across Canada and 

around the world – we have the biggest crowd Invictus has ever enjoyed. 

 

In the days ahead, I know many of you will be experiencing Invictus for the first time.I hope you’re ready. I hope 

you’re ready for some fierce competition. I hope you’re ready to see the meaning of teamwork that proves anything 

is possible when we work together.I hope you’re ready to see courage and determination that will inspire you to 

power through the challenges in your own life. I hope you’re ready to see role models in action that any parent will 

want their children to look up to. And I hope you’re ready to see lives change in front of your eyes. 

 

Before I close I want to speak directly to the competitors. For the next week, we entrust you with the Invictus spirit. 

You have all come such a long way. Some of you have cheated death and come back stronger than before. Some of 

you have overcome emotional challenges that until very recent years would have seen you written off and ignored. 

 

And now you are here. On the world stage. Flags on your chests. Representing your countries again. Supporting your 

teammates, and looking up into the stands, and into the eyes of your friends and families. You are all winners. Please 

don’t forget to love every second of it. 

 

Don’t forget about our friends who didn’t come home from the battlefield. Don’t forget those at home who still 

need our support. And don’t forget that you are proving to the world that anything is possible. 

 

You are Invictus. Let’s get started. 
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Lesson 10.6  

 

Invictus (William Ernest Henley)  

 

Out of the night that covers me,  
      Black as the pit from pole to pole,  
I thank whatever gods may be  
      For my unconquerable soul.  
 
In the fell clutch of circumstance  
      I have not winced nor cried aloud.  
Under the bludgeonings of chance  
      My head is bloody, but unbowed.  
 
Beyond this place of wrath and tears  
      Looms but the Horror of the shade,  
And yet the menace of the years  
      Finds and shall find me unafraid.  
 
It matters not how strait the gate,  
      How charged with punishments the scroll,  
I am the master of my fate,  
      I am the captain of my soul.  
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Lesson 10.8  

 

21st Century text:  

Aron Ralston’s story of survival after getting his arm stuck under a boulder in the Utah canyons. It’s taken from an 

American newspaper article. 

‘I realised early on that I was going to have to cut my arm off to get free, but there was also resistance: I didn’t want 

to do it,’ he says. ‘But by the second day I was already figuring out how I could do it, so in the film [127 hours based 

on this experience] you see that progression: trying to cut into the arm like a saw, finding the tourniquet , then the 

realisation that the knife was to dull to get through the bone. That despair was followed by a kind of peace; a 

realisation that I was going to die there and there was nothing I could do. It was no longer up to me. All I could do 

was see it through to the end.’ 

After five and a half days inside the canyon, out of water, delirious and hallucinating, Ralston had an epiphany*. ‘I 

felt the bone bend and I realised I could use the boulder to break it. It was like fireworks going off. I was going to get 

out of there.’ 

Ralston managed to use his body weight to violently bend his arm until the boulder snapped his forearm. He then 

ingeniously use the attachment from his hydration pack – a bendy rubber hose that you use to suck water out of the 

pack – as a makeshift tourniquet, and began sawing and cutting through the remaining cartilage, skin and tendons 

with his multi-tool. 

 

 

19th Century text:  

The following article is from a British newspaper in 1860 and is about a young girl who worked in an industrial 

cotton mill. 

A shocking accident, which will probably prove fatal, occurred at the Mechanics Mill, this forenoon. Annie McNeal, a 

girl about 15 years old in some unknown manner, got her hair caught in the ’back shaft’ of a fine speeder* and was 

drawn into the machine. The speeder was stopped as soon as possible but it was some time before the girl could be 

extracted, her hair and portions of her scalp having become wound around the machine. She was immediately 

removed to her home on North Main Street and Dr A.M. Jackson was summoned.  

Dr Jackson found four scalp wounds, the one behind her left ear being five inches long. A piece of skull two inches 

long by an inch and a quarter wide was also missing and the brain was laid bare though uninjured. It is barely 

possible that the child will recover, but it is more probable that inflammation will set in with fatal results. 

*speeder  - large factory machine that makes cloth 
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Lesson 10.10  20th Century text: taken from the autobiography ‘My Left Foot’ by Christy Brown, published 1954 

I was born in the Rotunda Hospital, on June 5th, 1932. There were nine children before me and twelve after me, so I 

myself belong to the middle group. Out of this total of twenty-two, seventeen lived, four died in infancy, leaving 

thirteen still to hold the family fort. 

Mine was a difficult birth, I am told. Both mother and son almost died. A whole army of relations queued up outside 

the hospital until the small hours of the morning, waiting for news and praying furiously that it would be good. 

It was mother who first saw that there was something wrong with me. I was about four months old at the time. She 

noticed that my head had a habit of falling backwards whenever she tried to feed me. She attempted to correct this 

by placing her hand on the back of my neck to keep it steady. But when she took it away back it would drop again. 

That was the first warning sign. Then she became aware of other defects as I got older. She saw that my hands were 

clenched nearly all of the time and were inclined to twine behind my back; my mouth couldn’t grasp the teat of the 

bottle because even at that early age my jaws would either lock together tightly, so that it was impossible for her to 

open them, or they would suddenly become limp and fall loose, dragging my whole mouth to one side. At six months 

I could not sit up without having a mountain of pillows around me; at twelve months it was the same.  

Very worried by this, mother told father her fears, and they decided to seek medical advice without any further 

delay. I was a little over a year old when they began to take me to hospitals and clinics, convinced that there was 

something definitely wrong with me, something which they could not understand or name, but which was very real 

and disturbing. 

Almost every doctor who saw and examined me, labelled me a very interesting but also a hopeless case. Many told 

mother very gently that I was mentally defective and would remain so. That was a hard blow to a young mother who 

had already reared five healthy children. The doctors were so very sure of themselves that mother’s faith in me 

seemed almost an impertinence. They assured her that nothing could be done for me.  

She refused to accept this truth, the inevitable truth – as it then seemed – that I was beyond cure, beyond saving, 

even beyond hope. She could not and would not believe that I was an imbecile, as the doctors told her. She had 

nothing in the world to go by, not a scrap of evidence to support her conviction that, though my body was crippled, 

my mind was not. In spite of all the doctors and specialists told her, she would not agree. I don’t believe she knew 

why – she just knew without feeling the smallest shade of doubt. 

Finding that the doctors could not help in any way beyond telling her not to place her trust in me, or, in other words, 

to forget I was a human creature, rather to regard me as just something to be fed and washed and then put away 

again, mother decided there and then to take matters into her own hands. I was her child, and therefore part of the 

family. No matter how dull and incapable I might grow up to be, she was determined to treat me on the same plane 

as the others, and not as ‘queer one’ in the back room who was never spoken of when visitors were present. 

That was a momentous decision as far as my future life was concerned. It meant that I would always have my 

mother on my side to help me fight all the battles that were to come, and to inspire me with new strength when I 

was almost beaten. But it wasn’t easy for her because now the relatives and friends had decided otherwise. They 

contended that I should be taken kindly, sympathetically, but not seriously. That would be a mistake. “For your own 

sake,” they told her, “don’t look to the boy as you would to the others; it would only break your heart in the end.” 

Luckily for me, mother and father held out against the lot of them. But mother wasn’t content just to say that I was 

not an idiot, she set out to prove it, not because of any rigid sense of duty, but out of love. That is why she was so 

successful 
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19th Century text: In this autobiographical extract, the writer is a doctor who describes meeting a man named John 

Merrick who was born with severe physical deformities. Merrick was being exhibited as a ‘freak show’ attraction 

in a circus – and was given the nickname, ‘The Elephant Man.’ 

The shop was empty and grey with dust. Some old tins and a few shrivelled potatoes occupied a shelf and some 

vegetables littered the window. The light of the place was dim, being obscured by the painted placard outside. The 

far end of the shop – where I expect the late proprietor sat at a desk – was cut off by a curtain or rather by a red 

tablecloth suspended from a cord by a few rings.  

The showman pulled back the curtain and revealed a bent figure crouching on a stool and covered by a brown 

blanket. In front of it, on a tripod, was a large brick heated by a Bunsen burner. Over this the creature was huddled 

to warm itself. It never moved when the curtain was drawn back. Locked up in an empty shop and lit by the faint 

blue light of the gas jet, this hunched-up figure was the embodiment of loneliness. It might have been a captive in a 

cavern or a wizard watching for unholy apparitions in the ghostly flame. Outside the sun was shining and one could 

hear the footsteps of the passers-by, a tune whistled by a boy and the familiar hum of traffic in the road. 

The showman – speaking as if to a dog – called out harshly: “Stand up!” The thing arose slowly and let the blanket 

that covered its head and back fall to the ground. There stood revealed the most disgusting specimen of humanity 

that I have ever seen. In the course of my profession I had come upon tragic deformities of the face due to injury or 

disease, as well as mutilations and contortions of the body depending upon like causes; but at no time had I met 

with such a degraded or perverted version of a human being as this lone figure displayed. He was naked to the waist, 

his feet were bare, he wore a pair of threadbare trousers that had once belonged to some fat gentleman’s dress suit. 

From the advertisement in the street I had imagined the Elephant Man to be of gigantic size. This, however, was a 

little man below the average height and made to look shorter by the bowing of his back. The most striking feature 

about him was his enormous and misshapen head. From the brow there projected a huge bony mass like a loaf, 

while from the back of the head hung a bag of spongy, fungous-looking skin, the surface of which was comparable to 

a brown cauliflower. On the top of the skull were a few long lank hairs. The osseous growth on the forehead almost 

obscured one eye. The circumference of the head was no less than that of the man’s waist. From the upper jaw 

there projected another mass of bone. It protruded from the mouth like a pink stump, turning the upper lip inside 

out and making of the mouth a mere slobbering aperture. This growth from the jaw had been so exaggerated in the 

painting as to appear to be a rudimentary trunk or tusk. His nose was merely a lump of flesh, only recognizable as a 

nose from its position. The back was horrible, because from it hung, as far down as the middle of the thigh, huge, 

sack-like masses of flesh covered by the same loathsome cauliflower skin. 

The right arm was of enormous size and shapeless. It was overgrown also with pendent masses of the same 

cauliflower-like skin. His hand was large and clumsy – a fin or paddle rather than a hand. There was no distinction 

between the palm and the back. The thumb had the appearance of a radish, while the fingers might have been its 

thick, tuberous roots. As a limb it was almost useless. The other arm was remarkable by contrast. It was not only 

normal but was, moreover, a delicately shaped limb covered with fine skin and provided with a beautiful hand which 

any woman might have envied. From the chest hung a bag of the same repulsive flesh.  

To add a further burden to his trouble the wretched man, when a boy, developed hip disease, which had left him 

permanently lame, so that he could only walk with a stick. He was thus denied all means of escape from his 

tormentors. As he told me later, he could never run away. One other feature must be mentioned to emphasize his 

isolation from his kind. Although he was already repellent enough, there arose from the fungous skin-growth with 

which he was almost covered a very sickening stench which was hard to tolerate. From the showman I learnt nothing 
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about the Elephant Man, except that he was English, that his name was John Merrick and that he was twenty-one 

years of age. 

 

Lesson 10.12  - Reading Task 2  

19th Century text: Florence Nightingale was a nurse during the Crimean war, when Britain and France went to war 

with Russia for two years in 1854. In this extract, she describes her role nursing wounded soldiers: 

A message came to me to prepare for 510 wounded on our side of the Hospital who were arriving from the dreadful 

affair of the 5th November from Balaklava, in which battle were 1763 wounded and 442 killed, besides 96 officers 

wounded and 38 killed. I always expected to end my Days as Hospital Matron, but I never expected to be Barrack 

Mistress. We had but half an hour’s notice before they began landing the wounded. Between one and 9 o’clock we 

had the mattresses stuffed, sewn up, laid down—alas! Only upon matting on the floor—the men washed and put to 

bed, and all their wounds dressed. I wish I had time. I would write you a letter dear to a surgeon’s heart. I am as 

good as a Medical Times! But oh! you Gentlemen of England who sit at home in all the well-earned satisfaction of 

your successful cases, can have little idea from reading the newspapers of the horror and misery in a Military 

Hospital of operating upon these dying, exhausted men. A London Hospital is like a Garden of Flowers compared to 

it. 

We have our Quarters in one Tower of the Barrack, and all this fresh influx has been laid down between us and the 

Main Guard, in two Corridors, with a line of beds down each side, just room for one person to pass between, and 

four wards. Yet in the midst of this appalling horror (we are steeped up to our necks in blood) there is some good, 

and I can truly say, like St. Peter: “It is good for us to be here”—though I doubt that if St. Peter had been here, he 

would have said so. As I went my night-rounds among the newly wounded that first night, there was not one 

murmur, not one groan, the strictest discipline—the most absolute silence and quiet prevailed—only the steps of 

the Sentry—and I heard one man say: “I was dreaming of my friends at Home,” and another said, “I was thinking of 

them.” These poor fellows bear pain and mutilation with an unshrinking heroism which is really superhuman, and 

die, or are cut up without a complaint. 

The wounded are now lying up to our very door, and we are landing 540 more from the Andes. I take rank in the 

Army as Brigadier General, because 40 British females, whom I have with me, are more difficult to manage than 

4000 men. Let no lady come out here who is not used to fatigue. Every ten minutes an Orderly runs, and we have to 

go and cram lint (bandages)  into the wound till a Surgeon can be sent for, and stop the Bleeding as well as we can. 

In all our corridor, I think we have not an average of three Limbs per man. And there are two Ships more “loading” at 

the Crimea with wounded—(this is our Phraseology). Then come the operations, and a melancholy, not an 

encouraging List is this. They are all performed in the wards—no time to move them; one poor fellow exhausted 

with hæmorrhage, has his leg amputated as a last hope, and dies ten minutes after the Surgeon has left him. Almost 

before the breath has left his body it is sewn up in its blanket, and carried away and buried the same day.  

We have no room for Corpses in the Wards. The Surgeons pass on to the next, an excision of the shoulder-joint, 

beautifully performed and going on well. Ball lodged just in the head of the joint and fracture starred all round. The 

next poor fellow has two Stumps for arms, and the next has lost an arm and a leg. As for the Balls they go in where 

they like and come out where they like and do as much harm as they can in passing.  
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21st Century text: Article taken from www.nursingtimes.net, May 7th 2014 

The majority of NHS nurses feel underpaid, overworked and undervalued, according to a survey carried out jointly by 

Nursing Times and ITV. 

More than eight of 10 nurses said they did not have enough time to give patients adequate care and a quarter 

believed they had put a patient’s life at risk because they were too busy or overworked. Staff shortages and too 

much paperwork were the most common factors stopping nurses from doing their job properly, they said. 

The survey results were due to be featured this week in ITV’s breakfast programme Good Morning Britain, as part of 

a special edition on nursing. The findings are a stark reminder of the everyday pressures faced by frontline nursing 

staff, and their view that staffing remains the key factor in ensuring patient safety. 

Despite an increasing recognition by many hospital trusts that they need to recruit more nurses, the findings suggest 

there is still a long way to go. This was further confirmed last week when persistent staff shortages were cited as a 

major factor for Heatherwood and Wexham Park Hospitals Foundation Trust being placed in “special measures” by 

healthcare regulators. 

Around two-thirds of respondents, 66%, said they worried about the level of care that their ward, hospital or clinic 

could give to patients outside normal working hours. A similar percentage said their ward, hospital or clinic could not 

function at night, weekends or Bank Holidays without using agency staff. A massive 96% of respondents said there is 

too much paperwork in the NHS, in spite of ongoing efforts to reduce it, for example by improving technology, and it 

being a government priority that is often name-checked in ministerial speeches. 

In addition, 76% of survey respondents said they did not feel valued by their manager and 86% said they did not get 

paid enough money for the job they do. A possible concern is that a significant chunk of respondents lacked 

confidence in their own work environment. Asked whether they would be happy to be a patient in the ward, hospital 

or clinic where they worked, 57% “yes” but 43% said “no”. Meanwhile, when asked whether they would encourage 

their own child to go into nursing, based on their experience, 73% of participants said “no”, while only 27% 

answered “yes”. 

Although, the survey results highlighted the struggles faced by nurses, respondents remained positive about their 

motivation. One nurse said: “My job is great and I love it, when I am given the opportunity to do it well,” while 

another stated: “Although my responses are negative, I love my job.” A further respondent said: “Despite all the 

pressures, the public should understand that as nurses we do try our best.”  
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10.13 – text types  

Speech: Extract from Malala Yousafzai’s speech at the Youth Takeover of the United Nations 

Dear brothers and sisters, do remember one thing. Malala day is not my day. Today is the day of every woman, every 

boy and every girl who have raised their voice for their rights. There are hundreds of Human rights activists and 

social workers who are not only speaking for human rights, but who are struggling to achieve their goals of 

education, peace and equality. Thousands of people have been killed by the terrorists and millions have been 

injured. I am just one of them. 

So here I stand...    one girl among many. I speak – not for myself, but for all girls and boys. I raise up my voice – not 

so that I can shout, but so that those without a voice can be heard. 

Those who have fought for their rights: Their right to live in peace. Their right to be treated with dignity. Their right 

to equality of opportunity. Their right to be educated. 

Dear Friends, on the 9th of October 2012, the Taliban shot me on the left side of my forehead. They shot my friends 

too. They thought that the bullets would silence us. But they failed. And then, out of that silence came, thousands of 

voices. The terrorists thought that they would change our aims and stop our ambitions but nothing changed in my 

life except this: Weakness, fear and hopelessness died. Strength, power and courage was born.  I am the same 

Malala. My ambitions are the same. My hopes are the same. My dreams are the same.  

Dear sisters and brothers, I am not against anyone. Neither am I here to speak in terms of personal revenge against 

the Taliban or any other terrorists group. I am here to speak up for the right of education of every child. I want 

education for the sons and the daughters of all the extremists especially the Taliban. 

I do not even hate the Talib who shot me. Even if there is a gun in my hand and he stands in front of me. I would not 

shoot him. This is the compassion that I have learnt from Muhammad-the prophet of mercy, Jesus Christ and Lord 

Buddha. This is the legacy of change that I have inherited from Martin Luther King, Nelson Mandela and Muhammad 

Ali Jinnah. This is the philosophy of non-violence that I have learnt from Gandhi Jee, Bacha Khan and Mother Teresa. 

And this is the forgiveness that I have learnt from my mother and father. This is what my soul is telling me, be 

peaceful and love everyone.  

Dear sisters and brothers, we realise the importance of light when we see darkness. We realise the importance of 

our voice when we are silenced. In the same way, when we were in Swat, the north of Pakistan, we realised the 

importance of pens and books when we saw the guns. 

The wise saying, “The pen is mightier than sword” was true. The extremists are afraid of books and pens. The power 

of education frightens them. They are afraid of women. The power of the voice of women frightens them. And that is 

why they killed 14 innocent medical students in the recent attack in Quetta. And that is why they killed many female 

teachers and polio workers in Khyber Pukhtoon Khwa and FATA. That is why they are blasting schools every day.  

Because they were and they are afraid of change, afraid of the equality that we will bring into our society. 

I remember that there was a boy in our school who was asked by a journalist, “Why are the Taliban against 

education?” He answered very simply. By pointing to his book he said, “A Talib doesn't know what is written inside 

this book.” They think that God is a tiny, little conservative being who would send girls to the hell just because of 

going to school. The terrorists are misusing the name of Islam and Pashtun society for their own personal benefits. 

Pakistan is peace-loving democratic country. Pashtuns want education for their daughters and sons. And Islam is a 

religion of peace, humanity and brotherhood. Islam says that it is not only each child's right to get education, rather 

it is their duty and responsibility. 
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Honourable Secretary General, peace is necessary for education. In many parts of the world especially Pakistan and 

Afghanistan; terrorism, wars and conflicts stop children to go to their schools. We are really tired of these wars. 

Women and children are suffering in many parts of the world in many ways. In India, innocent and poor children are 

victims of child labour. Many schools have been destroyed in Nigeria. People in Afghanistan have been affected by 

the hurdles of extremism for decades. Young girls have to do domestic child labour and are forced to get married at 

early age. Poverty, ignorance, injustice, racism and the deprivation of basic rights are the main problems faced by 

both men and women. 

Dear fellows, today I am focusing on women's rights and girls' education because they are suffering the most. There 

was a time when women social activists asked men to stand up for their rights. But, this time, we will do it by 

ourselves. I am not telling men to step away from speaking for women's rights rather I am focusing on women to be 

independent to fight for themselves. 

Dear sisters and brothers, now it's time to speak up.  

Letter: a letter from a WW1 Soldier 

Dear Arthur, 

I expect you are wondering why I have not written, but it is an awful effort to get all correspondence off, and be on 

active service at the same time. I can’t say that I am enjoying myself out here. It’s awfully hot, and we are eaten up 

by millions of flies. Life in the trenches is not a picnic either we have about four or five days out of them and eight or 

nine in them. When we are out supposed to be resting, we have to go on working parties, digging etc., then 

wherever we are, we are always under shell fire, so it’s not much rest after all. The last shell we had in camp, there 

was four killed and seventeen wounded. 

We have been under fire for three months now, and we should like a rest as the strain is tremendous on one’s 

nerves. I don’t think the troops in France get it quite as bad. Then again, the only comforts we have are sent from 

home, as the country here is quite barren, and we cannot buy anything in shops, I would give a quid for a pint of 

beer down the club. Our food consists of half a loaf of bread per day, bacon and tea for breakfast, Bully beef and 

biscuits for dinner and Jam for tea and cheese. Lime juice is served out about four times per week, that is a drop is 

put into a dixie of water and a cup full served out per man, and rum is served out twice a week (sometimes) that is 

about four table spoonful each. 

We live in a trench and it is a mercy it don’t rain otherwise we’d be washed away. The fighting just lately has been 

terrible. Our shells knock the enemy all ways and the sight in the trenches that we take is awful. We wear our 

respirators because of the awful smell of the dead. I’ll never get the sight out of my eyes, and it will be an everlasting 

nightmare. If I am spared to come home, I’ll be able to tell you all about it, but I cannot possibly write as words fail 

me. I can’t describe things. 

Wouldn’t it be nice to be at Walmer again and you come down and see me again, I did enjoy that time, and also 

seeing Billy Dawson and Richardson. There seem to be a lot of French troops out here, but there seems to be no 

relief for us. Nobody loves us now Churchill has gone, we are nobody’s pets. It’s the army first here, except when 

there is work to be done, and then the Naval Division have to do it. You know both my brothers have commissions in 

the 4th Bedfordshires and are at Dovercourt. My wife tells me she has sent me three boxes of stuff, I received one 

box, and I fear that one transport has been floundered [sunk] and another has been torpedoed, so I expect that is 

where my other two boxes are. It’s awfully disappointing because I do look forward so to a bit of chocolate and a few 

biscuits from home. We get cigarettes and baccy served out to us, but it is too hot to smoke much, so that I don’t 
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miss that so much. I get a bath in a biscuit tin when I can, but when in the trenches I have to go all the time without a 

wash, so you can tell I am used to being dirty. 

How are they all down the club, and is Emmie still there, and is she better or not? Is Paice going to Looe this year? 

And where are you spending your holidays? Lord how I’d like a holiday, I am so tired and would give anything to get 

away from this continual banging. 

Please remember me to all fellows who are left in the office. Mr Miller and Goff & Hills and George Williams, and all 

the boys generally. I can’t write to all separately, also for details of my experiences you must wait until I get back, if 

ever I do, of which sometimes I despair. 

The papers tell you pretty full accounts, although they are rather anticipating events as to our advancing. Now I must 

close old chap, and thank you very much for all your kindness. Wishing you all the best 

Harold Watts. 
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Article from Time Magazine about Phoolan Devi  

India's Bandit Queen Died As She Once 
Lived 
By Tony Karon Wednesday, July 25, 2001 
Phoolan Devi's life, as dramatized in the movie "The Bandit Queen," was an extraordinarily violent Indian Cinderella 

story. But when the laws of probability finally caught up with Devi outside her New Delhi home on Tuesday, its 

fairytale ending was rewritten. The film helped propel the brutalized teenager-turned-brutal avenger into parliament 

as a champion of India's marginalized "untouchable" caste. But the real life "Bandit Queen" died Tuesday in a hail of 

bullets fired by unknown assassins. 

Despite the national outrage and anguish — parliament suspended its proceedings, and even long-time foes 

lamented the failure of India's security services to properly protect a duly elected national legislator — Phoolan Devi 

would have lived much of her life expecting a violent death. 

The crowning of a bandit queen 

Born into the grinding poverty of a lower-caste family in Uttar Pradesh, she was married off to a widower at age 11 

who beat and tortured her. She ran away from him but was shunned by her village elders, and spent her early 

teenage years in the violent world of the Dacoits — the storied bandits who roam the desolate plains of northern 

India. Devi exploded into the national consciousness in 1981, as the 21-year-old leader of a Dacoit gang that 

massacred 21 men of the Thakur landowning caste in the village of Bhemai. The massacre was a brutal revenge 

attack — Devi had been held prisoner by upper-caste men of the village earlier the same year. And while it 

established her notoriety as one of India’s most-wanted bandits, in the eyes of millions of Dalits it also turned her 

into an icon of resistance against caste abuse. And she burnished her legend by eluding capture in the rugged 

mountains of Uttar and Madya Pradesh. 

In 1983, Devi surrendered to the authorities at a bizarre ceremony attended by much of the region's political elite 

and some 8,000 adoring Dalits. Although she went on to serve 11 years in prison, she had negotiated tough terms for 

turning herself in — she was never charged for the Bhemai killings. And two years after her release from prison in 

1994, she was elected to parliament as a champion of the Dalits. 

'If you're going to kill one, kill twenty' 

Her triumph at the polls may have capped a Cinderella story, but the real world is never that simple. She lost her seat 

two years later, although she regained it the following year. Some were not entirely impressed at her efforts to 

represent India’s poorest — a prominent human rights group slammed her for siding with carpet manufacturers in 

her constituency in a fight to overturn a ban on child labor. 

There was some suggestion that her assassination may have been rooted in political intrigue, with Devi set to play a 

key role in the lower-caste Samajwadi Party's bid to win control of Uttar Pradesh in state elections later this year. 

But many Indian commentators suspected her death may have been an act of vengeance by the families of some of 

her own victims. 

According to the legend of Phoolan Devi in the villages of northern India, her lover and Dacoit mentor Vikram Mallah 

had taught her, "If you are going to kill, kill twenty, not just one. For if you kill twenty, your fame will spread; if you 
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kill only one, they will hang you as a murderess." The Bandit Queen’s story certainly bore out that maxim. But the 

maxim has a corollary: The more people you kill; the wider the clamor for revenge. 

 

Sports Blog (The Telegraph) 

Geraint was always one of the nice guys - now 
he's a great, too 

  

Watching Geraint Thomas being crowned Tour de France 

champion on the Champs-Elysées brought back a lot of memories. We 

go back a long way, ‘G’ and me.  Right back to when we were kids 

competing together as under 16s. 

But to illustrate just what a good mate he is, and how selfless and 
loyal and all these other things which everybody has been saying 
about him - quite rightly - over the last few days, I only need to go 

back a few weeks. To the first stage of the Tour just gone. 

It was a sprint stage so it was one I was targeting. But with around six or seven kilometres remaining I got separated 
from my team-mates and ended up on the outside of the group, in the wind. I was never going to get back up on my 
own. Then all of a sudden I hear a voice. “Cav!” I look right and it’s G. He was like: “Come on mate, I’ll get you back 
up there.” 

Afterwards I messaged him and said: “Listen mate, thank you so much, but don’t be wasting your energy on me. 
Keep everything for these three weeks. You can do this.” But that’s G. His reply was: “I will always help if I can.” He is 
selfless to a fault. 

It is why you won’t find a single person with a bad word to say for him. Certainly no one who has ever met him. G is 
incredibly laidback and easy going. We always joke about how quiet he is. But he’s so sharp. 

We must have met when we were 13 or 14. I’m a year older than him, but we were mates from the start. We raced 
together, lived together in a house in Fallowfield in Manchester when we first joined British Cycling, we were on the 
T-Mobile development squad together, lived in Tuscany together after Rod Ellingworth had set up the academy out 
there. We were at Team Sky together in 2012. I can honestly say in all that time we’ve probably only ever had cross 
words once. I think he and Ed Clancy had made a mess of the house or something and I wasn’t happy. He jokes about 
it in his book. But I could never stay mad with him. He’s too nice.  

By Mark Cavendish  

 
 

 

 

 

https://www.telegraph.co.uk/cycling/2018/07/29/tour-de-france-2018-stage-21-live-updates-geraint-thomas-team/
https://www.telegraph.co.uk/cycling/2018/07/29/tour-de-france-2018-stage-21-live-updates-geraint-thomas-team/
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Broadsheet Article (The Guardian)  

 

 ‘The suffragettes should not be used as a reproach to modern feminists’ 

As political movements fade from living memory, they are pummelled and marshalled into neatness. At worst, they 
become a simple story of good versus evil, with all their agonised debates, bitter personal rivalries and thunderous 
schisms smoothed out into a easy narrative arc. 

But history doesn’t feel like history when it is being made. As a novelist, Hilary Mantel’s greatest achievement has 
been to put the French revolution and Henry VIII’s break with Rome back into the present tense. She strips away the 
feeling of inertia from historical events; she makes us see her characters wavering over the road not travelled. 

A century on from the suffragettes, we should try to do the same for them. There was nothing inevitable about 
women getting the vote when they did. It took Switzerland until 1971 to pass universal suffrage, and Saudi Arabia 
still hasn’t done so (although this year it graciously began to allow women to register to vote in municipal elections). 
There must have been many moments when the suffragettes felt dejected and downcast. 

There is another temptation: to see their fight primarily through what it says about us. That can take the form of 
congratulations – only a century ago women couldn’t even vote! – or recriminations. Watching the new film 
Suffragette, written by Abi Morgan and directed by Sarah Gavron, my first impulse was to feel sad that my 
generation has no single defining cause to rally round. If only we could stop arguing about shaving our legs and 
wearing the veil and lads’ mags and Lena Dunham and – the list goes on – we could get some real work done, surely? 

But that is the distorting mirror of history again. The suffragettes themselves were bitterly divided on several fronts. 

They fell out over whether all women should get the vote, or just those over 30 who owned property; the debate 

prompted the Women’s Social and Political Union to split from the nascent Labour party, which wanted truly 

universal suffrage, and led to a schism between Emmeline Pankhurst and her daughter Sylvia. There were further 

rows about the use of violence as a political tactic, and bitter struggles over whether the movement was dominated 

by middle-class women. (We should also resist the urge to see suffragism as an uncomplicatedly progressive, even 

leftwing, movement. After the first world war – during which many activists campaigned aggressively in favour of 

military action – Emmeline Pankhurst become alarmed by the rise of Bolshevism. She stood in Stepney in 1927 as a 

Conservative candidate. Other suffragettes went even further right. Mary Richardson, who slashed the Rokeby Venus 

in the National Gallery, joined Oswald Mosley’s British Union of Fascists. 

In other words, the suffragettes should not be used as a reproach to modern feminists – a symbol of what could be 

done if women put aside their differences and worked towards a common goal. Instead, they are a reminder of how 

every revolutionary movement has to deal with personality clashes and internal contradictions. The best tribute we 

can pay to the suffragettes is to see them as human. 

https://www.theguardian.com/books/hilary-mantel
https://www.theguardian.com/film/suffragette
https://www.theguardian.com/stage/abimorgan
https://www.theguardian.com/film/video/2015/sep/07/suffragette-telluride-abi-morgan-sarah-gavron-video-interview
https://www.theguardian.com/culture/lena-dunham
https://www.theguardian.com/artanddesign/gallery/2015/jun/19/christina-broom-portraits-suffragettes-in-pictures
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2014/jan/02/fateful-year-mark-bostridge-review
https://www.theguardian.com/uk/oswald-mosley
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Leaflet: Link to National Citizen Service - 

https://assets.publishing.service.gov.uk/government/uploads/system/uploads/attachment_data/file/88205/NCS-

yes_leaflet_no-folder.pdf  

 

Lesson 10.16  

‘Coffee Bars’ – Extract 1 (speech by a town councillor)  

‘I dislike the way these faceless, corporate coffee chains invade our high streets like alien armies. They will damage 

local businesses, male us lose our identity, and just get bigger and bigger. I say no way!’  

Extract 2 (broadsheet’s magazine supplement)  

Do you like a tast cappuccino with oodles of froth, or are you a mocha lind of girl or guy? Do you like your beans de-

caf, or with soya milk? Well, it doesn’t matter – because you can have them all. In every town now there are ten or 

more coffee shops… with more opening all the time. For some this is coffee heaven for others, coffee hell.  

Extract 3 (personal blog)  

I love the smell, the rich warming aroma, the tantalising notion that I   have stepped into a coffee bar in Bolivia, a 

fiesta of flavours ahead of me.  

Student example:  

I was walking to school yesterday, half-asleep from watching that all-vital episode of ‘GoT’ when a thought struck 

me: I need a coffee! So, I rubbed my eyes and looked around. That’s when it struck me: our high street has ten (I’m 

not kidding) coffee bars. Ten! It’s like we’re on a coffee planet.  

I mean.. how many coffee bars does one town need? What is this sudden obsession? Surely one or two would do. 

Now, I like a coffee as much as the next sleepy student, but I also like bookshops, sports shops, and cinemas. Are 

there any of these on our high street? No! Not one! Not a sausage. Well… there are sausages – you can get them 

sliced up in sandwiches, at (you’ve guessed it) the coffee shop.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://assets.publishing.service.gov.uk/government/uploads/system/uploads/attachment_data/file/88205/NCS-yes_leaflet_no-folder.pdf
https://assets.publishing.service.gov.uk/government/uploads/system/uploads/attachment_data/file/88205/NCS-yes_leaflet_no-folder.pdf
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Lesson 10.17  

Tim Dowling – Hounded Out. (The Guardian) 

I hate the little dog. And after today's trip to the park, I hate it even more 

The painters have reached the stairs, which means they are basically everywhere: when I open a door, I 
can be fairly certain there will be a man on a ladder on the other side of it. There are only so many times in 
a working day I feel I can oblige someone to climb down a ladder and move it to one side just so I can get 
past. Spur of the moment trips to check if any post has come, or if anything interesting has appeared in the 
fridge, are out of the question. 
My wife finds me in the kitchen reading an unsolicited real estate flyer. "What are you doing down here?" 
she asks. 
"I spent the morning trapped in my office," I say. "And now I'm spending the afternoon trapped outside my 
office." I hear my phone ringing upstairs, again. 
"Why don't you take the dogs out?" she says. 
"I hate the dogs," I say. Really, I only hate one of the dogs, but they come as a package. 
"Go on," she says. "It will be good for you." 
I decide she is right. The park is sunny and quiet, and no one is painting it. If I stand right in the middle, I 
might even experience some moments of undiluted aloneness. I go to get my coat, but there is a man on a 
ladder in front of the cupboard door. 
"Sorry," I say. 
The park is empty, apart from a man holding a tall beer can who is shuffling towards the loos. As the big 
dog ambles through the gate, the little dog skitters up to the man and starts barking. 
"Shut up," I say. I think: this is why I hate you. The dog runs back towards me. The man turns around and 
the dog barks at him again. I make an apologetic face, which I hope says, "I hate it, too, and I have to take it 
home with me." 
"I used to have a dog," the man says. 
"Oh, really?" I say. 
"Someone took it from outside the shops," he says. 
"That's terrible," I say. 
"Yeah," he says. "It wasn't valuable or nothing." 
"Still," I say. 
"What's that?" he says, pointing at the little dog. "A cross or something?" 
"Part jack russell, part something else," I say. Part idiot, I think. 
"I had one like that, bit smaller," he says. "It got savaged." 
"Really?" I say. 
"Just over there," he says, uncurling a finger from his beer can to indicate a corner of the park. "Remember 
when that was all bushes?" 
I exhibit all the nonverbal cues in my arsenal indicating that I really must be on my way – head tilted 
farewell-style, eyebrows up, one foot pointing in the direction of intended travel – but 15 minutes later I 
am still standing there and he is still telling me the story. It is horrific, and he spares no detail, but it's also a 
little unclear. We may now be talking about a different savaged dog. While he pauses to drink from his 
beer, I fish for a response that will cover all eventualities. 
"Unlucky," I say. 
"Tell me about it," he says. We stare at each other for a moment. 
"Huh," I say. "Well, OK." 
"I had a cat once," he says. "But it died. Dementia." 
"How can they tell a cat has dementia?" I say. 

https://www.theguardian.com/lifeandstyle/2014/feb/15/tim-dowling-home-improvements-redecorating
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"That's what I said," he says. "Anyway, I've got to go." He turns and walks away, making me feel as if I've 
been keeping him from important business. 
"That was your fault," I say to the little dog. I stomp to the middle of the park to read my emails, but I don't 
have any. 
 

Lesson 10.18  

Failure, rejection, success – the JK Rowling story.  

 

“By every usual standard, I was the biggest failure I knew.” 

Those are the words of J.K. Rowling – the author whose book series has been translated into 73 languages, sold 

millions of copies and accrued over $20 billion through movie adaptations and sponsorships. So why does she admit 

to being such a failure? 

Creating her book series wasn’t as easy as scribbling down notes on a few dinner napkins. It wasn’t a one, two or even 

three step process. It would take years of perseverance to become the success she is today. 

Soon after conceiving the idea for Harry Potter, Rowling began writing, but was immediately pulled away from her 

work by the devastating death of her mother. Rowling ceased working on the book and sank into a deep, grieving 

depression, getting little to nothing accomplished in that time. 

In the hopes of digging herself out of grievance, she took a job teaching English in Portugal for a year. Her goal in 

venturing abroad was to get away from her troubles and more importantly, use her time off to continue working on her 

book. She set the goal of having the first Harry Potter book done by the time she returned from Portugal. 

Things did not go as planned. 

Not only did she fail to make progress on her first book, but after falling in, and then out of, love, she ended up with a 

failed marriage and a baby daughter she now had to raise alone. She came back to nothing. She had no job, no finished 

product and two mouths to feed. She had hit rock bottom. As she struggled with depression, raising a child on her own 

and living off meagre unemployment benefits, she resumed work on her book in cafes while her daughter was asleep. 

Despite numerous setbacks, she found solace in doing what she loved – writing. In fact, she found that the little she 

had was enough to be moderately happy. She had ended up in exactly the position she had feared most and found that 

it wasn’t that bad. There wasn’t anything left to be afraid of and her worked showcased that mind-set. 

When Rowling finally finished the first three chapters, she sent the manuscript off to a publisher – They quickly 

passed on the project. 

She sent it to another publisher. Again, the answer was no. Her mailbox filled up with rejection letters, but she didn’t 

let it stop her. 

“Failure meant a stripping away of the inessential. I stopped pretending to myself that I was anything other than what I 

was, and began to direct all my energy into finishing the only work that mattered to me.” --- J.K. Rowling 

After sending her manuscript to 12 different publishers and getting rejected by every single one, Rowling began losing 

confidence in her book. Finally, the editor at Bloomsbury Publishing company sat down to read the manuscript. And 

so did the editor’s 8 year-old daughter. The little girl loved the opening chapters, and begged to read the whole thing. 

This made the publisher agree to publish Rowling’s novel. But Rowling was left with a warning: that she should get a 

day job, because she wouldn’t make any money writing children’s books. Once Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone 

was published, though, she proved everyone wrong. 

J.K. Rowling went from being a jobless single mother living off unemployment benefits to one of the bestselling 

authors of all time. But it didn’t happen overnight. She faced rejection and constantly strived for success. She worked 
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hard at her craft before anyone noticed her. That practice, along with strengthening herself against rejection, was what 

made her work unforgettable. Looking back, the Harry Potter series has earned over $400 million in book sales, and 

the last movie alone earned $476 million dollars in ticket sales... on opening weekend. She was the first female to 

become a billionaire author, not that many authors make it that far in the first place. 

If you have a dream or a passion and you keep getting rejected or running into failure, don’t let that stop you. If you’re 

going through a tough time in your life, but working on something you really believe in, don’t give up. If you do, 

you’ll never know what could have been. Who knows, you might end up breaking records. 

“It is impossible to live without failing at something, unless you live so cautiously that you might as well not have 

lived at all - in which case, you fail by default.” --- J.K. Rowling 
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Lesson 10.19 

Biblical allusion – Judas Iscariot  

In the New Testament (one of the books which makes up the Christian Bible), 
Judas Iscariot is depicted as the traitor who identified Jesus to the chief priests 
and authorities which culminated in the arrest and crucifixion of Christ. This act 
of betrayal for the sum of 30 pieces of silver, has now become synonymous with 
dishonesty, deception and treachery.   

During the Last Supper at the Garden of Gethsemane, Jesus predicted in advance 
that amongst his twelve disciples ‘a devil’ would betray him. However, there are 
conflicting accounts throughout the Gospels as to whether Judas did this for 

monetary greed or because Satan had taken over him. Nevertheless, despite knowing that Judas was going to lead 
soldiers to arrest him, Jesus took no action to prevent him. In order to identify Jesus, Judas kissed him and addressed 
him as ‘master’. 

After the death of Jesus, according to Matthew (27:3), Judas repented his treachery, returned the money he had 
acquired from the chief priests and hanged himself. Other accounts (Acts 1:18) suggest that he died accidently by 
falling and rather gruesomely ’burst open in the middle and all his bowels gushed out.’   

Why did Judas betray Jesus? 

There are several different theories as to why Judas was motivated to betray Christ. The accounts contrast his level 
of guilt and at times he appears less blameworthy. The range of reasons could be argued to be: 

 Judas was entirely motivated by greed 

 Judas was possessed by Satan 

 Jesus chose Judas to fulfil a prophecy 

 Judas’ treachery was a necessary part of God’s salvation plan 

Much like Milton’s Lucifer, Judas felt disillusioned and angry, and perhaps even betrayed himself, due to Jesus not 
liberating the Jews from being ruled by the Romans. 

The Kiss of Judas 

The predominant aspect of this story is the ‘kiss of death’ given by Judas, which led him to become a biblical and 
cultural villain. The ironic gesture of a kiss on the cheek being synonymous with friendship and love, Judas’ kiss 
symbolises betrayal and treason. 

References in Literature 

1. Dante’s Inferno 

In Dante's Inferno, Judas is found in the lowest circle of hell, which is reserved for traitors. Judas is labelled as the 

worst traitor of all, and doomed to suffer the greatest torment possible (being condemned to spend eternity being 

eaten by the Devil). The other two traitors are Brutus and Cassius, the murderers of Julius Caesar.  

2. The Lion, The Witch and the Wardrobe 

In C.S Lewis’ novel, the character of Edmund is an allusion to Judas, by betraying his siblings and Aslan to the White 

Witch (in payment for Turkish Delight). The leads to the death of Aslan, who later is resurrected, much like Jesus. 
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Cultural Allusion - Pyrrhic Victory 

A victory that has such a damaging effect on the winner that it is as bad as a defeat. 

Pyrrhus was king of Epirus, a state of Greece, from 297-272 BC. A powerful and ruthless leader, he 

secured greater power in Greece by going to war against his own brother-in-law and having his 

co-leader, Neoptolemus II, murdered. But he is best known for becoming one of the strongest 

opponents of the early Roman Empire. Led by Pyrrhus, Greek forces defeated  the  Romans  in  

two  bruising  battles  but,  in  the process,  his  army  suffered heavy, highly damaging losses. His 

finest soldiers were among the thousands of casualties. Looking back on his victory in the second 

battle with Rome, Pyrrhus   famously said: 

 "If we are victorious in one more battle with the Romans, we shall be utterly ruined" 

As a result, the name of Pyrrhus has become associated with a victory that comes at too great a cost. 

Examples of usage: The following newspaper headlines all use the term ‘Pyrrhic victory’. Can you guess what the 

stories were about? 

 The five costs of UK's pyrrhic Brexit    victory 

 Rise of electric cars pyrrhic victory if powered by fossil fuels 

 Roma earn 2-0 pyrrhic victory after losing Totti and Gervinho  

 

Intertextual allusion – blood on your hands  

If you say that someone has a person's blood on their hands, you mean that they are 

responsible for that person's death. Throughout Shakespeare’s play ‘Macbeth’, the 

recurring imagery of blood is used as a symbol to demonstrate the constant feelings of 

guilt felt by the characters, ultimately leading to their endless feelings of fear and 

horror. Lady Macbeth is driven mad by her guilt and hallucinates the blood of King 

Duncan (and others) that she and her husband Macbeth killed all over her hands, 

unable to be washed off.  

‘Here’s the smell of the blood still: all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little 

hand. Oh! Oh! Oh!’[…]Out damned spot! Out, I say!’ (Act V – Lady Macbeth shortly 

before she kills herself).  

Intertextual references:  

In the poem ‘Remains’ by Simon Armitage, the language alludes to Shakespeare’s play Macbeth with its references 

to sleep and bloody hands. When Macbeth murders his king (the innocent Duncan), he says ‘Macbeth doth murder 

sleep’ (II.2) and similarly the speaker here refers to his disturbed sleep after killing the looter. The poem ends with 

the image of his ‘bloody hands’, which reminds us of Lady Macbeth’s struggles to remove the spot of blood that 

represents her guilt. 

In Romeo and Juliet, the Prince shouts at the warring Montagues and Capulets: ‘What, ho! You men, you beasts,That 

quench the fire of your pernicious rage/With purple fountains issuing from your veins:On pain of torture, from those 

bloody hands/Throw your mistempered weapons to the ground’.  
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Newspaper headlines:  

 Diana 1961-1997: The tributes - Blood on their hands, says brother 

 Judge warns of 'blood on our hands' if suicidal girl is forced out of secure care 

Other common allusions:  

Gordian Knot 

An intricate knot, seemingly impossible to untangle.  Useful for emphasising obtrusive complexity: The Gordian 

nature of the problem seemed insurmountable. 

Sword of Damocles 

A sword that dangled over King Dionysius’s throne by a single horse hair.  Useful for conveying the oppressive feeling 

of an impending sense of doom: The deadline hung over her like the Sword of Damocles. 

Delphic Oracle 

In his temple in Delphi, Apollo conveyed cryptic prophecies through an oracle.  Useful for describing predictions or 

messages that are challengingly obscure: The Delphic nature of the HMI’s feedback left the Head confused about the 

exact nature of the identified areas for improvement. 

Pandora’s Box 

A box that once contained all the evils of the world.  Useful for highlighting the far-reaching and troubling 

consequences of a seemingly innocuous action: A closer examination of departmental expenditure opened a 

Pandora’s Box of fiscal horrors. 

Sisyphus 

The father of Odysseus, forced to endlessly roll a boulder up a hill only to watch it roll back down.  Useful for 

illustrating a task’s futility: Enforcing the new behaviour for learning policy was a Sisyphean task. 

Dionysus 

The Greek god of, amongst other things, wine.  Useful for emphasising hedonism and excess: The Dionysian 

celebrations of the maths staff resulted in some sore heads the next morning. 

Cassandra 

The daughter of King Priam, gifted with the ability to prophesise, but also cursed never to be believed.  Useful for 

drawing attention to the uncanny ability that some possess to predict disastrous events that appear unlikely: 

Speaking with Cassandra’s voice, Mrs Jones stated confidently that she didn’t expect the targets to be met. 

Icarus 

The son of Daedalus who flew too close to the sun.  Useful for highlighting the perils of excessive ambition: Like 

Icarus, the new Head had a grand plan that she hoped to fulfil. 

Proteus 
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An ancient deity and protector of the seas who possessed the ability to transform into different shapes and forms.  

Useful for indicating rapid, mercurial changeability: The protean shifts in education policy over the years have been 

dizzying. 
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Lesson 10.20  

Gareth Southgate: understated and unlikely icon of beautiful game 

By Matthew Syed for The Times  

Pundits said that the England manager was too nice to lead but his humility is 
crucial 

Days after Sam Allardyce was sacked as manager of the England team and Gareth Southgate was being mooted as 
his replacement I bumped into the man responsible for a recent surge in waistcoat sales at St George’s Park, the 
home of English football. In person Southgate is precisely what you would expect. Bright. Humble. Decent. He 
chatted amiably to anyone who approached him and had no discernible ego. One of his former team-mates told me: 
“He has always had a basic level of respect for people. That is why managers wanted him to be their captain.” 

Many pundits expressed concern that Southgate’s modesty might prove a hindrance in what has become known as 
the impossible job. Did he have enough charisma? Could he get a group of multimillionaires to do his bidding? In 
fact, his humility has been central to the connection he has formed with his team of millennials. 

“When he was interviewed for the England role, some pundits complained that he was too nice,” Graeme Le Saux, 
who played alongside Southgate in the 1998 World Cup and was part of the panel that selected him for the England 
job, said. “The idea was that the England team needed someone with an authoritarian streak. Someone who could 
be a bit of a bully. But that is an archaic view. Southgate is not weak; he is strong. It takes confidence to listen to 
other people, and to admit that you don’t know everything.” 

Southgate was born in Watford in 1970. Clive, his father, worked at IBM and Barbara, his mother, was a teacher. He 
did well at school, gaining eight O levels, and joined Crystal Palace as an apprentice. His nickname, Nord, emerged 

when a team-mate said he spoke a bit like the presenter Denis Norden.  

He was shy in his teens. In his book Woody and Nord, a tale of his friendship with Andy Woodman, his former team-
mate, Southgate writes of being worried about the size of his nose. It took him a couple of years to pluck up the 
courage to talk to Alison, a shop assistant who worked near his club in Croydon. They have now been married for 
two decades and live in North Yorkshire. They have two teenage children, Mia and Flynn, who were pitch-side for 
the penalty shoot-out against Colombia. 

Southgate was a fine defender, winning 57 caps for England. He moved into management soon after his playing 
career finished, with mixed results at Middlesbrough, before being brought in to coach the England under-21s, 
where he was highly regarded by his players and the FA. When he was given the top job in 2016, many were struck 
by his intellectual breadth and inventiveness. 

“Gareth has many of the attributes that a leader needs to succeed,” Dan Ashworth, technical director at the FA, said. 
“He is excellent tactically, has strong emotional intelligence, and connects really well with people.” 

The match against Sweden this afternoon is arguably the most important England fixture since the loss to West 
Germany at Italia ’90, a chance to reach a World Cup semi-final against Russia or Croatia. Southgate is aware that 
this is not just a sporting event, but a moment of history. Whatever happens he will retain the job for the next two 
years. He has brought a new concept of leadership to this beautiful game. He has also become an unlikely, and 
rather understated, icon. 
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Kindly correspondence 

 
Fans have been sharing letters sent to them by Gareth Southgate on social media as expectations rise before today's 
clash with Sweden. 

Tom Duggan, who as a 14-year-old wrote a letter to comfort Southgate after his penalty miss against Germany in the 
semi-finals of the 1996 European Championship, said that the defender responded with a letter and a signed 
photograph. 

Southgate wrote: “My apologies for not replying sooner, but as you can imagine, things have been quite hectic! I 
wanted to thank you for your kind words, which were a great help to me during a difficult time.” 

Others said they received similar letters, while Simon Blower posted a handwritten letter from Southgate, manager 
of Middlesbrough at the time, that he received on his final day as a teacher in Harrogate, where the England 
manager still lives. It read: "One of your pupils has written to say you are leaving and that you are a loyal 
Middlesbrough supporter. Good luck for the future. Clearly you have made a big impression.” 
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Lesson 10.21  

 
Six reasons why clever people like Love Island 
Lunkhead contestants, an infuriating voiceover, and a soundtrack that would shame a Now That’s What I Call Music 
album: Love Island is rarely confused with intellectually stimulating material. 
Yet when the latest season begins on Monday June 4, it will be in front of an unexpected following. The show's 
previous series have drawn graduates, bibliophiles, Radio 4 listeners. But why?  
1. Sweet escape 
Perhaps it’s no coincidence that Love Island’s hold on the intelligentsia has tightened at a time when everything else 
has gone to pot.  
“My brain is so tired of dealing with all the drama of Brexit,” says Tanya McKinlay, a student at the School of African 
and Oriental Studies. 
“There's something about tuning into all that petty drama after a long day that's really relaxing.” 

 
Some of the 2017 Love Islanders CREDIT: ITV 

2. Self-awareness 
There is no denying that the contestants aren't exactly University Challenge material. But the programme itself, 
argues Ophelia Stimpson, a 25-year-old Oxford grad, “operates on a number of levels and is actually quite a clever 
show because it does create a theatre, which panders to ‘intelligent’ viewers.” 
She explains: “It actually refers to the people in it as the 'cast' and 'characters', which is interesting. 
“It’s hilarious because the way it's edited makes it look like they can only comprehend the situation in front of them, 
with zero emotional depth.” 

3. Dumb comedy 
That said, there's clever editing and then there’s the simple relaying of conversations. “What’s the Lake District?”, 
Adam asked Sophie in 2016's show.  
“It’s... a district with lots of lakes,” she started hesitantly. “You’ve got Belfast there… 
“What’s the stretch of sea between England and Ireland?” she then asked the other contestants across the 
swimming pool. 
“The English Channel?” one of them suggested, making GSCE Geography holders snigger up and down the country. 

4. It’s a bit like university 
If you’re a student, you watch Love Island because you have nothing else to do. If you’re a graduate – of any age –
 you watch it to take yourself back to those carefree days of lounging around and falling for classmates. 
“Eight weeks is not a very long time, but these guys fall in love, plan their futures together and go crazy for each 
other in the space of two or three days,” says Tanya. “Kind of reminds me of Oxford, actually.” 
Last year, Miss GB Zara Holland was stripped of her title after having sex with a fellow contestant on the show - 
something she later criticised, saying she hadn't "committed a crime." 

https://www.telegraph.co.uk/tv/0/love-island-2018-start-date-contestants-watch-new-series/
https://www.telegraph.co.uk/brexit/
https://www.telegraph.co.uk/women/life/university-challenge-sexism-row-doesnt-take-genius-work-all/
https://www.telegraph.co.uk/tv/0/love-island-2018-line-up-revealed-cast-enter-house/
https://www.telegraph.co.uk/women/life/love-islands-zara-holland-hits-back-after-being-stripped-of-miss/
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5. Anthropological interest 
“It’s so brutal it’s anthropologically interesting,” says Rosie Litterick, who studied at the University of York. “From a 
feminist point of view, all the men are awful and treat the women terribly.” 
Last year, one male contestant called another a 'slag'. Says Rosie: "That was abuse. And it should have been treated 
like abuse, but it wasn't - it was on air for all to see.” 
Ophelia agrees: “It’s slightly masochistic because it's so retrograde.” 

6. And the rest... 
Let’s not pretend that to enjoy Love Island as an intellectual is to spend a snarky hour wallowing in metatheatre. 
King’s College London graduate Simon, 26, says: “You could probably make an argument that it's all about 
gender/society, but personally I think people like it because it's junk TV and they're sexy.” 
 
Which might just be the real secret to its success. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

https://www.telegraph.co.uk/news/2016/06/17/miss-great-britain-zara-holland-stripped-of-title-over-love-isla/
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Thailand cave rescue: colleagues praise 
Australian doctor who played central role 
Richard Harris has 30 years of cave-diving experience and was asked to join the 
operation by name 

Lisa Cox 

 

 

Colleagues of the Australian doctor who played 
a central role in the Thailand cave rescue have 
praised his actions in helping bring the 12 boys 
and their coach to safety. 

Dr Richard “Harry” Harris was described as 
“essential” to the rescue operation because of 
his unique skills and expertise, including 30 
years of cave diving and his work as a medical 
retrieval specialist. 

 
He was asked for by name to join the rescue mission after his abilities had earned him a worldwide 
reputation. 

Harris signed off on the health of the boys before each rescue began and did not emerge from the 
cave until each day’s rescue had been completed. 

After completion of the rescue effort on Tuesday night, Harris learned his own father had died. 

Dr Andrew Pearce, Harris’ boss at South Australian Ambulance’s medical retrieval service 
MedStar, said on Wednesday the doctor had “given his all”. 

Harris was supposed to be on holiday when the British diving team leading the rescue effort 
requested his expertise. 

“As you can imagine from what’s been in the media all week it is not a holiday that Harry has been 
on,” Pearce said. “Harry has been working extremely hard. 

“Harry has put the mission out there as the number one thing to do and to look after those boys 
and to be part of a multinational team to be able to bring them safely home.” 

Pearce said Harris, who has declined to speak to media, was being offered support after his father’s 
sudden death. 

“Harry’s given his all, his family have given the support and we’ve given the support as well as an 
organisation,” he said. 

“We now need Harry to be able to be looked after, and Harry’s family to be able to be looked after, 
and just give them the time and space to get over this really tough event especially after Harry’s put 
so much into the rescue effort over in Thailand.” 

https://www.theguardian.com/news/thailand-cave-rescue
https://www.theguardian.com/news/2018/jul/08/south-australian-doctor-among-experts-in-thailand-cave-rescue
https://www.theguardian.com/world/thailand
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England's players are already heroes but can 
return as legends  
Jamie Carragher for The Telegraph 

England’s players have guaranteed they will return from the World 

Cup as heroes. Now they can dream of a grander ambition. Can they 

come home as legends? 

At the start of this tournament expectations were modest. What did 

England fans really want from this summer? For the majority, it is about being able to go to the pub with mates, 

settle in front of those giant screens, feel emotionally involved and proud of your Team.  

That is what we have craved watching international football. This is what England fans have been denied for too 

long. So often it has fallen flat. 

That is why the memories created in this tournament are so precious. They have galvanised the country. This 

generation of players can always look upon getting this far with immense pride. Just as we nostalgically look back at 

Gazza and those Gary Lineker goals in Italia ’90, we will remember Russia 2018 for the personalities that emerged in 

Gareth Southgate’s side. 

We will remember it for Harry Kane’s goals and his star quality as captain. We will forever associate this competition 

with Harry Maguire, not just for that towering header to put England ahead against Sweden, but his dominant 

defensive play. 

We will remember it for Kieran Trippier – a player well known in the Premier League, but sure to have won the 

attention of the rest of the world as the tournament’s most impressive performing full-back. And we will recall it for 

Jordan Pickford, who has not had much to do because of the quality of the defenders, but has done everything asked 

impressively, making himself a national idol in the process. 

What I most like about Southgate’s team is how they have ensured all levels of English football have a stake in their 

success. Look at the background of the starting XI and see how many had loan spells at Championship, or even non-

league clubs. They all had to graft their way to this level. It may not be coincidental. 

The back three in Southgate’s side made their professional debut playing for Northampton Town (Kyle Walker), 

Sheffield United (Maguire) and Barnsley (John Stones). 

Trippier also played on loan at Barnsley, Jordan Henderson at Coventry City and Kane at Leyton Orient. 

Their development – the nature of their journeys – will inspire every English-born footballer. 

After so much criticism of our academy system following recent tournaments, there should be acclaim now. It must 

also ensure more young players follow the lead and get out on loan, regardless of the division, to give themselves a 

chance longer-term. These players are showing the way. 
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It is also extremely difficult to beat Sweden, as England know from experience and Holland and Italy discovered in 

the qualifying campaign. This was a tough game. I expected it to be tighter.  

It may sound like an obvious statement, but this truly was an exceptional result. It is rare for any side to win a World 

Cup quarter-final with such control and this is certainly new territory for England. 

  

Naturally, the challenge becomes even greater from here. The single biggest difference from now is England will not 

be favourites. They must prepare for the possibility of playing sides who are as good as or better on the ball, and 

who will not let England dominate possession. 

A defence performing so admirably is yet to be fully tested against world-class opposition. That is coming. 

Whatever happens from here, England will always look fondly at the Russia World Cup. History tells us the 

reputation of this team is secure. 

Before this tournament, a documentary was broadcast about Italia ’90. It has always felt bittersweet looking back to 

that year as it was, ultimately, a story of glorious failure. Our despair for most of the years since is the glorious 

element of failure has disappeared. 

I was only 12 during the 1990 World Cup, but I remember the buzz around the country – even after the loss to West 

Germany – and I know how it changed English football for the better. It made the game fashionable after the 

problems throughout the 1980s. 

England became more attractive for overseas stars and the emergence of the Premier League made the game family 

friendly. You could trace much of that to the feel-good factor created after that World Cup, yet the national team 

failed to build on it. 

For 28 years we have waited for something like this. Even when taking into account the semi-final appearance at 

Euro ’96, there has been nothing comparable. 

Southgate’s team have achieved the improbable by justifying comparisons with 1990. They can now think of 

something even more extraordinary – going further and inviting nostalgia about 1966. 
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Debate observation cards  
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‘Interruption’ cards  
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Lesson 10.24  

Obama, 2008:  

If there is anyone out there who still doubts that America is a place where all things are possible; who still wonders if 

the dream of our founders is alive in our time; who still questions the power of our democracy, tonight is your 

answer. It's the answer told by lines that stretched around schools and churches in numbers this nation has never 

seen, by people who waited three hours and four hours, many for the first time in their lives, because they believed 

that this time must be different, that their voices could be that difference. 

Emma Watson, He for She  

Today we are launching a campaign called for HeForShe. I am reaching out to you because we need your help. We 

want to end gender inequality, and to do this, we need everyone involved. This is the first campaign of its kind at the 

UN. We want to try to mobilize as many men and boys as possible to be advocates for change. And, we don’t just 

want to talk about it. We want to try and make sure that it’s tangible. 

I was appointed as Goodwill Ambassador for UN Women six months ago. And, the more I spoke about feminism, the 

more I realized that fighting for women’s rights has too often become synonymous with man-hating. If there is one 

thing I know for certain, it is that this has to stop. 

For the record, feminism by definition is the belief that men and women should have equal rights and opportunities. 

It is the theory of political, economic and social equality of the sexes. 

Martin Luther King, 1963  

I am happy to join with you today in what will go down in history as the greatest demonstration for freedom in the 

history of our nation. Five score years ago a great American in whose symbolic shadow we stand today signed the 

Emancipation Proclamation. This momentous decree is a great beacon light of hope to millions of Negro slaves who 

had been seared in the flames o[ withering injustice. It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long night of their 

captivity. But 100 years late 

Henry V speech (Shakespeare)  

Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more; 

Or close the wall up with our English dead. 

In peace there's nothing so becomes a man 

As modest stillness and humility: 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 

Then imitate the action of the tiger; 

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, 

Disguise fair nature with hard-favour'd rage; 

 

 


