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A Christmas Carol

Stave 1: Marley's Ghost

Marley was dead: to begin with. There is no doubt whatever about 

that. The register of his burial was signed by the clergyman, the clerk, the 

undertaker, and the chief mourner. Scrooge signed it: and Scrooge's name 

was good upon 'Change, for anything he chose to put his hand to. Old 

Marley was as dead as a door-nail.

Mind! I don't mean to say that I know, of my own knowledge, what there is 

particularly dead about a door-nail. I might have been inclined, myself, to 

regard a coffin-nail as the deadest piece of ironmongery in the trade. But 

the wisdom of our ancestors is in the simile; and my unhallowed hands shall 

not disturb it, or the Country's done for. You will therefore permit me to 

repeat, emphatically, that Marley was as dead as a door-nail.

Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it be 

otherwise? Scrooge and he were partners for I don't know how many 

years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole administrator, his sole assign, 

his sole residuary legatee, his sole friend and sole mourner. And even 

Scrooge was not so dreadfully cut up by the sad event, but that he was an 

excellent man of business on the very day of the funeral, and solemnised it 

with an undoubted bargain.

The mention of Marley's funeral brings me back to the point I started 

from. There is no doubt that Marley was dead. This must be distinctly 

understood, or nothing wonderful can come of the story I am going to 

relate. If we were not perfectly convinced that Hamlet's Father died before 

the play began, there would be nothing more remarkable in his taking a 

stroll at night, in an easterly wind, upon his own ramparts, than there would 

be in any other middle-aged gentleman rashly turning out after dark in a 

breezy spot -- say Saint Paul's Churchyard for instance -- literally to astonish 

his son's weak mind.
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The Great Gatsby

Then wear the gold hat, if that will move her;
If you can bounce high, bounce for her too,
Till she cry ‘Lover, gold-hatted, high-bouncing lover,
I must have you!’
—THOMAS PARKE D’INVILLIERS

In my younger and more vulnerable years my father gave me some advice that I’ve 
been turning over in my mind ever since.
‘Whenever you feel like criticizing any one,’ he told me, ‘just remember that all the 
people in this world haven’t had the advantages that you’ve had.’

He didn’t say any more but we’ve always been unusually communicative in a reserved 
way, and I understood that he meant a great deal more than that. In consequence I’m 
inclined to reserve all judgments, a habit that has opened up  many curious natures to 
me and also made me the victim of not a few veteran bores. The abnormal mind is 
quick to detect and attach itself to this quality when it appears in a normal person, 
and so it came about that in college I was unjustly accused of being a politician, 
because I was privy to the secret griefs of wild, unknown men. Most of the 
confidences were unsought—frequently I have feigned sleep, preoccupation, or a 
hostile levity when I realized by some unmistakable sign that an intimate revelation 
was quivering on the horizon—for the intimate revelations of young men or at least 
the terms in which they express them are usually plagiaristic and marred by obvious 
suppressions.

Reserving judgments is a matter of infinite hope. I am still a little afraid of missing 
something if I forget that, as my father snobbishly suggested, and I snobbishly repeat 
a sense of the fundamental decencies is parcelled out unequally at birth.

And, after boasting this way of my tolerance, I come to the admission that it has a 
limit. Conduct may be founded on the hard rock or the wet marshes but after a 
certain point I don’t care what it’s founded on. When I came back from the East last 
autumn I felt that I wanted the world to be in uniform and at a sort of moral attention 
forever; I wanted no more riotous excursions with privileged glimpses into the human 
heart. Only Gatsby, the man who gives his name to this book, was exempt from my 
reaction—Gatsby who represented everything for which I have an unaffected scorn. If 
personality is an unbroken series of successful gestures, then there was something 
gorgeous about him, some heightened sensitivity to the promises of life, as if he were 
related to one of those intricate machines that register earthquakes ten thousand 
miles away. This responsiveness had nothing to do with that flabby impressionability 
which is dignified under the name of the ‘creative temperament’— it was an 
extraordinary gift for hope, a romantic readiness such as I have never found in any 
other person and which it is not likely I shall ever find again. No—Gatsby turned out 
all right at the end; it is what preyed on Gatsby, what foul dust floated in the wake of 
his dreams that temporarily closed out my interest in the abortive sorrows and short-
winded elations of men.
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Regeneration by Pat Barker

Finished with the War

A Soldier’s Declaration

I am making this statement as an act of wilful defiance of military 

authority, because I believe the war is being deliberately 

prolonged by those who have the power to end it. 

I am a soldier, convinced that I am acting on behalf of 

soldiers. I believe that this was, upon which I entered as a war of 

defence and liberation, has now become a war of aggression and 

conquest. I believe that the purposes for which I and my fellow 

soldiers entered upon this war should have been so clearly stated 

as to have made it impossible to change them, and that, had this 

been done, the objects which actuated us would now be 

attainable by negotiation. 

I have seen and endured the suffering of the troops, and I 

can no longer be a party to prolong these sufferings for ends 

which I believe to be evil and unjust. 

I am not protesting against the conduct of the war, but 

against the political errors and insincerities for which the fighting 

men are being sacrificed. 

On behalf of these who are suffering now I make this 

protest against the deception which is being practised on them; 

also I believe that I may help to destroy the callous complacence 

with which the majority of those at home regard the continuance 

of agonies which they do not share, and which they have not 

sufficient imagination to realize. 

S. Sassoon

July 1917
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Regeneration by Pat Barker

Bryce waited for Rivers to finish reading before he spoke again. ‘The “S” 

stands for “Siegfried”. Apparently he thought that was better left out. 

‘And I am sure he was right.’ Rivers folded the paper and ran his 

fingertips along the edge. ‘So they’re sending him here?’

Bryce smiled. ‘Oh, I think it’s rather more specific than that. 

They’re sending him to you.’

Rivers got up and walked across to the window. It was a fine day, 

and many of the patients were in the hospital grounds, watching a game 

of tennis. He heard the pok-pok of rackets, and a cry of frustration as a 

ball smashed into the net. ‘I suppose he is “shell-shocked”?’

‘According to the Board, yes.’

‘It just occurs to me that a diagnosis of neurasthenia might not 

be inconvenient confronted with this.’ He held up the Declaration. 

‘Colonel Langdon chaired the Board. He certainly seems to think 

he is.’

‘Langdon doesn’t believe in shell-shock.’

Bryce shrugged. ‘Perhaps Sassoon was gibbering all over the 

floor.’

‘”Funk, old boy.” I know Langdon.’ Rivers came back to his chair 

and sat down. ‘He doesn’t sound as if he’s gibbering, does he?’

Bryce said carefully, ‘Does it matter what his mental state is? 

Surely its better for him to be here than in prison?’

‘Better for him perhaps. What about the hospital? Can you 

imagine what our dear Director of Medical Services is going to say, when 

he finds out we’re sheltering “conchies” as well as cowards, shirkers, 

scrimshankers and degenerates? We’ll just have to hope there’s no 

publicity.’
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____________________________________
This is an unconditional love that sees beyond the outer 
surface and accepts the recipient for whom he/she is, 
regardless of their flaws, shortcomings or faults. It’s the type 
of love that everyone strives to have for their fellow human 
beings. 

____________________________________
A passionate and intense love that arouses romantic 
feelings; it is the kind that often triggers “high” feelings in a 
new relationship and makes you say, “I love him/her”. It is 
simply an emotional and sexual love. 

____________________________________
The feelings we have when we test out what it might be like 
to be in love with someone. The fluttering heart and feelings 
of euphoria; the slightly dangerous sensation. 

____________________________________
The love we give to ourselves. This is not vanity, like 
narcissism, but our joy in being true to our own values. The 
strength to care for ourselves so that we can in turn care for 
others. 

____________________________________
The love we feel for people we strive with to achieve a 
shared goal – our co-workers, the players in a football or 
netball team, the soldiers in an army. 

____________________________________
The love between a married couple which develops over a 
long period of time. The love which endures in sickness and 
in health. The love which makes a friend care for their 
former school friend who has become vulnerable in later 
life. 

____________________________________
This is the love that parents naturally feel for their children; 
the love that member of the family have for each other; or 
the love that friends feel for each other. This love is 
unconditional, accepts flaws or faults and ultimately drives 
you to forgive. It’s committed, sacrificial and makes you feel 
secure, comfortable and safe. 

____________________________________
This love refers to an affectionate, warm and tender platonic 
love. It makes you desire friendship with someone. It is a 
committed and chosen love.

____________________________________
A type of love that leads a partner into a type of madness 
and obsessiveness. People who love in this way wants to 
love and be loved to find a sense of self-value. 

Task: Match the picture with the correct type 
of love and write in above the definition. 

MANIA
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Extract from Far From the Madding Crowd 

Far From the Madding Crowd by Thomas Hardy was published in 1874. In this extract, Bathsheba, a 

wealthy farmer, has just been watching a display of swordsmanship by Sergeant Troy, a soldier who has 

been stationed nearby. Having just cut off a lock of her hair, Troy asks Bathsheba to remain still once 

more. 
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Extract from The Rotters' Club 

The Rotters' Club by Jonathan Coe was published in 2001. It tells the story of a group of teenage 

friends and their coming of age in the 1970s, which includes coping with their parents’ failing 

marriages. In this extract, Doug’s father Bill and his lover Miriam are planning to spend an illicit 

night together.
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Tragic hero as defined by Aristotle 
A tragic hero is a literary character who makes a judgment error that inevitably leads to his/her 
own destruction. In reading Antigone, Medea and Hamlet, look at the role of justice and/or 
revenge and its influence on each character’s choices when analyzing any “judgment error.” 

Characteristics 
Aristotle once said that "A man doesn't become a hero until he can see the root of his own 
downfall." An Aristotelian tragic hero must possess specific characteristics, five of which are 
below: 
1) Flaw or error of judgment (hamartia) Note the role of justice and/or revenge in the judgments. 
2) A reversal of fortune (peripeteia) brought about because of the hero's error in judgment. 
3) The discovery or recognition that the reversal was brought about by the hero's own actions 

(anagnorisis) 
4) Excessive Pride (hubris) 
5) The character's fate must be greater than deserved. 

Initially, the tragic hero should be neither better or worse morally than normal people, in order to 
allow the audience to identify with them. This also introduces pity, which is crucial in tragedy, as if 
the hero was perfect we would be outraged with their fate or not care especially because of their 
ideological superiority. If the hero was imperfect or evil, then the audience would feel that he had 
gotten what he deserved. It is important to strike a balance in the hero's character. 

Eventually the Aristotelian tragic hero dies a tragic death, having fallen from great heights and 
having made an irreversible mistake. The hero must courageously accept their death with honour.

Other common traits 
Some other common traits characteristic of a tragic hero:
• Hero must suffer more than he deserves. 
• Hero must be doomed from the start, but bears no responsibility for possessing his flaw. 
• Hero must be noble in nature, but imperfect so that the audience can see themselves in him. 
• Hero must have discovered his fate by his own actions, not by things happening to him. 
• Hero must understand his doom, as well as the fact that his fate was discovered by his own 

actions. 
• Hero's story should arouse fear and empathy. 
• Hero must be physically or spiritually wounded by his experiences, often resulting in his death. 
• The hero must be intelligent so he may learn from his mistakes. 
• The hero must have a weakness, usually it is pride. 
• He has to be faced with a very serious decision that he has to make.
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Playing Othello
Article written by: Hugh Quarshie
Published: 15 Mar 2016

Hugh Quarshie describes his reservations about Othello, and how 
he used these to shape the production in which he played the 
title role.
Life would have been so much simpler if I had stuck to a faith. I might have been spared the stress of trying to 
figure out things for myself; and when bad things happened, I might have found consolation in traditional 
practices, however spurious. Secretly, I envy people with faith, even if I lack confidence in their ability to 
expound truth, explain meaning and make moral judgements. Ever present at the back of my mind is the 
caption to a cartoon depicting the all-knowing, all-loving Almighty: ‘He could have banned slavery or shellfish. 
Shellfish. He chose shellfish.’

Universal genius?
Some secular people have embraced the quasi-religion of Bardolatry, declaring Shakespeare as the god of 
their idolatry. According to the followers of this religion, Shakespeare was ‘a man not for an age but for all 
time’ (Jonson); and ‘he reads us better than we read him’ (Bloom). It is claimed that he is a ‘universal genius’ 
whose appeal extends to all men at all times in all places, and that he possessed an unrivalled if not complete 
understanding of human nature. Such a man, Bardolators say, can be trusted and deserves to be worshipped.

Not being a Bardolator, despite having appeared in several productions of his plays, I am not convinced that 
Shakespeare is an unequivocally reliable guide in the exploration of human nature; and I fear that we may see 
the world and ourselves through the distorting prism of his plays. And so I took some persuading before 
agreeing to take on the role of Othello. This was in large part because of my reservations about the character 
and about the play. I had seen many fine actors take on the role but never quite been convinced of his 
transformation from a man of reason, sound judgement and nobility of mind into an emotionally incontinent, 
insecure, homicidal obsessive in the space of a single scene, Act 3 Scene 3. And doubts about the character’s 
coherence led to the suspicion that Shakespeare was really just elaborating on the Elizabethan stage 
convention which held that ‘Moors’ posed a menace to ‘mores’, social, sexual, moral and aesthetic. Did 
Shakespeare effectively save himself the trouble of a plausible psychological profile for Othello by reverting to 
the convention as voiced by Iago: ‘These Moors are changeable in their wills’ (1.3.346–47)?

A Bardolator will believe that Shakespeare’s unrivalled understanding of human nature obliges us in all 
humility to accept that Othello is not simply a stage convention but a serious study of sexual jealousy. 
‘Shakespeare’s greatest insight into male sexual jealousy is that it is a mask for the fear of being castrated by 
death’, according to Bloom.[1] (I have to admit that I am not sure what this means and suspect it might be 
‘psycho-babble’: death by castration I can understand, but to be castrated by death sounds as comically 
absurd as it would to be scarred, amputated or unhinged by death.) Nevertheless, working backwards from 
his murderous actions, the faithful Bardolator will ‘retro-fit’ a psychological condition to him, suggesting that 
however proficient and professional he might be on the battlefield, in the arts of love he is a rank amateur; 
and that for all the pride he takes in his ‘royal siege’, he was always insecure and is actually the kind of self-
hating black man who would say:

Her name, that was as fresh
As Dian’s visage, is now begrim’d and black
As mine own face. (3.3.386–88)

https://www.bl.uk/shakespeare/articles/playing-othello#footnote1
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But, as I say, I am no Bardolator and felt entirely justified in asking whether the character is coherent and 
whether the play is racist, whether indeed that Shakespeare suggests that Othello behaves as he 
does because he is black. Does the ‘willing suspension of disbelief’ really mean that I should accept that a play 
written over 400 years ago by a white Englishman for another white Englishman in blackface make-up is an 
authoritative and credible profile of a genuine black man?

There may well have been someone who was very much like the Moorish Captain in Cinthio’s original story or 
very much like Shakespeare’s Othello; just as there may well have been Native Americans who behaved very 
much like the ‘Red Injuns’ of old Westerns, riding around the circled wagons, ululating , scalping white men, 
raping white women and kidnapping white children. But we now know that there were a good many Native 
Americans who did nothing of the sort, and indeed that those movies were a distorting prism. In Elizabethan 
England, there were many black people who were nothing like Othello, or Aaron the Moor in Titus 
Andronicus, or Eleazar in Lust’s Dominion, or Muly Hamet in The Battle of Alcazar. But Shakespeare’s types 
and tropes have not been questioned because of the inherited assumption of his ‘universal genius’.

It is clear that Shakespeare could have got to know some genuine black people in Elizabethan London, had he 
wished to do so. If he decided not to take the trouble of doing this basic research, was he being lazy? If 
he did have black acquaintances and still went on to write the Othello of the second half of the play, was he 
being a bigot?

Of course, another reason for my hesitancy was that I knew all too well how easy it is for Iago to steal the 
play: it may be Othello’s tragedy, but it is Iago’s play. An actor of skill, given ample material to charm an 
audience, will charm that audience. The actor who plays Othello is arguably gifting the actor who plays Iago, 
as James Earl Jones found to his cost in the last of his seven portrayals of the role opposite Christopher 
Plummer. Why put yourself through all the nightly stress and emotional turmoil just for someone else to take 
all the plaudits?

Playing the role of Othello

In a lecture I gave 20 years ago, later published as Second Thoughts About Othello, I argued that black actors 

who took on the role ran the risk of reinforcing racist attitudes towards black people. It seemed to me that 

Shakespeare was much more interested in the character of Iago, who has double the number of soliloquies 

that Othello has, and is allowed to engage much more directly with an audience. A soliloquy is an opportunity 

for a character to establish a relationship with the audience, to reveal something of himself or herself. Emilia, 

Desdemona and Roderigo are allowed the briefest of opportunities, Othello more, but he appears at times to 

be talking not to an audience but to himself.

The odds were clearly stacked against me. But Greg Doran, the Artistic Director of the RSC, can be quite 

persuasive. Over lunch toward the end of 2013, he suggested that I had reached the right age to play Othello 

and that if I did not do so soon, I probably never would! He went on to say that should I decide not to play it, 

then perhaps I should think about directing it. On leaving lunch, I thought of little else. But after a couple of 

days’ mulling, it seemed clear to me that the best way of defeating this monstrous hybrid would be if I 

performed the title role myself. This, I think, is called hubris; but I felt I had to have a go, even if it meant 

tilting at the windmills of traditional interpretation.

The relationship between Othello and Desdemona has to be credible, poignant and palpably sensuous for 

there to be any sense of tragic loss; and I felt strongly that a woman director would best help an actress 

create a convincing, three-dimensional character, in as far as that is possible with a role originally written for a 

young man. We were fortunate to find just such a woman in Natalie Abrahami but, unfortunately, a 

scheduling clash forced her to withdraw. In the event, the eventual director Iqbal Khan and I shared a similar 

agenda and got on well enough to persuade me to get into the ring with Othello.
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‘Judged by the brain, it (Othello the play) is ridiculous. Judged by the ear, it is sublime’. I agree with George 
Bernard Shaw that the plot is open to ridicule – uxoricidally jealous rage triggered by a dream and a 
handkerchief; and I agree that some of the verse is sublime. But I have wondered whether it is the so-called 
‘Othello music’ which has led audiences and indeed critics to overlook the more unsatisfactory story elements 
or even make a virtue of them – the ‘double time’ structure, the excessive reliance on coincidence, the 
tendentiousness of the dialogue which makes it easy for Iago to dupe Othello. Indeed, I have wondered 
whether it is precisely the intensity of the emotional experience that audiences look for in a ‘black’ character. 
The voice of a soul singer can cover up the most incoherent and meaningless lyrics. In striving to make our 
production less ‘ridiculous’, we may well have lost some of the poetic sublimity. But this was perhaps 
inevitable.

There was no possibility of suggesting that a clever and cunning white man could easily dupe a credulous 
black man because in our production, both Othello and Iago were black. And our mission was to allow an 
audience to see what Othello and Desdemona saw in each other despite an obvious age gap; a mission which, 
though difficult, was not, I think impossible. Other than that, there were three objectives: the first was to 
make credible Othello’s transformation from magnanimous to murderous. The ‘Temptation scene’, Act 3, 
Scene 3, is a long scene but there are barely 300 lines between him saying ‘Perdition catch my soul / But I do 
love thee’ (3.3.90–91) and ‘Now do I see ’tis true. Look here Iago, / All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven’. 
(3.3.90–91) This meant restructuring the scene, transposing and reassigning certain lines. Cuts were made but 
no lines were rewritten, other than a small but key change to a line previously mentioned: ‘Her name that 
was as fresh as Dian’s visage is now begrim’d and black as thine own face…’

The second objective was to make it much more difficult for Iago to manipulate Othello and the other 
characters; and having aroused Othello’s jealous rage, to put him in danger of it, thereby raising the stakes 
and increasing the jeopardy for Iago.

And the third objective was to link Othello’s sense of personal betrayal to a conviction that he has been 
cleverly and cynically exploited by the ruthless Venetian state, that he has bought into a false set of values. In 
our production, the personal was political.

It is fair to say that the production was acclaimed, with some people talking of it as landmark, even a ‘game-
changer’. We – Iqbal Khan, Lucien Msamati and I – made sense of it by bringing the play closer to our 
experience. But in so doing, did we take it away from Shakespeare? And does it matter?

https://www.bl.uk/shakespeare/articles/playing-othello

https://www.bl.uk/works/othello
https://www.bl.uk/shakespeare/articles/playing-othello
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Mourning Picture (above), Edwin Romanzo Elmer, 1890

The little-known American artist Edwin Ramanzo Elmer painted this strange and arresting work after 

the death from appendicitis of his 9-year-old daughter Effie. Here she is portrayed with her pet lamb 

and kitten, against the clapboard house her father built in Western Massachusetts. The remote and 

rigid figures of the artist and his wife appear in mourning clothes, though the painting was only 

given its title decades later, and not by the artist. The narrative voice in Adrienne Rich’s poem 

belongs to the dead Effie, the couple’s only child. Hauntingly, she compares the veins of the lilac leaf 

to her father’s “grief-tranced hand”.

Mourning Picture, Adrienne Rich (1965)

They have carried the mahogany chair and the cane rocker

out under the lilac bush,

and my father and mother darkly sit there, in black clothes.

Our clapboard house stands fast on its hill,

my doll lies in her wicker pram

gazing at western Massachusetts.

This was our world.

I could remake each shaft of grass

feeling its rasp on my fingers,

draw out the map of every lilac leaf

or the net of veins on my father's

grief-tranced hand.

Out of my head, half-bursting,

still filling, the dream condenses--

shadows, crystals, ceilings, meadows, globes of dew.

Under the dull green of the lilacs, out in the light

carving each spoke of the pram, the turned porch-pillars,

under high early-summer clouds,

I am Effie, visible and invisible,

remembering and remembered.



Re-creative Writing

8

36


