
Year 7 English- Homework Project – 19th Century literature 
L.O.  19th Century literature is now studied in every year of school. This unit will                                                               

help you understand the life in which the texts they are reading were written.  

19th Century Context 

In English you have been studying 19th Century Literature and looking at how different school life was. This 

homework will help you to consolidate your understanding of the time it was all written.  

Hard copies of all work completed will need to be handed in to your English teacher at the end of the 

project – Your teacher will expect this handed in in the first lesson after the end of the project – 31st 

October.  

If at any point you find yourself struggling or are confused, please find your English teacher who will be 

happy to help or attend homework club in the library after school. 

DO NOT LEAVE THE PROJECT TO COMPLETE OVER HALF TERM AS YOU WILL NOT BE ABLE 

TO GET ANY HELP IF YOU NEED IT! 

 

1. Research the lives of children in the 19th Century and complete a fact file.  
(Max: 50 Minutes) 

Try to find out about the following: 

 How were they treated? 

 Did they have to work? 

 Where did they work? 

 How much were they paid? 

 What were their working conditions like? 

 Did they go to school? 

 If so what were the schools like? 

 

 

2. William Blake: The Chimney Sweep. Read and annotate  
(Max: 50 minutes) 

 

Annotate means to underline and highlight key parts of the poem  

http://www.shmoop.com/chimney-sweeper-innocence/poem-text.html 

Look for language devices (e.g. Similes, metaphors, alliteration etc.) and parts of speech (e.g. nouns, pro-nouns, 

adjectives etc) 

Answer the following questions in full sentences: 

 What working conditions did chimney sweepers in early 19th century Britain have to put up with? 

 Why do you think Blake was so angry about how chimney sweepers were treated? 

 What language devices/techniques does Blake use to draw attention to the chimney sweepers’ 
situation? 

 What message does Blake seem to want to give to the chimney sweepers? 

 

http://www.shmoop.com/chimney-sweeper-innocence/poem-text.html
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3. Using what you know from “The Chimney Sweep” poem, imagine you are a 

chimney sweeper in 19th Century London.  Write your diary for the day.  
(Max: 50 minutes) 

 

 Write at least one side.  Try to include as much detail as possible.   

 Use descriptive language to describe what it’s like to work in this job. 

 Don’t forget to use your senses: what you see, hear, feel, smell and taste. 

 

4. Research women in the 19th Century 
(Max: 50 minutes)  

Include the following in this research project: 

 What women were/were not allowed to do 

 Could women work? If so what sort of jobs did women do? 

 How were rich women treated differently to poor women? 

 

5. Read the “Great Expectations” extract. (Max. 50 Mins) 

 
 Write a paragraph which explains what this shows us about how women were expected to 

behave in the 19th century. 

 Create a storyboard which shows what happens in this passage.  Explain in your own words 

at the bottom of each box what each of your pictures is about. 

 

 

6.  Research work in the 19th century (Max. 50 Mins) 
 

Find out as much as possible about the following: 

 The industrial revolution.  

 Conditions in cities and towns.  

 Farming seasons and working practices in the 19th century.  

 Working conditions in factories. 

 

Write two paragraphs:  

 Paragraph 1: Write a paragraph summarising what it might be like to work during this time.  

 Paragraph 2: Compare this to your ideal job. 
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7. Read the extract from “Mary Barton” (Max. 50 Mins) 

Using the ideas and imagery from the passage, together with your research on work in the 19th 

century, produce a collage of 10 to 15 images which show what working conditions were like. 

 

8. Researching 19th-century exploring (Max. 50 Mins) 

Use the following resources on Scott’s life and achievements and Antarctica:  

 http://news.nationalgeographic.co.uk/ news/2103/10/131025-antarctica-south-pole.scott-

expedition-science-polar/  

 http://ngm.nationalgeographic.com/ngm/ antarctica/ 

 www.bbc.co.uk/programmes/p00q86nb  

Find out about the following and present findings as a fact file (you can also use images) 

• Colonialism – what is it? How far did the Empire stretch? What is the Commonwealth 

and which countries belong to it?  

• The work and role of missionaries  

• Life of David Livingstone 

 

Read an adventure story and use it to inspire your own writing (Max. 50 Mins) 

 

Read the Robert Falcon Scott extract 

 You are going to be writing your own journal entry about survival in a strange or hostile 

environment.  Create a plan for this (it can be in bullet points, spider diagram, story board etc). 

 

 

9. Write your own journal entry about survival in a strange or hostile environment.  
(Max. 50 Mins) 

Using your ideas from yesterday, your research on explorers and your reading of yesterday’s extract, write 

your own journal entry.   

 This should be at least a page in length.   

 Try to describe this place in as much detail as possible. 

 Once completed check carefully.  Make sure spelling, grammar and punctuation are accurate and 

you have used the best possible descriptions. 
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Great Expectations  

by Charles Dickens (1861)  

Introduction  

The novel is an autobiographical account of the life of an orphan boy, Pip (full name Philip Pirrip).  

Miss Havisham is an old lady who, as a young woman, was jilted at the altar by a man called Compyson. She 

has arranged for Pip to come to her house to play with her ward, Estella. Because of Miss Havisham’s own 

experience, her ambition is to make Estella beloved of men but to hurt and use as many of them as she 

can.  

In this episode Estella greets Pip and takes him into the house where he meets Miss Havisham for the first 

time.  

Extract  

My young conductress locked the gate, and we went across the courtyard. It was paved and clean, but 

grass was growing in every crevice. The brewery buildings had a little lane of communication with it, and 

the wooden gates of that lane stood open, and all the brewery beyond stood open, away to the high 

enclosing wall; and all was empty and disused. The cold wind seemed to blow colder there than outside the 

gate; and it made a shrill noise in howling in and out at the open sides of the brewery, like the noise of 

wind in the rigging of a ship at sea.  

She saw me looking at it, and she said, “You could drink without hurt all the strong beer that’s brewed 

there now, boy.”  

“I should think I could, miss,” said I, in a shy way.  

“Better not try to brew beer there now, or it would turn out sour, boy; don’t you think so?”  

“It looks like it, miss.”  

“Not that anybody means to try,” she added, “for that’s all done with, and the place will stand as idle as it 

is till it falls. As to strong beer, there’s enough of it in the cellars already, to drown the Manor House.”  

“Is that the name of this house, miss?”  

“One of its names, boy.”  

“It has more than one, then, miss?”  

“One more. Its other name was Satis; which is Greek, or Latin, or Hebrew, or all three—or all one to me—

for enough.”44  
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“Enough House,” said I; “that’s a curious name, miss.”  

“Yes,” she replied; “but it meant more than it said. It meant, when it was given, that whoever had this 

house could want nothing else. They must have been easily satisfied in those days, I should think. But don’t 

loiter, boy.”  

Though she called me “boy” so often, and with a carelessness that was far from complimentary, she was of 

about my own age. She seemed much older than I, of course, being a girl, and beautiful and self-possessed; 

and she was as scornful of me as if she had been one-and-twenty, and a queen.  

We went into the house by a side door, the great front entrance had two chains across it outside,—and the 

first thing I noticed was, that the passages were all dark, and that she had left a candle burning there. She 

took it up, and we went through more passages and up a staircase, and still it was all dark, and only the 

candle lighted us.  

At last we came to the door of a room, and she said, “Go in.”  

I answered, more in shyness than politeness, “After you, miss.”  

To this she returned: “Don’t be ridiculous, boy; I am not going in.” And scornfully walked away, and—what 

was worse—took the candle with her.  

This was very uncomfortable, and I was half afraid. However, the only thing to be done being to knock at 

the door, I knocked, and was told from within to enter. I entered, therefore, and found myself in a pretty 

large room, well lighted with wax candles. No glimpse of daylight was to be seen in it. It was a dressing-

room, as I supposed from the furniture, though much of it was of forms and uses then quite unknown to 

me. But prominent in it was a draped table with a gilded looking-glass, and that I made out at first sight to 

be a fine lady’s dressing-table.  

Whether I should have made out this object so soon if there had been no fine lady sitting at it, I cannot say. 

In an arm-chair, with an elbow resting on the table and her head leaning on that hand, sat the strangest 

lady I have ever seen, or shall ever see.  

She was dressed in rich materials,—satins, and lace, and silks,—all of white. Her shoes were white. And she 

had a long white veil dependent from her hair, and she had bridal flowers in her hair, but her hair was 

white. Some bright jewels sparkled on her neck and on her hands, and some other jewels lay sparkling on 

the table. Dresses, less splendid than the dress she wore, and half-packed trunks, were scattered about. 

She had not quite finished dressing, for she had but one shoe on,—the other was on the table near her 

hand,—her veil was but half arranged, her watch and chain were not put on, and some lace for her bosom 

lay with those trinkets, and with her handkerchief, and gloves, and some flowers, and a Prayer-Book all 

confusedly heaped about the looking-glass.  

It was not in the first few moments that I saw all these things, though I saw more of them in the  
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first moments than might be supposed. But I saw that everything within my view which ought to be white, 

had been white long ago, and had lost its lustre and was faded and yellow. I saw that the bride within the 

bridal dress had withered like the dress, and like the flowers, and had no brightness left but the brightness 

of her sunken eyes. I saw that the dress had been put upon the rounded figure of a young woman, and that 

the figure upon which it now hung loose had shrunk to skin and bone. Once, I had been taken to see some 

ghastly waxwork at the Fair, representing I know not what impossible personage lying in state. Once, I had 

been taken to one of our old marsh churches to see a skeleton in the ashes of a rich dress that had been 

dug out of a vault under the church pavement. Now, waxwork and skeleton seemed to have dark eyes that 

moved and looked at me. I should have cried out, if I could.  

“Who is it?” said the lady at the table.  

“Pip, ma’am.”  

“Pip?”  

“Mr. Pumblechook’s boy, ma’am. Come—to play.”  

“Come nearer; let me look at you. Come close.”  

It was when I stood before her, avoiding her eyes, that I took note of the surrounding objects in detail, and 

saw that her watch had stopped at twenty minutes to nine, and that a clock in the room had stopped at 

twenty minutes to nine.  

“Look at me,” said Miss Havisham. “You are not afraid of a woman who has never seen the sun since you 

were born?”  

I regret to state that I was not afraid of telling the enormous lie comprehended in the answer “No.”  

“Do you know what I touch here?” she said, laying her hands, one upon the other, on her left side.  

“Yes, ma’am.” (It made me think of the young man.)  

“What do I touch?”  

“Your heart.”  

“Broken!”  

She uttered the word with an eager look, and with strong emphasis, and with a weird smile that had a kind 

of boast in it. Afterwards she kept her hands there for a little while, and slowly took them away as if they 

were heavy.  

“I am tired,” said Miss Havisham. “I want diversion, and I have done with men and women. Play.”  

I think it will be conceded by my most disputatious reader, that she could hardly have directed an 

unfortunate boy to do anything in the wide world more difficult to be done under the circumstances.  

“I sometimes have sick fancies,” she went on, “and I have a sick fancy that I want to see some play. There, 

there!” with an impatient movement of the fingers of her right hand; “play, play, play!”  

For a moment, with the fear of my sister’s working me before my eyes, I had a desperate idea of starting 

round the room in the assumed character of Mr. Pumblechook’s chaise-cart. But I felt myself so unequal to 
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the performance that I gave it up, and stood looking at Miss Havisham in what I suppose she took for a 

dogged manner, inasmuch as she said, when we had taken a good look at each other,—  

“Are you sullen and obstinate?”  

“No, ma’am, I am very sorry for you, and very sorry I can’t play just now. If you complain of me I shall get 

into trouble with my sister, so I would do it if I could; but it’s so new here, and so strange, and so fine,—and 

melancholy—.” I stopped, fearing I might say too much, or had already said it, and we took another look at 

each other.  

Before she spoke again, she turned her eyes from me, and looked at the dress she wore, and at the 

dressing-table, and finally at herself in the looking-glass.  

“So new to him,” she muttered, “so old to me; so strange to him, so familiar to me; so melancholy to both 

of us! Call Estella.”  

As she was still looking at the reflection of herself, I thought she was still talking to herself, and kept quiet.  

“Call Estella,” she repeated, flashing a look at me. 45 46  

“You can do that. Call Estella. At the door.”  

To stand in the dark in a mysterious passage of an unknown house, bawling Estella to a scornful young lady 

neither visible nor responsive, and feeling it a dreadful liberty so to roar out her name, was almost as bad 

as playing to order. But she answered at last, and her light came along the dark passage like a star.  

Miss Havisham beckoned her to come close, and took up a jewel from the table, and tried its effect upon 

her fair young bosom and against her pretty brown hair. “Your own, one day, my dear, and you will use it 

well. Let me see you play cards with this boy.”  

“With this boy? Why, he is a common laboring boy!”  

I thought I overheard Miss Havisham answer,— only it seemed so unlikely,—” Well? You can break his 

heart.”  

“What do you play, boy?” asked Estella of myself, with the greatest disdain.  

“Nothing but beggar my neighbor, miss.”  

“Beggar him,” said Miss Havisham to Estella. So we sat down to cards.  

It was then I began to understand that everything in the room had stopped, like the watch and the clock, a 

long time ago. I noticed that Miss Havisham put down the jewel exactly on the spot from which she had 

taken it up. As Estella dealt the cards, I glanced at the dressing-table again, and saw that the shoe upon it, 

once white, now yellow, had never been worn. I glanced down at the foot from which the shoe was absent, 

and saw that the silk stocking on it, once white, now yellow, had been trodden ragged. Without this arrest 

of everything, this standing still of all the pale decayed objects, not even the withered bridal dress on the 

collapsed form could have looked so like grave-clothes, or the long veil so like a shroud.  

So she sat, corpse-like, as we played at cards; the frillings and trimmings on her bridal dress, looking like 

earthy paper. I knew nothing then of the discoveries that are occasionally made of bodies buried in ancient 

times, which fall to powder in the moment of being distinctly seen; but, I have often thought since, that she 

must have looked as if the admission of the natural light of day would have struck her to dust.  



Year 7 English- Homework Project – 19th Century literature 
L.O.  19th Century literature is now studied in every year of school. This unit will                                                               

help you understand the life in which the texts they are reading were written.  

“He calls the knaves Jacks, this boy!” said Estella with disdain, before our first game was out. “And what 

coarse hands he has! And what thick boots!”  

I had never thought of being ashamed of my hands before; but I began to consider them a very indifferent 

pair. Her contempt for me was so strong, that it became infectious, and I caught it.  

She won the game, and I dealt. I misdealt, as was only natural, when I knew she was lying in wait for me to 

do wrong; and she denounced me for a stupid, clumsy laboring-boy.  

“You say nothing of her,” remarked Miss Havisham to me, as she looked on. “She says many hard things of 

you, but you say nothing of her. What do you think of her?”  

“I don’t like to say,” I stammered.  

“Tell me in my ear,” said Miss Havisham, bending down.  

“I think she is very proud,” I replied, in a whisper.  

“Anything else?”  

“I think she is very pretty.”  

“Anything else?”  

“I think she is very insulting.” (She was looking at me then with a look of supreme aversion.)  

“Anything else?”  

“I think I should like to go home.”  

“And never see her again, though she is so pretty?”  

“I am not sure that I shouldn’t like to see her again, but I should like to go home now.”  

“You shall go soon,” said Miss Havisham, aloud. “Play the game out.”  

Saving for the one weird smile at first, I should have felt almost sure that Miss Havisham’s face could not 

smile. It had dropped into a watchful and brooding expression,—most likely when all  

19TH-CENTURY LITERATURE AT KEY STAGE 3  

  

the things about her had become transfixed,—and it looked as if nothing could ever lift it up again. Her 

chest had dropped, so that she stooped; and her voice had dropped, so that she spoke low, and with a 

dead lull upon her; altogether, she had the appearance of having dropped body and soul, within and 

without, under the weight of a crushing blow.  

I played the game to an end with Estella, and she beggared me. She threw the cards down on the table 

when she had won them all, as if she despised them for having been won of me.  

“When shall I have you here again?” said Miss Havisham. “Let me think.”  

I was beginning to remind her that to-day was Wednesday, when she checked me with her former 

impatient movement of the fingers of her right hand.  

“There, there! I know nothing of days of the week; I know nothing of weeks of the year. Come again after 

six days. You hear?”  
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“Yes, ma’am.”  

“Estella, take him down. Let him have something to eat, and let him roam and look about him while he 

eats. Go, Pip.”  

I followed the candle down, as I had followed the candle up, and she stood it in the place where we had 

found it. Until she opened the side entrance, I had fancied, without thinking about it, that it must 

necessarily be night-time. The rush of the daylight quite confounded me, and made me feel as if I had been 

in the candlelight of the strange room many hours.  

“You are to wait here, you boy,” said Estella; and disappeared and closed the door.  

I took the opportunity of being alone in the courtyard to look at my coarse hands and my common boots. 

My opinion of those accessories was not favorable. They had never troubled me before, but they troubled 

me now, as vulgar appendages. I determined to ask Joe why he had ever taught me to call those picture-

cards Jacks, which ought to be called knaves. I wished Joe had been rather more genteelly brought up, and 

then I should have been so too.  

She came back, with some bread and meat and a little mug of beer. She put the mug down on the stones of 

the yard, and gave me the bread and meat without looking at me, as insolently as if I were a dog in 

disgrace. I was so humiliated, hurt, spurned, offended, angry, sorry,—I cannot hit upon the right name for 

the smart—God knows what its name was,—that tears started to my eyes. The moment they sprang there, 

the girl looked at me with a quick delight in having been the cause of them. This gave me power to keep 

them back and to look at her: so, she gave a contemptuous toss—but with a sense, I thought, of having 

made too sure that I was so wounded—and left me.  

But when she was gone, I looked about me for a place to hide my face in, and got behind one of the gates 

in the brewery-lane, and leaned my sleeve against the wall there, and leaned my forehead on it and cried. 

As I cried, I kicked the wall, and took a hard twist at my hair; so bitter were my feelings, and so sharp was 

the smart without a name, that needed counteraction.  

  

Glossary  

Looking-glass: mirror Lustre: a brilliant shine Chaise-cart: a lightweight horse-drawn carriage Confounded: 

confused 
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Mary Barton  

by Elizabeth Gaskell (1848)  

Chapter 1  

There are some fields near Manchester, well known to the inhabitants as “Green Heys Fields,” through 

which runs a public footpath to a little village about two miles distant. In spite of these fields being flat and 

low, nay, in spite of the want of wood (the great and usual recommendation of level tracts of land), there is 

a charm about them which strikes even the inhabitant of a mountainous district, who sees and feels the 

effect of contrast in these common-place but thoroughly rural fields, with the busy, bustling manufacturing 

town he left but half-an-hour ago. Here and there an old black and white farm-house, with its rambling 

outbuildings, speaks of other times and other occupations than those which now absorb the population of 

the neighbourhood. Here in their seasons may be seen the country business of hay-making, ploughing, &c., 

which are such pleasant mysteries for townspeople to watch; and here the artisan, deafened with noise of 

tongues and engines, may come to listen awhile to the delicious sounds of rural life: the lowing of cattle, the 

milk-maids’ call, the clatter and cackle of poultry in the old farm-yards. You cannot wonder, then, that these 

fields are popular places of resort at every holiday time; and you would not wonder, if you could see, or I 

properly describe, the charm of one particular stile, that it should be, on such occasions, a crowded halting-

place. Close by it is a deep, clear pond, reflecting in its dark green depths the shadowy trees that bend over 

it to exclude the sun. The only place where its banks are shelving is on the side next to a rambling farm-

yard, belonging to one of those old-world, gabled, black and white houses I named above, overlooking the 

field through which the public footpath leads. The porch of this farm-house is covered by a rose-tree; and 

the little garden surrounding it is crowded with a medley of old-fashioned herbs and flowers, planted long 

ago, when the garden was the only druggist’s shop within reach, and allowed to grow in scrambling and 

wild luxuriance—roses, lavender, sage, balm (for tea), rosemary, pinks and wallflowers, onions and 

jessamine, in most republican and indiscriminate order. This farm-house and garden are within a hundred 

yards of the stile of which I spoke, leading from the large pasture field into a smaller one, divided by a 

hedge of hawthorn and black-thorn; and near this stile, on the further side, there runs a tale that primroses 

may often be found, and occasionally the blue sweet violet on the grassy hedge bank.  

I do not know whether it was on a holiday granted by the masters, or a holiday seized in right of Nature and 

her beautiful spring time by the workmen, but one afternoon (now ten or a dozen years ago) these fields 

were much thronged. It was an early May evening—the April of the poets; for heavy showers had fallen all 

the morning, and the round, soft, white clouds which were blown by a west wind over the dark blue sky, 

were sometimes varied by one blacker and more threatening. The softness of the day tempted forth the 

young green leaves, which almost visibly fluttered into life; and the willows, which that morning had had 

only a brown reflection in the water below, were now of that tender gray-green which blends so delicately 

with the spring harmony of colours.  

Groups of merry and somewhat loud-talking girls, whose ages might range from twelve to twenty, came by 

with a buoyant step. They were most of them factory girls, and wore the usual out-of-doors dress of that 

particular class of maidens; namely, a shawl, which at mid-day or in fine weather was allowed to be merely 

a shawl, but towards evening, or if the day were chilly, became a sort of Spanish mantilla or Scotch plaid, 

and was brought over the head and hung loosely down, or was pinned under the chin in no unpicturesque 

fashion.  

A description from chapter 6 of Berry Street where the workers live  
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As the cold bleak spring came on (spring, in name alone), and consequently as trade continued dead, other 

mills shortened hours, turned off hands, and finally stopped work altogether.  

Barton worked short hours; Wilson, of course, being a hand in Carsons’ factory, had no work at  
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all. But his son, working at an engineer’s, and a steady man, obtained wages enough to maintain all the 

family in a careful way. Still it preyed on Wilson’s mind to be so long indebted to his son. He was out of 

spirits and depressed. Barton was morose, and soured towards mankind as a body, and the rich in 

particular. One evening, when the clear light at six o’clock contrasted strangely with the Christmas cold, and 

when the bitter wind piped down every entry, and through every cranny, Barton sat brooding over his 

stinted fire, and listening for Mary’s step, in unacknowledged trust that her presence would cheer him. The 

door was opened, and Wilson came breathless in.  

“You’ve not got a bit o’ money by you, Barton?” asked he.  

“Not I; who has now, I’d like to know. Whatten you want it for?”  

“I donnot want it for mysel, tho’ we’ve none to spare. But don ye know Ben Davenport as worked at 

Carsons’? He’s down wi’ the fever, and ne’er a stick o’ fire, nor a cowd potato in the house.”  

“I han got no money, I tell ye,” said Barton. Wilson looked disappointed. Barton tried not to be interested, 

but he could not help it in spite of his gruffness. He rose, and went to the cupboard (his wife’s pride long 

ago). There lay the remains of his dinner, hastily put by ready for supper. Bread, and a slice of cold fat 

boiled bacon. He wrapped them in his handkerchief, put them in the crown of his hat, and said—”Come, 

let’s be going.”  

“Going—art thou going to work this time o’ day?”  

“No, stupid, to be sure not. Going to see the fellow thou spoke on.” So they put on their hats and set out. On 

the way Wilson said Davenport was a good fellow, though too much of the Methodee; that his children 

were too young to work, but not too young to be cold and hungry; 109 110  

that they had sunk lower and lower, and pawned thing after thing, and that now they lived in a cellar in 

Berry Street, off Store Street. Barton growled inarticulate words of no benevolent import to a large class of 

mankind, and so they went along till they arrived in Berry Street. It was unpaved; and down the middle a 

gutter forced its way, every now and then forming pools in the holes with which the street abounded. Never 

was the Old Edinburgh cry of “Gardez l’eau” more necessary than in this street. As they passed, women 

from their doors tossed household slops of every description into the gutter; they ran into the next pool, 

which overflowed and stagnated. Heaps of ashes were the stepping-stones, on which the passer-by, who 

cared in the least for cleanliness, took care not to put his foot. Our friends were not dainty, but even they 

picked their way till they got to some steps leading down into a small area, where a person standing would 

have his head about one foot below the level of the street, and might at the same time, without the least 

motion of his body, touch the window of the cellar and the damp muddy wall right opposite. You went 

down one step even from the foul area into the cellar in which a family of human beings lived. It was very 

dark inside. The window-panes were, many of them, broken and stuffed with rags, which was reason 

enough for the dusky light that pervaded the place even at mid-day. After the account I have given of the 

state of the street, no one can be surprised that on going into the cellar inhabited by Davenport, the smell 

was so foetid as almost to knock the two men down. Quickly recovering themselves, as those inured to such 

things do, they began to penetrate the thick darkness of the place, and to see three or four little children 
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rolling on the damp, nay wet, brick floor, through which the stagnant, filthy moisture of the street oozed up; 

the fire-place was empty and black; the wife sat on her husband’s lair, and cried in the dank loneliness.  

In this passage three policemen arrive at the factory to arrest Jem.  

Dark, black were the walls, the ground, the faces around them, as they crossed the yard. But, in the furnace-

house a deep and lurid red glared over all; the furnace roared with mighty flame. The men, like demons, in 

their fire-and-soot colouring, stood swart around, awaiting the moment when the tons of solid iron should 

have melted down into fiery liquid, fit to be poured, with still, heavy sound, into the delicate moulding of 

fine black sand, prepared to receive it. The heat was intense, and the red glare grew every instant more 

fierce; the policemen stood awed with the novel sight. Then, black figures, holding strange-shaped bucket 

shovels, came athwart the deep-red furnace light, and clear and brilliant flowed forth the iron into the 

appropriate mould. The buzz of voices rose again; there was time to speak, and gasp, and wipe the brows; 

and then, one by one, the men dispersed to some other branch of their employment.  

Glossary Morose: gloomy or bad-tempered Benevolent: well-meaning Gardez l’eau: French for ‘watch out 

for the water’, a shout that people gave before emptying buckets and bowls into the street Foetid: sour 

and unpleasantly smelly 
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Robert Falcon Scott  
(1868-1912)  
Introduction  

Scott was a British Naval Officer who commanded two expeditions to Antarctica. His first expedition was 

called the Discovery Expedition (1901-1904) named after his ship which was specifically equipped to 

work in the Antarctic and to complete scientific research. He explored the continent and discovered a 

new ‘farthest South’ of 82 degrees 17. In 1910 he set out for the Antarctic again in his ship, Terra Nova, 

this time determined to reach the South Pole. In November 1911 with four companions, Captain 

Lawrence Edward (Titus) Oates, Lieutenant Henry Robertson (Birdie) Bowers, Dr Edward (Uncle Bill) 

Wilson and Petty Officer Edgar (Taff) Evans he set off across the high polar plateau, pulling the heavy 82  

sleds by hand. They reached the Pole only to discover that Roald Amundsen, a Norwegian had arrived 

there a month before. The following diary is from Scott’s Journal describing the long journey back to the 

waiting ship.  

Extract  

Tuesday 16th January, Wednesday 17th January and Thursday 18th January. Arrival at the South Pole.  

It is wonderful to think that two long marches would land us at the Pole. We left our depot to-day with nine 

days’ provisions, so that it ought to be a certain thing now, and the only appalling possibility the sight of the 

Norwegian flag forestalling ours. Little Bowers continues his indefatigable efforts to get good sights, and it 

is wonderful how he works them up in his sleeping-bag in our congested tent. (Minimum for night -27.5°.) 

Only 27 miles from the Pole. We ought to do it now.  

Tuesday, January 16.—Camp 68. Height 9760. T. -23.5°. The worst has happened, or nearly the worst. We 

marched well in the morning and covered 7 1/2 miles. Noon sight showed us in Lat. 89° 42’ S., and we 

started off in high spirits in the afternoon, feeling that to-morrow would see us at our destination. About 

the second hour of the March Bowers’ sharp eyes detected what he thought was a cairn; he was uneasy 

about it, but argued that it must be a sastrugus. Half an hour later he detected a black speck ahead. Soon 

we knew that this could not be a natural snow feature. We marched on, found that it was a black flag tied 

to a sledge bearer; near by the remains of a camp; sledge tracks and ski tracks going and coming and the 

clear trace of dogs’ paws—many dogs. This told us the whole story. The Norwegians have forestalled us and 

are first at the Pole. It is a terrible disappointment, and I am very sorry for my loyal companions. Many 

thoughts come and much discussion have we had. To-morrow we must march on to the Pole and then 

hasten home with all the speed we can compass. All the day dreams must go; it will be a wearisome return. 

We are descending in altitude—certainly also the Norwegians found an easy way up.  

Wednesday, January 17.—Camp 69. T. -22° at start. Night -21°. The Pole. Yes, but under very different 

circumstances from those expected. We have had a horrible day—add to our disappointment a head wind 4 

to 5, with a temperature -22°, and companions labouring on with cold feet and hands.  

We started at 7.30, none of us having slept much after the shock of our discovery. We followed the 

Norwegian sledge tracks for some way; as far as we make out there are only two men. In about three miles 

we passed two small cairns. Then the weather overcast, and the tracks being increasingly drifted up and 

obviously going too far to the west, we decided to make straight for the Pole according to our calculations. 

At 12.30 Evans had such cold hands we camped for lunch—an excellent ‘week-end one.’ We had marched 

7.4 miles. Lat. sight gave 89° 53’ 37’’. We started out and did 6 1/2 miles due south. To-night little Bowers is 
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laying himself out to get sights in terrible difficult circumstances; the wind is blowing hard, T. -21°, and 

there is that curious damp, cold feeling in the air which chills one to the bone in no time. We have been 

descending again, I think, but there looks to be a rise ahead; otherwise there is very little that is different 

from the awful monotony of past days. Great God! this is an awful place and terrible enough for us to have 

laboured to it without the reward of priority. Well, it is something to have got here, and the wind may be 

our friend to-morrow. We have had a fat Polar hoosh in spite of our chagrin, and feel comfortable inside—

added a small stick of chocolate and the queer taste of a cigarette brought by Wilson. Now for the run 

home and a desperate struggle. I wonder if we can do it.  

Thursday morning, January 18.—Decided after summing up all observations that we were 3.5 miles away 

from the Pole—one mile beyond it and 3 to the right. More or less in this direction Bowers saw a cairn or 

tent.  

We have just arrived at this tent, 2 miles from our camp, therefore about 1 1/2 miles from the Pole. In the 

tent we find a record of five Norwegians having been here, as follows:  

Roald Amundsen  

Olav Olavson Bjaaland  

Hilmer Hanssen  

Sverre H. Hassel  

Oscar Wisting.  

16 Dec. 1911.  

The tent is fine—a small compact affair supported  
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by a single bamboo. A note from Amundsen, which I keep, asks me to forward a letter to King Haakon!  

The following articles have been left in the tent: 3 half bags of reindeer containing a miscellaneous 

assortment of mits and sleeping socks, very various in description, a sextant, a Norwegian artificial horizon 

and a hypsometer without boiling-point thermometers, a sextant and hypsometer of English make.  

Left a note to say I had visited the tent with companions. Bowers photographing and Wilson sketching. 

Since lunch we have marched 6.2 miles S.S.E. by compass (i.e. northwards). Sights at lunch gave us 1/2 to 

3/4 of a mile from the Pole, so we call it the PoleCamp. (Temp. Lunch -21°.) We built a cairn, put up our poor 

slighted Union Jack, and photographed ourselves—mighty cold work all of it—less than 1/2 a mile south we 

saw stuck up an old underrunner of a sledge. This we commandeered as a yard for a floorcloth sail. I 

imagine it was intended to mark the exact spot of the Pole as near as the Norwegians could fix it. (Height 

9500.) A note attached talked of the tent as being 2 miles from the Pole. Wilson keeps the note. There is no 

doubt that our predecessors have made thoroughly sure of their mark and fully carried out their 

programme. I think the Pole is about 9500 feet in height; this is remarkable, considering that in Lat. 88° we 

were about 10,500. We carried the Union Jack about 3/4 of a mile north with us and left it on a piece of 

stick as near as we could fix it. I fancy the Norwegians arrived at the Pole on the 15th Dec. and left on the 

17th, ahead of a date quoted by me in London as ideal, viz. Dec. 22. It looks as though the Norwegian party 

expected colder weather on the summit than they got; it could scarcely be otherwise from Shackleton’s 

account. Well, we have turned our back now on the goal of our ambition and must face our 800 miles of 

solid dragging—and good-bye to most of the daydreams!  
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Extract from the end of the journal  

Sunday, March 11.—Titus Oates is very near the end, one feels. What we or he will do, God only knows. We 

discussed the matter after breakfast; he is a brave fine fellow and understands the situation, but he 

practically asked for advice. Nothing could be said but to urge him to march as long as he 83 84  

could. One satisfactory result to the discussion; I practically ordered Wilson to hand over the means of 

ending our troubles to us, so that anyone of us may know how to do so. Wilson had no choice between 

doing so and our ransacking the medicine case. We have 30 opium tabloids apiece and he is left with a tube 

of morphine. So far the tragical side of our story. (R. 53.)  

The sky completely overcast when we started this morning. We could see nothing, lost the tracks, and 

doubtless have been swaying a good deal since—3.1 miles for the forenoon—terribly heavy dragging—

expected it. Know that 6 miles is about the limit of our endurance now, if we get no help from wind or 

surfaces. We have 7 days’ food and should be about 55 miles from One Ton Camp to-night, 6 × 7 = 42, 

leaving us 13 miles short of our distance, even if things get no worse. Meanwhile the season rapidly 

advances.  

Monday, March 12.—We did 6.9 miles yesterday, under our necessary average. Things are left much the 

same, Oates not pulling much, and now with hands as well as feet pretty well useless. We did 4 miles this 

morning in 4 hours 20 min.—we may hope for 3 this afternoon, 7 × 6 = 42. We shall be 47 miles from the 

depot. I doubt if we can possibly do it. The surface remains awful, the cold intense, and our physical 

condition running down. God help us! Not a breath of favourable wind for more than a week, and 

apparently liable to head winds at any moment.  

Wednesday, March 14.—No doubt about the going downhill, but everything going wrong for us. Yesterday 

we woke to a strong northerly wind with temp. -37°. Couldn’t face it, so remained in camp (R. 54) till 2, then 

did 5 1/4 miles. Wanted to march later, but party feeling the cold badly as the breeze (N.) never took off 

entirely, and as the sun sank the temp. fell. Long time getting supper in dark. (R. 55.)  

This morning started with southerly breeze, set sail and passed another cairn at good speed; half-way, 

however, the wind shifted to W. by S. or W.S.W., blew through our wind clothes and into our mits. Poor 

Wilson horribly cold, could not get off ski for some time. Bowers and I practically made camp, and when we 

got into the tent at last we were all deadly cold. Then temp, now midday down -43° and the wind strong. 

We must go on, but now the making of every camp must be more difficult and dangerous. It must be near 

the end, but a pretty merciful end. Poor Oates got it again in the foot. I shudder to think what it will be like 

to-morrow. It is only with greatest pains rest of us keep off frostbites. No idea there could be temperatures 

like this at this time of year with such winds. Truly awful outside the tent. Must fight it out to the last 

biscuit, but can’t reduce rations.  

Friday, March 16 or Saturday 17.—Lost track of dates, but think the last correct. Tragedy all along the line. 

At lunch, the day before yesterday, poor Titus Oates said he couldn’t go on; he proposed we should leave 

him in his sleeping-bag. That we could not do, and induced him to come on, on the afternoon march. In 

spite of its awful nature for him he struggled on and we made a few miles. At night he was worse and we 

knew the end had come.  

Should this be found I want these facts recorded. Oates’ last thoughts were of his Mother, but immediately 

before he took pride in thinking that his regiment would be pleased with the bold way in which he met his 

death. We can testify to his bravery. He has borne intense suffering for weeks without complaint, and to the 

very last was able and willing to discuss outside subjects. He did not—would not—give up hope to the very 

end. He was a brave soul. This was the end. He slept through the night before last, hoping not to wake; but 
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he woke in the morning—yesterday. It was blowing a blizzard. He said, ‘I am just going outside and may be 

some time.’ He went out into the blizzard and we have not seen him since.  

I take this opportunity of saying that we have stuck to our sick companions to the last. In case of Edgar 

Evans, when absolutely out of food and he lay insensible, the safety of the remainder seemed to demand his 

abandonment, but Providence mercifully removed him at this critical moment. He died a natural death, and 

we did not leave him till two hours after his death. We knew that poor Oates was walking to his death, but 

though we tried to dissuade him, we knew it was the act of a brave man and an English gentleman. We all 

hope to meet the end with a similar spirit, and assuredly the end is not far.  

I can only write at lunch and then only occasionally. The cold is intense, -40° at midday. My companions are 

unendingly cheerful, but  
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we are all on the verge of serious frostbites, and though we constantly talk of fetching through I don’t think 

anyone of us believes it in his heart.  

We are cold on the march now, and at all times except meals. Yesterday we had to lay up for a blizzard and 

to-day we move dreadfully slowly. We are at No. 14 pony camp, only two pony marches from One Ton 

Depôt. We leave here our theodolite, a camera, and Oates’ sleeping-bags. Diaries, &c., and geological 

specimens carried at Wilson’s special request, will be found with us or on our sledge.  

Sunday, March 18.—To-day, lunch, we are 21 miles from the depot. Ill fortune presses, but better may 

come. We have had more wind and drift from ahead yesterday; had to stop marching; wind N.W., force 4, 

temp. -35°. No human being could face it, and we are worn out nearly.  

My right foot has gone, nearly all the toes—two days ago I was proud possessor of best feet. These are the 

steps of my downfall. Like an ass I mixed a small spoonful of curry powder with my melted pemmican—it 

gave me violent indigestion. I lay awake and in pain all night; woke and felt done on the march; foot went 

and I didn’t know it. A very small measure of neglect and have a foot which is not pleasant to contemplate. 

Bowers takes first place in condition, but there is not much to choose after all. The others are still confident 

of getting through—or pretend to be—I don’t know! We have the last half fill of oil in our primus and a very 

small quantity of spirit—this alone between us and thirst. The wind is fair for the moment, and that is 

perhaps a fact to help. The mileage would have seemed ridiculously small on our outward journey.  

Monday, March 19.—Lunch. We camped with difficulty last night, and were dreadfully cold till after our 

supper of cold pemmican and biscuit and a half a pannikin of cocoa cooked over the spirit. Then, contrary to 

expectation, we got warm and all slept well. To-day we started in the usual dragging manner. Sledge 

dreadfully heavy. We are 15 1/2 miles from the depot and ought to get there in three days. What progress! 

We have two days’ food but barely a day’s fuel. All our feet are getting bad—Wilson’s best, my right foot 

worst, left all right. There is no chance to nurse one’s feet till we can get hot food into us. Amputation is the 

least I can hope for now, but will the trouble spread? That is the serious question. The weather doesn’t give 

us a chance—the wind from N. to N.W. and -40° temp, to-day.  

Wednesday, March 21.—Got within 11 miles of depôt Monday night; [47] had to lay up all yesterday in 

severe blizzard.27 To-day forlorn hope, Wilson and Bowers going to depot for fuel.  

Thursday, March 22 and 23.—Blizzard bad as ever—Wilson and Bowers unable to start—to-morrow last 

chance—no fuel and only one or two of food left—must be near the end. Have decided it shall be natural—

we shall march for the depot with or without our effects and die in our tracks.  
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Thursday, March 29.—Since the 21st we have had a continuous gale from W.S.W. and S.W. We had fuel to 

make two cups of tea apiece and bare food for two days on the 20th. Every day we have been ready to start 

for our depot 11 miles away, but outside the door of the tent it remains a scene of whirling drift. I do not 

think we can hope for any better things now. We shall stick it out to the end, but we are getting weaker, of 

course, and the end cannot be far.  

It seems a pity, but I do not think I can write more.  

For God’s sake look after our people.  

R. Scott  

The bodies of the three men, Wilson, Bowers and Scott were found eight months after they had died. A 

wallet containing three notebooks of diaries and a number of letters was found with them.  

Letter from Scott – Message to the Public in which he explains what has happened and praises his men  

Message to the Public  

The causes of the disaster are not due to faulty organisation, but to misfortune in all risks which had to be 

undertaken.  

1. The loss of pony transport in March 1911 obliged me to start later than I had intended, and obliged the 

limits of stuff transported to be narrowed.  

2. The weather throughout the outward journey, and especially the long gale in 83° S., stopped us.  

3. The soft snow in lower reaches of glacier again reduced pace.85 86  

We fought these untoward events with a will and conquered, but it cut into our provision reserve.  

Every detail of our food supplies, clothing and depôts made on the interior ice-sheet and over that long 

stretch of 700 miles to the Pole and back, worked out to perfection. The advance party would have returned 

to the glacier in fine form and with surplus of food, but for the astonishing failure of the man whom we had 

least expected to fail. Edgar Evans was thought the strongest man of the party.  

The Beardmore Glacier is not difficult in fine weather, but on our return we did not get a single completely 

fine day; this with a sick companion enormously increased our anxieties.  

As I have said elsewhere we got into frightfully rough ice and Edgar Evans received a concussion of the 

brain—he died a natural death, but left us a shaken party with the season unduly advanced.  

But all the facts above enumerated were as nothing to the surprise which awaited us on the Barrier. I 

maintain that our arrangements for returning were quite adequate, and that no one in the world would 

have expected the temperatures and surfaces which we encountered at this time of the year. On the 

summit in lat. 85° 86° we had -20°,-30°. On the Barrier in lat. 82°, 10,000 feet lower, we had -30° in the day, 

-47° at night pretty regularly, with continuous head wind during our day marches. It is clear that these 

circumstances come on very suddenly, and our wreck is certainly due to this sudden advent of severe 

weather, which does not seem to have any satisfactory cause. I do not think human beings ever came 

through such a month as we have come through, and we should have got through in spite of the weather 

but for the sickening of a second companion, Captain Oates, and a shortage of fuel in our depôts for which I 

cannot account, and finally, but for the storm which has fallen on us within 11 miles of the depôt at which 

we hoped to secure our final supplies. Surely misfortune could scarcely have exceeded this last blow. We 

arrived within 11 miles of our old One Ton Camp with fuel for one last meal and food for two days. For four 
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days we have been unable to leave the tent—the gale howling about us. We are weak, writing is difficult, 

but for my own sake I do not regret this journey, which has shown that Englishmen can endure hardships, 

help one another, and meet death with as great a fortitude as ever in the past. We took risks, we knew we 

took them; things have come out against us, and therefore we have no cause for complaint, but bow to the 

will of Providence, determined still to do our best to the last. But if we have been willing to give our lives to 

this enterprise, which is for the honour of our country, I appeal to our countrymen to see that those who 

depend on us are properly cared for.  

Had we lived, I should have had a tale to tell of the hardihood, endurance, and courage of my companions 

which would have stirred the heart of every Englishman. These rough notes and our dead bodies must tell 

the tale, but surely, surely, a great rich country like ours will see that those who are dependent on us are 

properly provided for.  

R. SCOTT.  

Glossary Pemmican: paste of dried and pounded meat mixed with melted fat (North American Indians 

used it originally – taken up by explorers of the Antarctic) Providence: intervention of God Pannikan: small 

metal drinking cup 
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Task 5 

Writing Frame 

 Write a paragraph which explains what this shows us about how women were expected to 

behave in the 19th century. 

 

It would have been expected that Miss Havisham should marry. When she doesn’t, she feels very bitter 

and disappointed. However, by staying single, even though it wasn’t her choice, she is able to keep 

control of her money.  

Consider the following questions to help you write your paragraph: 

1. How does Estella treat the boy, Pip. Why is she so mean to him?  

2. Study the description of Miss Havisham and her room. Find words which normally would make 

us think about beauty. Find words and phrases That make us think about age and decay. Why 

are all the clocks stopped?  

3. What do you think about Miss Havisham?  Does she behave in a way that is expected of a 

typical 19th Century woman? 

4. What does Miss Havisham ask Pip about Estella? Why do you think she asks him this? What is 

his reply?  

5. Who is the most important person in the passage?  Who is in charge – the girl, the boy or the 

woman?  Do you think this is typical of how things were in the 19th Century? 

 

Writing Frame for Task 10 

Write your own journal entry about survival in a strange or hostile environment. 

TASK: Using your ideas from yesterday, your research on explorers and your reading of yesterday’s 

extract, write your own journal entry.   

 This should be at least a page in length.   

 Try to describe this place in as much detail as possible. 

 Once completed check carefully.  Make sure spelling, grammar and punctuation are accurate and 

you have used the best possible descriptions. 

Use the following to help structure your writing: 

 Where are you? 

 Why have you decided to go to this place? 

 Who are you with and why have you decided to go with these people or go alone? 

 Where did you wake up?  

 Describe the weather and the temperature. 

 What kind of night did you have? Did you sleep well/badly? Explain why 

 Where are you staying (tent/hotel/hut etc) 

 What were your plans for the day? 

 Describe the first thing you did when you got up 

 did you have to pack up or are you staying there again tonight? 

 How long are you going to be here for?  Why? 
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 Did you go anywhere or do anything?  Describe what you did.  Did the weather stay the same?  

Where did you get food from?  Did you discover anything new? 

 Describe the place in detail.  Try to use your senses in your description as well as adverbs, similes 

and metaphors. 

 Did your day go to plan?  If not explain why? 

 What do you think of the place you are staying in?  Are you glad you came here?  What do you want 

to see while you are here?  Would you come back? 

 How are you feeling as the day ends?  Do you have any plans for tomorrow? 

 

Challenge task: 

Choose one aspect of 19th Century life that you have looked at during the course of your project: 

 

  Education 

  Working life 

  Exploration 

  Women 

 Children 

Use your research to help you to write your own story or poem set in the 19th Century about one of 

these aspects of Victorian life. 

You could be a character in your story or just the (omniscient) narrator.  E.g A pupil’s view of their time 

at school or a suffragette’s fight to get votes for women, a chimney sweeper’s story or an adventure 

story about discovering new lands. 

 

 

 

 


