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Introduction For Students  
Welcome to your English Literature A Level Course! We are delighted that you have made the decision to 
study this subject at A level and look forward to teaching you in September.  
 In the meantime we have prepared a number of ‘taster’ activities for you and hope that this will give 
some further insight into what to expect on the course. We have developed and added some activities to 
the booklet this year in the light of the fact that you are having a slightly longer holiday than 
expected! Please feel free to browse through the activities, the websites and the texts provided and select 
what you are interested in.   
At Colonel Frank Seely Academy we study the AQA A Level English Literature Specification A which 
follows on from the GCSE English Literature course you have been following for the past two years. The 
course is broadly split into three different sections:  
Paper One – ‘Love Through the Ages’ – a number of activities and texts in the booklet are based on this 
theme.  
Paper Two – The First World War – a novel, a play and some poetry on this theme. There are some 
further suggestions for reading on this theme on the AQA A Level English Literature A website.  
NEA – (Non-Exam Assessment) – A coursework essay where you select two texts of your own choice to 
compare after you have negotiated a title with your teachers and the exam board. The main stipulation 
here is that they cannot be texts that are ‘set texts’ on the syllabus.  
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1.  ‘A Midsummer Night’s Dream’ is available to read online.  Many of you will have studied 
aspects of the play further down the school.  If you are really interested in reading some more 
Shakespeare prior to the course then ‘Othello’ would be a good choice.  
2. There is a question to answer at the end of ‘The Rainbow’ extract.  Again, there are many D H 
Lawrence novels available on line and all focus on the theme of love.  
3. There is a question to answer at the end of ‘The Yellow Wallpaper’ extract.  
4. Research any of the poets we have included in this booklet and find out some biographical 
information about them.  
5. Research and read some other poems written by these poets, especially those which are on 
the theme of love. You could also annotate and analyse the poems in the booklet.  
6. Complete any of the other activities and tasks from the table at the end of the booklet. There 
are also some brilliant links here to follow to online texts, films, plays and other online resources.  
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Shakespeare Text  
In this extract Oberon and Titania, who have been lovers, meet for the first time after they have 
quarrelled. What language and structural features does Shakespeare use to reveal aspects of their 
characters and relationship?  
Enter, from one side, OBERON, with his train; from the other, TITANIA, with hers  
  
OBERON   
Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania.  
  
TITANIA   
What, jealous Oberon! Fairies, skip hence:  
I have forsworn his bed and company.  
  
OBERON   
Tarry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord?  
  
TITANIA   
Then I must be thy lady: but I know  
When thou hast stolen away from fairy land,  
And in the shape of Corin sat all day,  
Playing on pipes of corn and versing love  
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here,  
Come from the farthest Steppe of India?  
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,  
Your buskin'd mistress and your warrior love,  
To Theseus must be wedded, and you come  
To give their bed joy and prosperity.  
  



 

 

OBERON   
How canst thou thus for shame, Titania,  
Glance at my credit with Hippolyta,  
Knowing I know thy love to Theseus?  
Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night  
From Perigenia, whom he ravished?  
And make him with fair Aegle break his faith,  
With Ariadne and Antiopa?  
  
TITANIA   
These are the forgeries of jealousy:  
And never, since the middle summer's spring,  
Met we on hill, in dale, forest or mead,  
By paved fountain or by rushy brook,  
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Or in the beached margent of the sea,  
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind,  
But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our sport.  
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain,  
As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea  
Contagious fogs; which falling in the land  
Have every pelting river made so proud  
That they have overborne their continents:  
The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain,  
The ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn  
Hath rotted ere his youth attain'd a beard;  
The fold stands empty in the drowned field,  
And crows are fatted with the murrion flock;  
The nine men's morris is fill'd up with mud,  
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green  
For lack of tread are undistinguishable:  
The human mortals want their winter here;  
No night is now with hymn or carol blest:  
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,  
Pale in her anger, washes all the air,  
That rheumatic diseases do abound:  
And thorough this distemperature we see  
The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts  
Far in the fresh lap of the crimson rose,  
And on old Hiems' thin and icy crown  
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds  
Is, as in mockery, set: the spring, the summer,  
The childing autumn, angry winter, change  
Their wonted liveries, and the mazed world,  
By their increase, now knows not which is which:  
And this same progeny of evils comes  
From our debate, from our dissension;  
We are their parents and original.  



 

 

  
OBERON   
Do you amend it then; it lies in you:  
Why should Titania cross her Oberon?  
I do but beg a little changeling boy,  
To be my henchman.  
  
TITANIA   
Set your heart at rest:  
The fairy land buys not the child of me.  
His mother was a votaress of my order:  
And, in the spiced Indian air, by night,  
Full often hath she gossip'd by my side,  
And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands,  
Marking the embarked traders on the flood,  
When we have laugh'd to see the sails conceive  
And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind;  
Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait  
Following,--her womb then rich with my young squire,--  
Would imitate, and sail upon the land,  
To fetch me trifles, and return again,  
As from a voyage, rich with merchandise.  
But she, being mortal, of that boy did die;  
And for her sake do I rear up her boy,  
And for her sake I will not part with him.  
  
OBERON   
How long within this wood intend you stay?  
  
TITANIA   
Perchance till after Theseus' wedding-day.  
If you will patiently dance in our round  
And see our moonlight revels, go with us;  
If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts.  
  
OBERON   
Give me that boy, and I will go with thee.  
  
TITANIA   
Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies, away!  
We shall chide downright, if I longer stay.  
  
Exit TITANIA with her train  
  
OBERON   
Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from this grove  
Till I torment thee for this injury.  
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The Rainbow /D H Lawrence/Extract from Chapter One/Written in 1915  
She was the widow of a Polish doctor, he gathered. Her husband had died, a refugee, in London. 
She spoke a bit foreign-like, but you could easily make out what she said. She had one little girl 
named Anna. Lensky was the woman’s name, Mrs. Lensky.  
 

  

Brangwen felt that here was the unreality established at last. He felt also a curious certainty 
about her, as if she were destined to him. It was to him a profound satisfaction that she was a 
foreigner.  
A swift change had taken place on the earth for him, as if a new creation were fulfilled, in 
which he had real existence. Things had all been stark, unreal, barren, mere nullities before. 
Now they were actualities that he could handle.  
He dared scarcely think of the woman. He was afraid. Only all the time he was aware of her 
presence not far off, he lived in her. But he dared not know her, even acquaint himself with her 
by thinking of her.  
One day he met her walking along the road with her little girl. It was a child with a face like a 
bud of apple-blossom, and glistening fair hair like thistle-down sticking out in straight, 
wild, flamy pieces, and very dark eyes. The child clung jealously to her mother’s side when he 
looked at her, staring with resentful black eyes. But the mother glanced at him again, almost 
vacantly. And the very vacancy of her look inflamed him. She had wide grey-brown eyes with 
very dark, fathomless pupils. He felt the fine flame running under his skin, as if all his veins had 
caught fire on the surface. And he went on walking without knowledge.  
It was coming, he knew, his fate. The world was submitting to its transformation. He made no 
move: it would come, what would come.  
When his sister Effie came to the Marsh for a week, he went with her for once to church. In the 
tiny place, with its mere dozen pews, he sat not far from the stranger. There was a 
fineness about her, a poignancy about the way she sat and held her head lifted. She was 
strange, from far off, yet so intimate. She was from far away, a presence, so close to his soul. 
She was not really there, sitting in Cossethay church beside her little girl. She was not living the 
apparent life of her days. She belonged to somewhere else. He felt it poignantly, as something 
real and natural. But a pang of fear for his own concrete life, that was only Cossethay, hurt him, 
and gave him misgiving.  
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Her thick dark brows almost met above her irregular nose, she had a wide, rather   
thick mouth. But her face was lifted to another world of life: not to heaven or death: but to 
some place where she still lived, in spite of her body’s absence.  
The child beside her watched everything with wide, black eyes. She had an odd little 
defiant look, her little red mouth was pinched shut. She seemed to be jealously guarding 
something, to be always on the alert for defence. She met Brangwen’s near, vacant, intimate 
gaze, and a palpitating hostility, almost like a flame of pain, came into the wide, over-conscious 
dark eyes.  
The old clergyman droned on, Cossethay sat unmoved as usual. And there was the foreign 
woman with a foreign air about her, inviolate, and the strange child, also foreign, jealously 
guarding something.  
When the service was over, he walked in the way of another existence out of the church. As he 
went down the churchpath with his sister, behind the woman and child, the little girl suddenly 
broke from her mother’s hand, and slipped back with quick, almost invisible movement, and 



 

 

was picking at something almost under Brangwen’s feet. Her tiny fingers were fine and quick, 
but they missed the red button.  
“Have you found something?” said Brangwen to her.  
And he also stooped for the button. But she had got it, and she stood back with it pressed 
against her little coat, her black eyes flaring at him, as if to forbid him to notice her. Then, 
having silenced him, she turned with a swift “Mother—,” and was gone down the path.  
The mother had stood watching impassive, looking not at the child, but at Brangwen. He 
became aware of the woman looking at him, standing there isolated yet for him dominant in 
her foreign existence.  
What aspects of love do you think this extract focuses on?  
What do you notice about the way D H Lawrence has written his opening?  
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The Yellow Wallpaper Extract 1/Wallpaper (Short story by Charlotte Perkins Gilman)  
I'm getting really fond of the room in spite of the wall-paper. Perhaps BECAUSE of the wall-paper.  
It dwells in my mind so!  
I lie here on this great immovable bed - it is nailed down, I believe - and follow that pattern about 
by the hour. It is as good as gymnastics, I assure you. I start, we'll say, at the bottom, down in the 
corner over there where it has not been touched, and I determine for the thousandth time that I 
WILL follow that pointless pattern to some sort of a conclusion.  
I know a little of the principle of design, and I know this thing was not arranged on any laws of 
radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that I ever heard of.  
It is repeated, of course, by the breadths, but not otherwise.  
Looked at in one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated curves and flourishes - a kind of 
"debased Romanesque" with delirium tremens - go waddling up and down in isolated columns of 
fatuity.  
But, on the other hand, they connect diagonally, and the sprawling outlines run off in great 
slanting waves of optic horror, like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in full chase.  
The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems so, and I exhaust myself in trying to 
distinguish the order of its going in that direction.  
They have used a horizontal breadth for a frieze, and that adds wonderfully to the confusion.  
There is one end of the room where it is almost intact, and there, when the crosslights fade and 
the low sun shines directly upon it, I can almost fancy radiation after all, - the interminable 
grotesques seem to form around a common centre and rush off in headlong plunges of equal 
distraction.  
It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a nap I guess.  
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The Yellow Wallpaper/Extract 2/Wallpaper  
There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me, or ever will.  
Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer every day.  
It is always the same shape, only very numerous.  
And it is like a woman stooping down and creeping about behind that pattern. I don't like it a bit. I 
wonder - I begin to think - I wish John would take me away from here!  
It is so hard to talk with John about my case, because he is so wise, and because he loves me so.  
But I tried it last night.  



 

 

It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around just as the sun does.  
I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always comes in by one window or another.  
John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and watched the moonlight on that 
undulating wall-paper till I felt creepy.  
The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if she wanted to get out.  
  
The whole of this short story is available to read on line. It tells the story of a woman who is 
isolated and unhappy within her marriage.  What do you notice about the way the story is 
written?  What aspects of love does the story deal with?  
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 A Birthday   
by Christina Rossetti   
  
My heart is like a singing bird     
  Whose nest is in a water'd shoot;     
My heart is like an apple-tree     
  Whose boughs are bent with thick-set fruit;     
My heart is like a rainbow shell   
  That paddles in a halcyon sea;     
My heart is gladder than all these,     
  Because my love is come to me.     
    
Raise me a daïs of silk and down;     
  Hang it with vair and purple dyes;  
Carve it in doves and pomegranates,     
  And peacocks with a hundred eyes;     
Work it in gold and silver grapes,     
  In leaves and silver fleurs-de-lys;     
Because the birthday of my life  
  Is come, my love is come to me.  
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First Love  
I ne'er was struck before that hour   
With love so sudden and so sweet,   
Her face it bloomed like a sweet flower   
And stole my heart away complete.   
My face turned pale as deadly pale.   
My legs refused to walk away,   
And when she looked, what could I ail?   
My life and all seemed turned to clay.  
  
And then my blood rushed to my face   
And took my eyesight quite away,   

http://www.poets.org/poet.php/prmPID/716


 

 

The trees and bushes round the place   
Seemed midnight at noonday.   
I could not see a single thing,   
Words from my eyes did start --   
They spoke as chords do from the string,   
And blood burnt round my heart.  
  
Are flowers the winter's choice?   
Is love's bed always snow?   
She seemed to hear my silent voice,   
Not love's appeals to know.   
I never saw so sweet a face   
As that I stood before.   
My heart has left its dwelling-place   
And can return no more   
  
John Clare  

  

   
10  

  
  
  
In Charles Dickens’ novel, ‘Great Expectations’ Miss Havisham has been jilted at the altar by her 
fiancée.  She spends the rest of her live in her wedding attire and refuses to move any of the other 
preparations for the wedding in her house ie. the wedding feast, decorations etc.    
  
  
Havisham  
  
Beloved sweetheart bastard . Not a day since then  
I haven't wished him dead. Prayed for it  
so hard I've dark green pebbles for eyes,  
ropes on the back of my hands I could strangle with.   
Spinster . I stink and remember . Whole days  
in bed cawing Nooooo at the wall; the dress   
yellowing, trembling if I open the wardrobe;  
the slewed mirror, full-length, her, myself , who did this   
to me? Puce curses that are sounds not words.  
Some nights better , the lost body over me,  
my fluent tongue in its mouth in its ear  
then down till suddenly bite awake. Love's  
hate behind a white veil; a red balloon bursting  
in my face. Bang. I stabbed at a wedding cake.  
Give me a male corpse for a long slow honeymoon.  
Don't think it's only the heart that b-b-b-breaks.   
Carol Ann Duffy  
  
  

http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#beloved%20sweetheart%20bastard
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#dark%20green%20pebbles
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#ropes%20on%20the%20back%20of%20my%20hands
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#Spinster
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#stink%20and%20remember
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#cawing%20Nooooo
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#the%20dress
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#her,%20myself
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#some%20nights%20better
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#bite%20awake
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#Love's%20hate
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#red%20balloon
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#male%20corpse
http://home.clara.net/stevebrown/html/havisham_commentary.htm#don't%20think%20it's%20only%20the%20heart
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My Love Is Like To Ice    
  
          
   
My love is like to ice, and I to fire:  
How comes it then that this her cold so great  
Is not dissolved through my so hot desire,   
But harder grows the more I her entreat?  
Or how comes it that my exceeding heat  
Is not allayed by her heart-frozen cold,  
But that I burn much more in boiling sweat,  
And feel my flames augmented manifold?  
What more miraculous thing may be told,   
That fire, which all things melts, should harden ice,  
And ice, which is congeal's with senseless cold,  
Should kindle fire by wonderful device?  
Such is the power of love in gentle mind,  
That it can alter all the course of kind.   
  
  
Edmund Spenser   
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The Garden of Love  
  
By  William Blake     
  
  
I went to the Garden of Love,   
  
And saw what I never had seen:   



 

 

  
A Chapel was built in the midst,   
  
Where I used to play on the green.   
  
  
And the gates of this Chapel were shut,   
  
And Thou shalt not. writ over the door;   
  
So I turn'd to the Garden of Love,   
  
That so many sweet flowers bore.   
  
  
And I saw it was filled with graves,   
  
And tomb-stones where flowers should be:   
  
And Priests in black gowns, were walking their rounds,   
  

    And binding with briars, my joys & desires.  
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I went to the Garden of Love,  
And saw what I never had seen:   
A Chapel was built in the midst,   
Where I used to play on the green.   

  
And the gates of this Chapel were shut,   



 

 

And Thou shalt not. writ over the door;   
So I turn'd to the Garden of Love,   
That so many sweet flowers bore.   

  
And I saw it was filled with graves,   
And tomb-stones where flowers should be:   
And Priests in black gowns, were walking their rounds,   
And binding with briars, my joys & desires.  

 
 

 
 



 

 

 
 
 

 



 

 

 


