[image: Pile Of Books Free Stock Photo - Public Domain Pictures]		

[image: Pile Of Books Free Stock Photo - Public Domain Pictures]Created by Yoeri van Helvoirt



Contents 
Welcome!	1
Text number 1	3
Text number 2	8
Text number 3	12
Text number 4	18
Text number 5	24


[bookmark: _Toc10617536]Welcome!
In this bundle, you can find 5 texts with accompanying questions and exercises. The texts are extracts from books (novels) from English authors. It is important that you read the texts and do the exercises in the order they are presented. Do not finish them in a different order. With every text, there is a question before you start reading it. You are supposed to think about this question while you are reading the text for the first time and answer it after you have finished the first reading. When you read a text for the first time, read it in one go. This means that you are not supposed to stop reading and look up new or difficult words while reading it the first time. Whenever you come across a word you don’t understand, try to guess its meaning from the context. After you have finished the first reading and start to read the text again, you are allowed to look up confusing words if you wish. Answer all questions in your own words, unless you are asked to copy something from the text. 
Sometimes, you will find background explanations with the texts or explanations of other sorts. Read all of these carefully, they are here to help you. The same goes for some of the videos you will find. Some of the exercises you encounter will ask you to produce something, usually in the form of writing. These exercises are called ‘challenges’. Take these challenges seriously and make an effort to produce something you agree with and are proud of. You are encouraged to look at these challenges again and improve them after you have first written them. Do not worry about giving a wrong answer to a question. Almost all of the questions are about your own opinion or take on the text and do not have a right or wrong answer. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Throughout this bundle, you can find some symbols and icons to explain what is going to come next. Have a look at the icons and their meanings: 
	
	Text
There is going to be a text for you to read. Sit back and enjoy! 

	
	Before you read
Read this before you start reading the text. This is something to think about while you read the text for the first time. 

	
	Questions
Questions for you to answer after you have finished reading the text. 

	
	Explanation
Something has to be explained. Read this before you continue. 

	
	Writing
You have to writing something. Get in the writing mode! 

	
	Video
Watch a video before you continue. Directions on where to find the video are given. 



As you know, there are many different genres when it comes to texts and novels. In this bundle, you are going to work with science-fiction texts. Some of you might be familiar with this genre and enjoy reading sci-fi stories or watching sci-fi movies. Others might not know so much about it or like the genre very much. Whichever is the case, science-fiction has some characteristics that are specific for this genre and are worth taking a closer look at. If you are not really into sci-fi right now, you hopefully change your mind and decide to give the next sci-fi novel a chance after working with this material.
Before you continue, please have a look at a short video that introduces you to the genre. You can find the video under ‘1. Introduction to science-fiction’. 
The texts, questions and challenges in this bundle are selected and designed because they all have a characteristic that is typical for science fiction: they all describe something. By reading these texts, answering the questions and doing the challenges, you will (hopefully) become better at describing things yourself. 

Good luck and have fun! 


[bookmark: _Toc10617537]Text number 1 
Please read the following text, which is taken from the novel The Sparrow, written by Mary Doria Russel. In this extract, the characters are listening to something. While you are reading, think about what they are listening to. 

The Sparrow1

Awake all night, Jimmy was bleary-eyed but too strung up on his nerves to notice he was tired. As they squeezed into his little cubicle, he grabbed the donut Anne held out to him and ate it in two bites, setting up the playback while he chewed.
It was vocal, mainly. There was a percussive underlayment and possibly wind instruments as well, but it was hard to tell about that - there was still a lot of noise, although Jimmy had already filtered some out. And it was unquestionably alien. The timbre of the voices, the harmonics were simply different, in some way that Jimmy couldn't describe in words. "I can display sound signatures that would show the differences between their voices and ours graphically," he told them, "the way you can see that a violin sounds different from a trumpet.  I don't know how to say it."
"I know it's not scientific, but you can just tell," Anne agreed, shrugging. "It's like you could tell Aretha Franklin's voice from anyone else's, from a single note. It's just different."
At first, they simply listened to the fragment of music over and over, each time groaning as the signal fell off to static just as the music began to build to something wonderful. Then, after the third hearing, Anne said, "Okay. What can we tell about them? They sing in groups, and there is a lead singer. So they have a social organization. Can we assume they breathe air because their music can be heard like this?"
"We can assume they have some kind of atmosphere that propagates sound waves," George said, "but not necessarily anything we could breathe."
"So they've got something like lungs and mouths and they can control expelled air, or whatever it is they breathe," Anne listed. 
"And they can hear, or there'd be no point to singing, right?" said Jimmy.
"The language doesn't sound tonal to me," Emilio said, "but it's difficult to tell when people are singing. There is a sentence structure. There are consonants and vowels and something in the throat, like glottal stops." It didn't occur to him to wonder if they had throats. "Jimmy, may I hear it again, please?" 5
4
3
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1. What do you think the characters are listening to? Why do you think that? 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

How we are told a story is called perspective or point of view (POV). Stories can be told using; a 1st person perspective, when the main character is telling a story; a 2nd person perspective, when the writer is addressing ‘you’ (this is not very common in stories, it is used more in instructions), or a 3rd person perspective, when the person telling the story is not a character in the story.  Within these perspectives, there are some variations. The way you experience a story depends a lot on what perspective is used. 
To learn more about perspective in a story, or point of view, have a look at video ‘2. Narrative Point of View’.

2. Who is telling us this story? What is the point of view in this story?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
3. What is the effect of having this perspective? How does it influence your interpretation of the story?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
4. Look at sentence number 8, in paragraph 2. Who is meant by ‘theirs’ and who is meant by ‘ours’?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

In this text, the characters are listening to something they do not know yet. They are trying to make sense of this alien sound as we read. At the same time, you, the reader, also do not know what they are listening to. The only clues you get about this new sound is what the characters tell you about it. You are making sense of this new thing together with the characters. 
Whenever you read science fiction, you will read a lot of descriptions of things you do not know. These descriptions have to be very vivid in order for you to make sense of the new world you are reading about. How we receive a description depends partly on the point of view that is being used. A character can describe something new from his point of view, or how he sees/hears/feels/experiences this new thing. In this case you will read about characters doing/seeing/hearing/feeling something, or you can read about a character making sense of this new thing in their head. It is then a character who perceives something. 
The new ‘thing’ can also be described beginning from the new thing itself, by explaining an object’s characteristics in a general way. In this case, an omniscient narrator will explain what it looks/feels/sounds like, or how it changes. It is then a thing that makes us perceive.
A person experiencing something new and trying to make sense of it by describing it.
v
v
v
v
Something new that is described from itself. Something that makes us perceive.
versus


					         



5. Look at paragraph 2 and find out how the sound is described; by a character or from the sound itself. Write down the relevant language ‘chunks’ (parts of sentences) that tell you from what perspective it is described. 
	Character
	__________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________


	Sound  
	__________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________



6. Look at paragraph 2 again. Now write down 2 or 3 language chunks that are used to describe the sound: that give you, as a reader, information on what it sounds like. 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

7. To make sense of new, unknown things, they can be described by comparing them to things we know. Look at the entire text. What is the new sound compared to? Write down language chunks in which the text compares the sound to something known.  
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

8. After reading this text, can you imagine what this fragment sounds like?
Yes / No
 
After we read a description of the sound, the characters start to make sense of what they are hearing. They are comparing this completely new thing to sounds and things they already know, linking the unknown to the known. This happens a lot in science fiction and is part of any learning process: we can only understand the unknown against the horizon of what we know. After the characters have done this with the new sound, they are starting to make sense of other aspects of the aliens: they draw conclusions based on their own knowledge. 

In this excerpt (piece of text), the point of view changes from the omniscient narrator to dialogue that the characters are having. By doing so, we, as readers, learn more about what is happening: the omniscient narrator provides us with general knowledge about the scene we are reading and by reading the characters’ dialogue we learn what they think and feel. Because of this, readers know more about what is happening in the story than the characters in the story. 

9. Look at paragraph 4. Why are they ‘groaning as the signal fell off to static’?
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

10. Imagine you are in the room with the characters, listening to their dialogue. How do you think they are having their conversation? Do they sound scared, excited or anything else? Explain your answer. 
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

11. What effect does the new sound have on the characters? What kind of emotions are they having while listening to it?
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________



In the excerpt you have just read, something completely new was described. Being able to accurately describe things to others is an important skill. For a writer, especially a sci-fi writer, this is also very challenging. 
Challenge 1: Take an object from your house or room and describe it as accurately as possible. The object can be big or small, light or heavy: it doesn’t matter what it is but try to be a bit creative (don’t describe your phone, for example). In your description, do not mention what it is you are describing. The reader should be able to create an image in their head. Decide if you want to describe it from the perspective of a person (‘he/she sees/feels/smells’ etc.) or from the perspective of the object itself (‘it is’). As in the text, you can compare your object to other things to make it clearer to the reader what you mean. Use the strategies you have learned by studying text 1 and answering the questions.  
________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________




Text number 2
Read the following excerpt, which is taken from the novel A Clockwork Orange, written by Anthony Burgess. While you are reading, think about what the point of view in this text is and how that is different from the previous text. 

In this text, there are going to be many words that you don’t know. Don’t worry! They are fake words. They do not exist in English and there is no way that you could know them. The author of this novel was a linguist (someone who studies languages) and he created this imaginative language called ‘Nadsat’. He did so by combining English and Russian. 

A Clockwork Orange1

“What’s it going to be then, eh?”
          There was me, that is Alex, and my three droogs, that is Pete, Georgie, and Dim. Dim being really dim, and we sat in the Korova Milkbar making up our rassoodocks what to do with the evening, a flip dark chill winter bastard though dry. The Korova Milkbar was a milk-plus mesto, and you may, O my brothers, have forgotten what these mestos were like, things changing so skorry these days and everybody very quick to forget, newspapers not being read much neither. Well, what they sold there was milk plus something else. They had no licence for selling liquor, but there was no law yet against prodding some of the new veshches which they used to put into the old moloko, so you could peet it with vellocet or synthemesc or drencrom or one or two other veshches which would give you a nice quiet horrorshow fifteen minutes admiring Bog And All His Holy Angels and Saints in your left shoe with lights bursting all over your mozg. Or you could peet milk with knives in it, as we used to say, and this would sharpen you up and make you ready for a bit of dirty twenty-to-one, and that was what we were peeting this evening I’m starting off the story with.
           Our pockets were full of deng, so there was no real need from the point of view of crasting any more pretty polly to tolchock some old veck in an alley and viddy him swim in his blood while we counted the takings and divided by four, nor to do the ultra-violent on some shivering starry grey-haired ptitsa in a shop and go smecking off with the till’s guts. But, as they say, money isn’t everything.2
3




1. What is the point of view in this text? 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
2. How does this point of view effect your experience of the story?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
3. Look at the verbs in this text. What tense is being used to tell the story? Past, present or future?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
4. As in text 1, something is being described in this text. In text 1, this was a sound. What is being described in text 2?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
5. Why does the character think it is necessary to describe this to us? (look at sentence number 5) 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
6. With text 1, the sound was new to the characters AND to the readers. What is different about this description? Is the thing that is being described new to the readers and the characters? 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
7. Text 1 described the sound by comparing it to things we already know; mostly other sounds. What happens in this text? Are new things compared to other things to explain them? Or is it explained by talking about what could be done there? 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
8. What effect does this have? Are you able to create a clear picture in your head?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
9. Through the described actions, the things we can do in this bar, we should be able to form an image of what it looks like. Write down language chunks that tell us what happens at the bar.
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

10. Look at the sentence ‘they had no license for selling liquor’, in paragraph 2. What does this sentence tell you about the bar?  
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
 
The fact that the verbs in the text are in the past, tells us that the character is further in the future. He is looking back at something that has happened to him before: he is telling us a story. Therefore, he knows more than we know. In that sense, this text is different from text 1; where the reader knew more than the characters. In text 2, it is the narrator’s duty to inform us of everything as detailed as possible. After all, everything is new to us whereas the narrator has all the knowledge. 

11. As you have read in the explanation before the text, this story makes use of a fake language. Write down 5 of these fake words. Decide what word sort they belong to (noun / verb / adjective / adverb), if they have a positive or a negative meaning and suggest an existing alternative to replace them. 

	Word
	Word sort 
	Positive / negative
	Alternative word

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	



12. When you have selected an alternative for the fake words, read the sentence again. How does using an existing word change the impact of the sentence? 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

13. Would you have wanted the author to use existing words to describe the room they are in? Or does the use of fake words contribute to the strangeness of the scene? Share your thoughts. 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________


Challenge 2:  The fact that we only get actions to describe the bar makes it very difficult to create an image of the bar in your head. Using the same perspective (1st person narrator), write a paragraph in which you explain what this bar looks like. Do not use actions in your explanation: focus on what kind of furniture you see, what colours there are, what kind of light there is, what kind of people there are in the bar with you, what they are drinking, etc. Make sure that the person reading your paragraph really knows what this bar looks like. Try to use language chunks that are similar to the ones you learned with text 1 and 2 (do not use fake language, though).
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

The book ‘A Clockwork Orange’ has been turned into a film by director Stanley Kubrick. He had to create images from what he read in the book, similar to what you have just done in challenge 2. Now watch video ‘3. A Clockwork Orange’, in which you can see the bar that is described in the text.

After watching the video, did your description of the bar match that of the video? What are similarities or differences? 
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Text number 3
Together, text number 3 and 4 make up one chapter of a book called The Time Machine, written by H.G. Wells. Therefore, the next two texts are longer than the two previous texts. 
While you are reading this first part of the text, think about how the character is traveling and pay extra attention to how he describes what he is experiencing. 
‘He is experiencing’. From this, you can assume that the POV in this text is going to be the same as that in text 2: a first person narrator. Think about this: when you tell a story to your friends about something you did or something that happened to you, how much time do you devote to describing events, feelings, surroundings etc.? 

In The Time Machine, the main character does not have a name. He simply goes by ‘the Time Traveller’, for obvious reasons. The names of characters in a story are (almost) never chosen by chance: usually they represent something and are chosen for a specific reason. The fact that the character in this story doesn’t even have a name, but goes by the thing he does, creates a different reading experience. 

The Time Machine1

`I told some of you last Thursday of the principles of the Time Machine, and showed you the actual thing itself, incomplete in the workshop. There it is now, a little travel-worn, truly; and one of the ivory bars is cracked, and a brass rail bent; but the rest of it is sound enough. I expected to finish it on Friday, but on Friday, when the putting together was nearly done, I found that one of the nickel bars was exactly one inch too short, and this I had to get remade; so that the thing was not complete until this morning. It was at ten o’clock to-day that the first of all Time Machines began its career. I gave it a last tap, tried all the screws again, put one more drop of oil on the quartz rod, and sat myself in the saddle. I suppose a suicide who holds a pistol to his skull feels much the same wonder at what will come next as I felt then. I took the starting lever in one hand and the stopping one in the other, pressed the first, and almost immediately the second. I seemed to reel; I felt a nightmare sensation of falling; and, looking round, I saw the laboratory exactly as before. Had anything happened? For a moment I suspected that my intellect had tricked me. Then I noted the clock. A moment before, as it seemed, it had stood at a minute or so past ten; now it was nearly half-past three!2

`I drew a breath, set my teeth, gripped the starting lever with both hands, and went off with a thud. The laboratory got hazy and went dark. Mrs. Watchett came in and walked, apparently without seeing me, towards the garden door. I suppose it took her a minute or so to traverse the place, but to me she seemed to shoot across the room like a rocket. I pressed the lever over to its extreme position. The night came like the turning out of a lamp, and in another moment came to-morrow. The laboratory grew faint and hazy, then fainter and ever fainter. To-morrow night came black, then day again, night again, day again, faster and faster still. An eddying murmur filled my ears, and a strange, dumb confusedness descended on my mind.%3

 `I am afraid I cannot convey the peculiar sensations of time travelling. They are excessively unpleasant. There is a feeling exactly like that one has upon a switchback--of a helpless headlong motion! I felt the same horrible anticipation, too, of an imminent smash. As I put on pace, night followed day like the flapping of a black wing. The dim suggestion of the laboratory seemed presently to fall away from me, and I saw the sun hopping swiftly across the sky, leaping it every minute, and every minute marking a day. I supposed the laboratory had been destroyed and I had come into the open air. I had a dim impression of scaffolding, but I was already going too fast to be conscious of any moving things. The slowest snail that ever crawled dashed by too fast for me. The twinkling succession of darkness and light was excessively painful to the eye. Then, in the intermittent darknesses, I saw the moon spinning swiftly through her quarters from new to full, and had a faint glimpse of the circling stars. Presently, as I went on, still gaining velocity, the palpitation of night and day merged into one continuous greyness; the sky took on a wonderful deepness of blue, a splendid luminous color like that of early twilight; the jerking sun became a streak of fire, a brilliant arch, in space; the moon a fainter fluctuating band; and I could see nothing of the stars, save now and then a brighter circle flickering in the blue.4

`The landscape was misty and vague. I was still on the hill-side upon which this house now stands, and the shoulder rose above me grey and dim. I saw trees growing and changing like puffs of vapour, now brown, now green; they grew, spread, shivered, and passed away. I saw huge buildings rise up faint and fair, and pass like dreams. The whole surface of the earth seemed changed-- melting and flowing under my eyes. The little hands upon the dials that registered my speed raced round faster and faster. Presently I noted that the sun belt swayed up and down, from solstice to solstice, in a minute or less, and that consequently my pace was over a year a minute; and minute by minute the white snow flashed across the world, and vanished, and was followed by the bright, brief green of spring.%5

`The unpleasant sensations of the start were less poignant now. They merged at last into a kind of hysterical exhilaration. I remarked indeed a clumsy swaying of the machine, for which I was unable to account. But my mind was too confused to attend to it, so with a kind of madness growing upon me, I flung myself into futurity. At first I scarce thought of stopping, scarce thought of anything but these new sensations. But presently a fresh series of impressions grew up in my mind--a certain curiosity and therewith a certain dread--until at last they took complete possession of me. What strange developments of humanity, what wonderful advances upon our rudimentary civilization, I thought, might not appear when I came to look nearly into the dim elusive world that raced and fluctuated before my eyes! I saw great and splendid architecture rising about me, more massive than any buildings of our own time, and yet, as it seemed, built of glimmer and mist. I saw a richer green flow up the hill-side, and remain there, without any wintry intermission. Even through the veil of my confusion the earth seemed very fair. And so my mind came round to the business of stopping,
`The peculiar risk lay in the possibility of my finding some substance in the space which I, or the machine, occupied. So long as I travelled at a high velocity through time, this scarcely mattered; I was, so to speak, attenuated--was slipping like a vapour through the interstices of intervening substances! But to come to a stop involved the jamming of myself, molecule by molecule, into whatever lay in my way; meant bringing my atoms into such intimate contact with those of the obstacle that a profound chemical reaction--possibly a far-reaching explosion -- would result, and blow myself and my apparatus out of all possible dimensions-- into the Unknown. This possibility had occurred to me again and again while I was making the machine; but then I had cheerfully accepted it as an unavoidable risk-- one of the risks a man has got to take! Now the risk was inevitable, I no longer saw it in the same cheerful light. The fact is that insensibly, the absolute strangeness of everything, the sickly jarring and swaying of the machine, above all, the feeling of prolonged falling, had absolutely upset my nerve. I told myself that I could never stop, and with a gust of petulance I resolved to stop forthwith. Like an impatient fool, I lugged over the lever, and incontinently the thing went reeling over, and I was flung headlong through the air.%6



1. In the two previous texts, only one thing was described: the sound in text 1 and the bar in text 2. In this text, almost every paragraph focusses on describing something else (some describe the same things). Complete this box:

	Paragraph:
	Describes:

	1. 
	

	2. 
	How fast time passes

	3. 
	

	4. 
	Changing of the landscape around him

	5. 
	

	6. 
	



1. Look at the paragraph in which the time machine is described. Write down words, or language chunks, that tell you what the machine looks like.
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________



1. In paragraph 2 and 3, we can read a description of how time passes while the Time Traveller is travelling through time. Write down language chunks that give you information about this. 
______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

1. How far do you think the Time Traveller has travelled through time? Explain your answer.
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

As you can probably tell by looking at your answers to questions 2 and 3, describing an object is very different from describing an action. The simple nouns and adjectives from paragraph 1 are enough to create a basic image of the time machine in your head. The actions that occur when traveling through time are more complicated. The author has to describe actions vividly, using more words than when he describes an object. Because we cannot know what it is like to travel through time, the happenings are compared to things we do know, often by using the word ‘like’. 

1. Paragraph 4 continues to focus on his journey. Now, we do not read about how time passes but instead how the landscape around him changes. Write down language chunks that tell you how the landscape changes.
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

1. Look at paragraph 4 again. When the Time Traveller describes his surroundings, does he focus on static things or does he focus on the change? Explain your answer.
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________



1. In paragraph 3, we can read about how unpleasant it is to travel through time. The character describes his feelings about travelling to us. Later on, his feelings about this change. Write down how his feelings change.
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

1. In paragraph 5, we can read about why the Time Traveller decides to stop. Why does he decide to do so?
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

1. In the next paragraph, we discover that it might be dangerous to stop the time machine. Write down language chunks that describe why it is dangerous. 
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

1. After reading this description about travelling through time, is this something you would like to do yourself? Why or why not? (only pay attention to the actual process of travelling through time, don’t think about ‘when’ you would like to go)
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________


 
Challenge 3: in this excerpt, the main focus is on what is happening while the character is travelling. We learn how his surroundings change. Through his description, we learn what he sees and how he experiences this. Think of a journey you know very well: a trip you make very often or have made very often in the past. Describe this journey. Do it in such a way that someone who has never been on this journey can picture what it is like. When you are doing so, again think of language chunks you have learned. Try to use things you have learned with text 1, 2 and 3.
________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Text number 4 
Now, read the next part of this chapter. In the previous part, you could read a description of the journey he made. Now, he has arrived. While you are reading, pay close attention how he describes his surroundings. 

The Time Machine1

`There was the sound of a clap of thunder in my ears. I may have been stunned for a moment. A pitiless hail was hissing round me, and I was sitting on soft turf in front of the overset machine. Everything still seemed grey, but presently I remarked that the confusion in my ears was gone. I looked round me. I was on what seemed to be a little lawn in a garden, surrounded by rhododendron bushes, and I noticed that their mauve and purple blossoms were dropping in a shower under the beating of the hail-stones. The rebounding, dancing hail hung in a cloud over the machine, and drove along the ground like smoke. In a moment I was wet to the skin. “Fine hospitality,” said I, “to a man who has travelled innumerable years to see you.
`Presently I thought what a fool I was to get wet. I stood up and looked round me. A colossal figure, carved apparently in some white stone, loomed indistinctly beyond the rhododendrons through the hazy downpour. But all else of the world was invisible2

`My sensations would be hard to describe. As the columns of hail grew thinner, I saw the white figure more distinctly. It was very large, for a silver birch-tree touched its shoulder. It was of white marble, in shape something like a winged sphinx, but the wings, instead of being carried vertically at the sides, were spread so that it seemed to hover. The pedestal, it appeared to me, was of bronze, and was thick with verdigris. It chanced that the face was towards me; the sightless eyes seemed to watch me; there was the faint shadow of a smile on the lips. It was greatly weather-worn, and that imparted an unpleasant suggestion of disease. I stood looking at it for a little space--half a minute, perhaps, or half an hour. It seemed to advance and to recede as the hail drove before it denser or thinner. At last I tore my eyes from it for a moment and saw that the hail curtain had worn threadbare, and that the sky was lightening with the promise of the Sun.%3

`I looked up again at the crouching white shape, and the full temerity of my voyage came suddenly upon me. What might appear when that hazy curtain was altogether withdrawn? What might not have happened to men? What if cruelty had grown into a common passion? What if in this interval the race had lost its manliness and had developed into something inhuman, unsympathetic, and overwhelmingly powerful? I might seem some old-world savage animal, only the more dreadful and disgusting for our common likeness--a foul creature to be incontinently slain.4

`Already I saw other vast shapes--huge buildings with intricate parapets and tall columns, with a wooded hill-side dimly creeping in upon me through the lessening storm. I was seized with a panic fear. I turned frantically to the Time Machine, and strove hard to readjust it. As I did so the shafts of the sun smote through the thunderstorm. The grey downpour was swept aside and vanished like the trailing garments of a ghost. Above me, in the intense blue of the summer sky, some faint brown shreds of cloud whirled into nothingness. The great buildings about me stood out clear and distinct, shining with the wet of the thunderstorm, and picked out in white by the unmelted hailstones piled along their courses. I felt naked in a strange world. I felt as perhaps a bird may feel in the clear air, knowing the hawk wings above and will swoop. My fear grew to frenzy. I took a breathing space, set my teeth, and again grappled fiercely, wrist and knee, with the machine. It gave under my desperate onset and turned over. It struck my chin violently. One hand on the saddle, the other on the lever, I stood panting heavily in attitude to mount again.5
6

`But with this recovery of a prompt retreat my courage recovered. I looked more curiously and less fearfully at this world of the remote future. In a circular opening, high up in the wall of the nearer house, I saw a group of figures clad in rich soft robes. They had seen me, and their faces were directed towards me.
`Then I heard voices approaching me. Coming through the bushes by the White Sphinx were the heads and shoulders of men running. One of these emerged in a pathway leading straight to the little lawn upon which I stood with my machine. He was a slight creature--perhaps four feet high--clad in a purple tunic, girdled at the waist with a leather belt. Sandals or buskins--I could not clearly distinguish which--were on his feet; his legs were bare to the knees, and his head was bare. Noticing that, I noticed for the first time how warm the air was.%7

`He struck me as being a very beautiful and graceful creature, but indescribably frail. His flushed face reminded me of the more beautiful kind of consumptive—that hectic beauty of which we used to hear so much. At the sight of him I suddenly regained confidence. I took my hands from the machine.8

 


1. While reading, you thought about how the character describes his surroundings. Write down language chunks that describe this. 
________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

2. With text 3, the Time Traveller described his surroundings while focussing on how it changed around him, while he was travelling. How are the descriptions in text 4 different?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

3. In this description, there are many words that are used specifically to describe things, usually things of which the character is not completely sure. For every paragraph, write down language chunks that represent this. To help you, the first paragraph has already been done.
	Paragraph 
	Descriptive words 

	1. 
	may have been stunned for a moment, everything seemed grey, I remarked that the confusion in my ears was gone, I looked round, what seemed to be a lawn in a garden, I noticed that their mauve and purple blossoms were dropping

	2. 
	



	3. 
	



	4. 
	



	5. 
	



	6. 
	



	7. 
	



	8. 
	






4. Aside from learning about what the Time Traveller sees and experiences around him, we also learn about how he feels. Throughout the text, his feelings seem to change and these changes are described to us. 
For every paragraph, write down what his feelings are. Have a close look at the paragraph and decide if we learn about his feelings through objects, or things, around him, or if we learn about this through happenings, or actions. Provide a language chunk for every paragraph in which you show his feelings through a thing or an action.

	Paragraph 
	Time Traveller’s feelings
	Things or actions?

	1.
	
	

	Example: 
	
	

	2.
	
	

	Example:
	
	

	3.
	
	

	Example:
	
	

	4.
	
	

	Example:
	
	

	5.
	
	

	Example:
	
	

	6.
	
	

	Example:
	
	

	7.
	
	

	Example:
	
	

	8.
	
	

	Example:
	
	



5. In paragraph 4, the Time Traveller asks himself a lot of questions. Why does he ask himself these questions? What is he trying to answer?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________


6. In the same paragraph, he is afraid of something. What is he afraid of?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

7. In paragraphs 6, 7 and 8, he sees a creature (or a person?). In these paragraphs, he is describing this creature to us. Write down language chunks that give us information about these creatures. 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Notice that, in paragraph 4, the Time Traveller is afraid of encountering this future’s inhabitants. He has no idea what has happened to mankind and isn’t sure if it is safe to meet them. He also thinks HE might seem a savage to them. In paragraph 6, 7 and 8, this fear is relieved. In a very short fragment of text, we move from something unknown and scary, to getting to know this unknown factor and relieving its frightfulness. 



Challenge 4: in this text, you have read a description of the new time in which the Time Traveller finds himself. First he described his surroundings, later he described the creatures (people?) who live there. Put yourself in the perspective of one of the creatures who live here. Imagine that you see the Time Traveller for the first time and you have never before seen a ‘man’. Describe him in such a way  that someone who has also never seen such a thing before understands what he looks like. Again, use language chunks you have seen before and practised with in previous texts. 
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________


Text number 5 
The previous excerpts you have read were all extracts from books or, in the case of text 3 and 4, they made up a chapter from a novel. Those texts were all selected because they described something different or described things in a different way. The final text you are going to read is a short story. A short story is a complete story but, as the name suggest, is much shorter than a normal novel. Now that you have some experience with reading science fiction texts and paying attention to how things are described in those texts, you are ready to read a complete science fiction story. 

This final story is written by Ray Bradbury and is called The Pedestrian. He wrote the story in 1951 and the story is set in 2053. For him, this was about 100 years in the future. For us, right now, 2053 is not so far away anymore. While you are reading the story, see if you recognise some of the things he describes that were strange to him but that are very normal for us right now. 

The Pedestrian

To enter out into that silence that was the city at eight o'clock of a misty evening in November, to put your feet upon that buckling concrete walk, to step over grassy seams and make your way, hands in pockets, through the silences, that was what Mr Leonard Mead most dearly loved to do. He would stand upon the corner of an intersection and peer down long moonlit avenues of sidewalk in four directions, deciding which way to go, but it really made no difference; he was alone in this world of 2053 A.D., or as good as alone, and with a final decision made, a path selected, he would stride off, sending patterns of frosty air before him like the smoke of a cigar.

Sometimes he would walk for hours and miles and return only at midnight to his house. And on his way he would see the cottages and homes with their dark windows, and it was not unequal to walking through a graveyard where only the faintest glimmers of firefly light appeared in flickers behind the windows. Sudden gray phantoms seemed to manifest upon inner room walls where a curtain was still undrawn against the night, or there were whisperings and murmurs where a window in a tomb-like building was still open.

Mr Leonard Mead would pause, cock his head, listen, look, and march on, his feet making no noise on the lumpy walk. For long ago he had wisely changed to sneakers when strolling at night, because the dogs in intermittent squads would parallel his journey with barkings if he wore hard heels, and lights might click on and faces appear and an entire street be startled by the passing of a lone figure, himself, in the early November evening.

On this particular evening he began his journey in a westerly direction, toward the hidden sea. There was a good crystal frost in the air; it cut the nose and made the lungs blaze like a Christmas tree inside; you could feel the cold light going on and off, all the branches filled with invisible snow. He listened to the faint push of his soft shoes through autumn leaves with satisfaction, and whistled a cold quiet whistle between his teeth, occasionally picking up a leaf as he passed, examining its skeletal pattern in the infrequent lamplights as he went on, smelling its rusty smell.

'Hello, in there,' he whispered to every house on every side as he moved. 'What's up tonight on Channel 4, Channel 7, Channel 9? Where are the cowboys rushing, and do I see the United States Cavalry over the next hill to the rescue?'

The street was silent and long and empty, with only his shadow moving like the shadow of a hawk in mid-country. If he closed his eyes and stood very still, frozen, he could imagine himself upon the centre of a plain, a wintry, windless Arizona desert with no house in a thousand miles, and only dry river beds, the street, for company.

'What is it now?' he asked the houses, noticing his wrist watch. Eight-thirty P.M.? Time for a dozen assorted murders? A quiz? A revue? A comedian falling off the stage?'

Was that a murmur of laughter from within a moon-white house? He hesitated, but went on when nothing more happened. He stumbled over a particularly uneven section of sidewalk. The cement was vanishing under flowers and grass. In ten years of walking by night or day, for thousands of miles, he had never met another person walking, not one in all that time.

He came to a cloverleaf intersection which stood silent where two main highways crossed the town. During the day it was a thunderous surge of cars, the gas stations open, a great insect rustling and a ceaseless jockeying for position as the scarab-beetles, a faint incense puttering from their exhausts, skimmed homeward to the far directions. But now these highways, too, were like streams in a dry season, all stone and bed and moon radiance.

He turned back on a side street, circling around toward his home. He was within a block of his destination when the lone car turned a corner quite suddenly and flashed a fierce white cone of light upon him. He stood entranced, not unlike a night moth, stunned by the illumination, and then drawn toward it.

A metallic voice called to him:
'Stand still. Stay where you are! Don't move!'
He halted.
'Put up your hands!'
'But-' he said.
'Your hands up! Or we'll shoot!'

The police, of course, but what a rare, incredible thing; in a city of three million, there was only one police car left, wasn't that correct? Ever since a year ago, 2052, the election year, the force had been cut down from three cars to one. Crime was ebbing; there was no need now for the police, save for this one lone car wandering and wandering the empty streets.

'Your name?' said the police car in a metallic whisper. He couldn't see the men in it for the bright light in his eyes.
'Leonard Mead,' he said.
'Speak up!'
'Leonard Mead!'
Business or profession?'
'I guess you'd call me a writer.'
No profession,' said the police car, as if talking to itself. The light held him fixed, like a museum specimen, needle thrust through chest.
'You might say that,' said Mr Mead. 

He hadn't written in years. Magazines and books didn't sell anymore. Everything went on in the tomb-like houses at night now, he thought, continuing his fancy. The tombs, ill-lit by television light, where the people sat like the dead, the gray or multi-colored lights touching their faces, but never really touching them.

'No profession,' said the phonograph voice, hissing. 'What are you doing out?'
'Walking,' said Leonard Mead. 
'Walking!' 
'Just walking,' he said simply, but his face felt cold. 
'Walking, just walking, walking?' 
'Yes, sir.' 
'Walking where? For what?' 
'Walking for air. Walking to see.' 
'Your address!'
'Eleven South Saint James Street.' 
'And there is air in your house, you have an air conditioner, Mr Mead?' 
Yes.' 
'And you have a viewing screen in your house to see with?' 
'No. 
'No?' There was a crackling quiet that in itself was an accusation. 
'Are you married, Mr Mead?' 
'No.'
'Not married,' said the police voice behind the fiery beam. The moon was high and dear among the stars and the houses were gray and silent. 
'Nobody wanted me,' said Leonard Mead with a smile. 
'Don't speak unless you're spoken to!' 
Leonard Mead waited in the cold night.
'Just walking; Mr Mead?' 
'Yes.'
But you haven't explained for what purpose.'
'I explained; for air, and to see, and just to walk.'
'Have you done this often?'
Every night for years.'
The police car sat in the centre of the street with its radio throat faintly humming.
'Well, Mr Mead', it said.
'Is that all?' he asked politely.
'Yes,' said the voice. 'Here.' There was a sigh, a pop. The back door of the police car sprang wide. 'Get in.'
'Wait a minute, I haven't done anything!'
'Get in.'
'I protest!'
'Mr Mead.'

He walked like a man suddenly drunk. As he passed the front window of the car he looked in. As he had expected, there was no one in the front seat, no one in the car at all.

'Get in.'

He put his hand to the door and peered into the back seat, which was a little cell, a little black jail with bars. It smelled of riveted steel. It smelled of harsh antiseptic; it smelled too clean and hard and metallic. There was nothing soft there.

'Now if you had a wife to give you an alibi,' said the iron voice. 'But-'
Where are you taking me?'

The car hesitated, or rather gave a faint whirring click, as if information, somewhere, was dropping card by punch- slotted card under electric eyes. 'To the Psychiatric Center for Research on Regressive Tendencies.'

He got in. The door shut with a soft thud. The police car rolled through the night avenues, flashing its dim lights ahead.

They passed one house on one street a moment later, one house in an entire city of houses that were dark, but this one particular house had all of its electric lights brightly lit, every window a loud yellow illumination, square and warm in the cool darkness.

'That's my house,' said Leonard Mead.
No one answered him.

The car moved down the empty riverbed streets and off away, leaving the empty streets with the empty sidewalks, and no sound and no motion all the rest of the chill November night.3
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1. While you were reading, you thought about things that were described that were strange to the writer at the time, but not to us anymore. Did you find any? Explain how the author’s description is different, or similar, to the thing we use nowadays.
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

2. In paragraph 14 we can read the sentence ‘never really touching them’. How do you interpret this sentence?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

3. A lot of time and words are spent on describing the city in which this story is taking place. Describe this city to the best of your abilities, you can use language chunks from the text.
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
4. What impression do you get of the world in which Leonard Mead is living? Would you like to live in such a world as well? Why (not)? 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
5. The city is one of the things that is being described in this story. What other things are being described? What do we know about these things? It’s okay to write down keywords only. 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
6. Some of the things in the story are put there, and described to us, to create contrasts. What are contrasting things in the story and how do they create a contrast?
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

The way we experience a story becomes stronger when the world in which the story is set is described in greater detail. This is especially true for science fiction stories because they talk about worlds that are unknown to us. Usually there are some things that we recognise and can use to place the setting but most of the time the stories are in completely unfamiliar surroundings. Writers have to make this new world as real as possible for their readers. That is why sci-fi is very descriptive, this helps us to create an image of that ‘new’ world in our heads. 
The most powerful tools to help readers create an image are tools that are about the senses: seeing, hearing, feeling, smelling, tasting. You might not even notice when the senses are put in a story, but they help you to build the setting in your mind. Aside from this, they also help you to decide if something is positive or negative: a smell of flowers is much more positive than a smell of rotting food, for example. 

7. In this short story, Leonard Mead’s surroundings are described in detail. By reading about his surroundings, we also learn something about his emotions. Have a look at the story and write down some words that are used to describe things. Think about the sense to which they appeal and if they are positive or negative.

	Seeing 
	+/-
	Hearing
	+/-
	Feeling 
	+/-
	Smelling 
	+/-
	Tasting 
	+/-

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



8. If you had to compare this text to one of the texts you read before (text 1, 2, 3, 4), which one could you compare it to? When you are comparing these texts, think about the way in which things are described. Explain your answer thoroughly. 
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

This was the last text and these were the last questions for you to answer. The only thing that is left is a final writing exercise (and a short questionnaire after that, please don’t forget to fill that out!). In text 1, 3 and 4, the characters and the readers found themselves in the same position: the things that could be seen and were happening around them were strange to the characters as well as the readers. In text 2 and 5, the characters had an advantage: the world around them was familiar to them but unfamiliar to the reader. This meant that these characters had to make sense of what was happening around them to the reader. 
As stated with challenge 1: being able to accurately describe something is a very important skill. This is especially true for writers, and even more for sci-fi writers, but also for ‘normal’ people. People like you and me.
By working on these different texts, we have seen how characters (and therefore, readers) can make sense of the unknown. We have looked at how unknown sounds or worlds can be compared to known things to help the reader make sense of it. We have seen how a journey can be described, how an unknown and strange room is described and even how an entire city and things in that city can be described. While learning about these different ways to describe different things, we have also learned how point of view in a story can contribute to this. 
At the same time, you have practised writing descriptions as well. You wrote a description about an object, about a setting, about a journey and about a character. For every description you wrote, you assumed that the reader knew nothing about it, forcing you to be as detailed and clear as possible. 
Before continuing with the final challenge, take a look at the things you have written and take a moment to think about the things you have learned by studying this material.
Challenge 5: Write a description from a 1st person point of view and image that the thing you are writing about is completely new to you and to the reader. The same has been done in text 3 and 4, and in text 1 with a different point of view. Imagine you are seeing / hearing / experiencing something and you have to describe exactly what is happening so that the reader also knows what you are experiencing. You could imagine you are in a strange place somewhere on earth: a desert, the bottom of the ocean or inside a volcano. You could also imagine you are on a different planet in our solar system. You could also picture yourself in the distant future and describe what our earth looks like then. These are all just ideas. Make your own decision and put some time and effort into writing the description. Do not finish it at once, take some time to revise your work later. Remember that you can use vocabulary items and language chunks that you have seen and studied with the previous texts. 
Title _________________________________
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