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Brave New World 
Aldous Huxley, 1931 
The channel wound between precipitous banks, and slanting from one wall to the other 
across the valley ran a streak of green - the river and its fields. On the prow of that stone 
ship in the centre of the strait, and seemingly a part of it, a shaped and geometrical    
outcrop of the naked rock, stood the ancient town of Malpais. Block above block, each 
storey smaller than the one below, the tall houses rose like stepped and amputated   
pyramids into the blue sky. At their feet lay a straggle of low buildings, a criss-cross of 
walls; and on three sides the precipices fell sheer into the plain. A few columns of smoke 
mounted perpendicularly into the windless air and were lost. 
"Queer," said Lenina. "Very queer." It was her ordinary word of condemnation. "I don't 
like it. And I don't like that man." She pointed to the Indian guide who had been         
appointed to take them up to the town. Her feeling was evidently reciprocated; the very 
back of the man, as he walked along before them, was hostile, sullenly contemptuous. 
 
"Besides," she lowered her voice, "he smells." 
 
Bernard did not attempt to deny it. They walked on. 
 
Suddenly it was as though the whole air had come alive and were pulsing, pulsing with 
the indefatigable movement of blood. Up there, in Malpais, the drums were being    
beaten. Their feet fell in with the rhythm of that mysterious heart; they quickened their 
pace. Their path led them to the foot of the precipice. The sides of the great mountain        
towered over them, three hundred feet to the gunwale. 
 
"I wish we could have brought the plane," said Lenina, looking up resentfully at the 
blank    impending rock-face. "I hate walking. And you feel so small when you're on the 
ground at the bottom of a hill." 
 
They walked along for some way in the shadow of the mountain, rounded a projection, 
and there, in a water-worn ravine, was the way up the companion ladder. They climbed. 
It was a very steep path that zigzagged from side to side of the gully. Sometimes the 
pulsing of the drums was all but inaudible, at others they seemed to be beating only just 
round the corner. 
 
When they were half-way up, an eagle flew past so close to them that the wind of his 
wings blew chill on their faces. In a crevice of the rock lay a pile of bones. It was all     
oppressively queer, and the Indian smelt stronger and stronger. They emerged at last 
from the ravine into the full sunlight. The top of the mountain was a flat deck of stone. 
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From lines 15‐19, how does the writer use language and structure to   

create a sense of an cipa on? 
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It might be messy, but children should play with their food to stop them becoming fussy eaters. What 
are your rules at meal mes? 
 
My seven‐year‐old daughter has a friend round for dinner. They’re pretending that raspberries are     

lips ck and squidging them against their lips, with lots of giggles and red‐stained fingers. I could object. 

Instead, I smile and start loading the dishwasher. 

 

It’s not that I think table manners are en rely unimportant. I have no inten on of raising slurpy, finger‐

licking, face‐smearing chimps. But I’ve always ins nc vely felt that if I wanted my children to grow up 

with a posi ve, happy, healthy, adventurous a tude to food, nagging them from a young age to behave 

like mini adults at the dinner table was going to be counterproduc ve. Not only would it create tensions 

at the table, it would crush their enthusiasm and open‐mindedness towards food pre y damn quickly.  

My own childhood memories of meal mes are s ll marred by my mum constantly pestering me to hold 

my knife right and telling me off for sculp ng faces in my Angel Delight with my spoon. No, if I wanted 

my children to explore food by ea ng it, I was going to have to relax and let them explore it in many 

other ways too. 

 

Food is, a er all, mul sensory. It doesn’t appeal to us through taste alone. The smell of freshly baking 

bread can sell houses. The colour of the inside of a perfectly ripe avocado is good enough to be painted 

on living room walls. And the snap of a carrot s ck is a rather sa sfying sound. A young child learns 

about the world directly through their senses. Just as a five or six‐month‐old puts toys in their mouth as 

part of their developmental process, so babies and toddlers naturally want to touch food, feel it, 

squidge it, squelch it, sniff it and see what noises it makes. It’s not a subs tute for ea ng, or a distrac‐

on from it. It’s an important part of learning to love food and to be comfortable around it. 

 

                                     

Why teaching table manners can do more harm than good 



Anna Groom is a lead NHS paediatric die cian. She works with children who are “selec ve               

eaters” (fussy buggers to you and me) on a daily basis. “It’s really important to let children explore 

the sensory side of food as a whole – not just what it tastes like,” she says. “It makes it more familiar 

to them. It makes them feel ‘safe’ with it.” The idea is that they are more likely to try it  and less likely 

to become fussy. 

 

She points out that the emphasis on keeping everything clean and dy and under control at 

meal mes o en starts at weaning. Watch many a parent feeding her baby and no ce how they 

scrape the spoon around the baby’s mouth a er each mouthful, how they hold the bowl at arm’s 

reach when the baby swipes for it eagerly. Yet exposure to a food, she explains – any exposure – is a 

vital first step, whether the child eats it or not. “When I work with children who have become phobic 

about a par cular food, I get them to draw it, touch it, play with it, smell it, kiss it, lick it!” 

 

So – even at age seven – I will con nue to let my daughter mould sand dunes out of her rice, make a 

clown’s nose out of cherry tomato or put a blob of peanut bu er on her boiled egg just to see what it 

tastes like. I am teaching her table manners, but I’m doing it gradually and gently. In fact, I believe it 

has the most impact when I talk to her about them away from the table, when she’s not hungry and 

trying to enjoy her food. The other day, as she was engrossed in using her fork to make fossil pa erns 

in her mashed potato, she looked up and said: “You know Mummy, I wouldn’t do this if I was in a  

restaurant.” 

 

My other child is now 14. He has always eaten everything and anything that comes his way, with the 

excep on of raw tomato. How are his table manners? Pre y good. I’ve no ced he s ll likes to have a 

(discreet) animalis c sniff of a frankfurter before he puts it in his mouth, but he knows how to eat 

politely and conform to society’s expecta ons. 

By the me I’ve finished loading the dishwasher, the girls have gone off to play. I go to clear the last 

things from the table. The squashed raspberries have all been eaten. 

 

Claire Po er                                         

Analyse how the writer uses language and structure to interest and     

engage the reader. 
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Paris strews the tomb with flowers. 

 

Retires. 

Enter Romeo and Balthasar with a torch, a mattock, and a crow of iron. 

 

Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal bed I strew— 
O woe, thy canopy is dust and stones!— 
Which with sweet water nightly I will dew, 
Or wanting that, with tears distill’d by moans. 
The obsequies that I for thee will keep 
Nightly shall be to strew thy grave and weep. 

Whistle Boy. 

The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wanders this way tonight, 
To cross my obsequies and true love’s rite? 

PARIS 

Give me that mattock and the wrenching iron. 
Hold, take this letter; early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 
Give me the light. Upon thy life I charge thee, 
What e’er thou hearest or seest, stand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my course. 
Why I descend into this bed of death 
Is partly to behold my lady’s face, 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring—a ring that I must use 
In dear employment—therefore hence be gone. 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I farther shall intend to do, 
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint, 
And strew this hungry churchyard with thy limbs. 
The time and my intents are savage-wild, 

ROMEO 

I will be gone, sir, and not trouble ye. 

BALTHASAR 



From the extract, what do 

we learn about the          

rela onship between     

Romeo and Paris? 

So shalt thou show me friendship. Take thou that; 
Live and be prosperous, and farewell, good fellow. 

ROMEO 

Aside. 

For all this same, I’ll hide me hereabout, 

BALTHASAR 

Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorg’d with the dearest morsel of the earth, 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 
And in despite I’ll cram thee with more food. 

ROMEO 

Retires. 

Romeo begins to open the tomb. 

This is that banish’d haughty Montague, 
That murd’red my love’s cousin, with which grief 
It is supposed the fair creature died, 
And here is come to do some villainous shame 
To the dead bodies. I will apprehend him. 

Steps forth. 

Stop thy unhallowed toil, vile Montague! 
Can vengeance be pursued further than death? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee. 

PARIS 

I must indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desp’rate man. 
Fly hence and leave me, think upon these 
gone, 
Let them affright thee. I beseech thee, youth, 
Put not another sin upon my head, 
By urging me to fury: O, be gone! 
By heaven, I love thee better than myself, 
For I come hither arm’d against myself. 
Stay not, be gone; live, and hereafter say 
A madman’s mercy bid thee run away. 

ROMEO 



From Chapter 2 “Search for Mr. Hyde” 

 

 The steps drew swi ly nearer, and swelled out suddenly louder as they turned the end of the 
street. The lawyer, looking forth from the entry, could soon see what manner of man he had to deal 
with. He was small and very plainly dressed, and the look of him, even at that distance, went somehow 
strongly against the watcher's inclina on. But he made straight for the door, crossing the roadway to 
save me; and as he came, he drew a key from his pocket like one approaching home.  

 Mr. U erson stepped out and touched him on the shoulder as he passed." Mr. Hyde, I think?" 

 Mr. Hyde shrank back with a hissing intake of the breath. But his fear was only momentary; and 
though he did not look the lawyer in the face, he answered coolly enough: "That is my name. What do 
you want?" 

 "I see you are going in," returned the lawyer. "I am an old friend of Dr. Jekyll's ‐ Mr. U erson of 
Gaunt Street ‐ you must have heard my name; and mee ng you so conveniently, I thought you might 
admit me."  

 "You will not find Dr. Jekyll; he is from home," replied Mr. Hyde, blowing in the key. And then sud‐
denly, but s ll without looking up, "How did you know me?" he asked. 

 "On your side," said Mr. U erson, "will you do me a favour?" 

 "With pleasure," replied the other. "What shall it be?" 

 "Will you let me see your face?" asked the lawyer. 

 Mr. Hyde appeared to hesitate, and then, as if upon some sudden reflec on, fronted about with 
an air of defiance; and the pair stared at each other pre y fixedly for a few seconds. "Now I shall know 
you again," said Mr. U erson." It may be useful." 

 "Yes," returned Mr. Hyde, "it is as well we have, met; and a propos, you should have my address." 
And he gave a number of a street in Soho. 

 "Good God!" thought Mr. U erson," can he, too, have been thinking of the will?" But he kept his 
feelings to himself and only grunted in acknowledgment of the address. 

 "And now," said the other, "how did you know me?" 

 "By descrip on," was the reply. 

 "Whose descrip on?" 

 "We have common friends, said Mr. U erson. 

 "Common friends?" echoed Mr. Hyde, a li le hoarsely." Who are they?" 

 "Jekyll, for instance," said the lawyer. 

 "He never told you," cried Mr. Hyde, with a flush of anger." I did not think you would have lied." 

  "Come," said Mr. U erson, "that is not fi ng language."  

 The other snarled aloud into a savage laugh; and the next moment, with extraordinary quickness, 
he had unlocked the door and disappeared into the house. 
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Jekyll & Hyde 
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From the extract, what do we learn about the character of Mr Hyde? 


