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your             

favourite 

learning     

episode and 

why? 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mystery and The Supernatural 

  

  

CLASS: 

NAME: 

Year 8: Virtual Learning Booklet 1 

Mystery and  

 The Supernatural 
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2 

1. Banquo’s Ghost 

Timeline: 1606 

Shakespeare wrote many plays 

that featured supernatural 

elements. 

2. Penny Dreadfuls 

Timeline: 1830s 

Popular fiction that included many    

mysterious occurrences. 

3. The Woman in White 

Timeline: 1851 

One of the first early mystery 

novels. 

4. The Mysteries of London 

Timeline: 1800s 

A research project into strange 

events that happened in London 

5. Phantom Coach 

Timeline: 1864 

A traveller is lost in bad weather but 

finds shelter with an unusual man and 

his many strange possessions. 

6. Harker's Coach Journey 

Timeline: 1897 

Johnathan Harker, a solicitor from London, is on route to Dracula’s castle in 

Transylvania and experiences mysterious, perhaps supernatural, events.  

Timeline 
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Episode 6 – Harker’s Coach Journey 

Inform and Advise: Use the template to plan a leaflet. How would 

you ensure a traveller has the most important information?  
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Episode 6 – Harker’s Coach Journey 

Modes of 

transport 

Local          

attractions 
Local traditions Places to stay 

 

   

A Spooky Place to Travel: Collate notes and generate ideas for this 

spooky destination. What would people want to know?  

3 

3 

Episode 1 – Banquo’s Ghost https://youtu.be/yTjbRWmb6-s 

Macbeth Clip: As you watch the clip, fill in the table about anything 

you notice.  

See Think Wonder 

    WAGOLL 

Words 

Banquo does not say 

anything. 

This makes the scene 

sombre and         

Banquo’s silent  

presence creates 

suspense. 

Why isn’t he      

speaking to         

Macbeth? 

What is his          

message? 

 Costume     

 Behaviours     

Check my understanding: 
Define              

Characterisation 

  

  

How is Banquo 

presented to the 

audience? 
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Episode 1 – Banquo’s Ghost 

Supernatural Character: Describe and Entertain  

Age: 

Personality: 

Physical Appearance: 

Movements: 

Voice: 

Name: 

Character’s backstory:  

Self Assess: 

Your supernatural 
character is good 
because… 

  

  

I think it would be 
even better if… 

  

  

So you should 
add… 

  

  

Tension: Mental or emotional strain 

Suspense: a state or feeling of excited or 

anxious uncertainty about what may 

happen 
69 
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But while I wondered, the driver suddenly appeared again, and with-
out a word took his seat, and we resumed our journey. I think I must 
have fallen asleep and kept dreaming of the incident, for it seemed to 
be repeated endlessly, and now looking back, it is like a sort of awful 
nightmare. Once the flame appeared so near the road, that even in 
the darkness around us I could watch the driver's motions. He went 
rapidly to where the blue flame arose, it must have been very faint, 
for it did not seem to illumine the place around it at all, and gathering 
a few stones, formed them into some device. 
Once there appeared a strange optical effect. When he stood be-
tween me and the flame he did not obstruct it, for I could see its 
ghostly flicker all the same. This startled me, but as the effect was on-
ly momentary, I took it that my eyes deceived me straining through 
the darkness. Then for a time there were no blue flames, and we sped 
onwards through the gloom, with the howling of the wolves around 
us, as though they were following in a moving circle. 

Interesting Imagery 
Quotations 

Words/techniques 

Effect on the     

atmosphere 

Effect on the        

narrator and    

reader 

    

    

What images are presented to the reader? Complete the table 
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spoke to them soothingly, and they quieted down, but shivered and 
sweated as though after a runaway from sudden fright. Then, far off 
in the distance, from the mountains on each side of us began a loud-
er and a sharper howling, that of wolves, which affected both the 
horses and myself in the same way. For I was minded to jump from 
the caleche and run, whilst they reared again and plunged madly, so 
that the driver had to use all his great strength to keep them from 
bolting. In a few minutes, however, my own ears got accustomed to 
the sound, and the horses so far became quiet that the driver was 
able to descend and to stand before them. 
He petted and soothed them, and whispered something in their ears, 
as I have heard of horse-tamers doing, and with extraordinary effect, 
for under his caresses they became quite manageable again, though 
they still trembled. The driver again took his seat, and shaking his 
reins, started off at a great pace. This time, after going to the far side 
of the Pass, he suddenly turned down a narrow roadway which ran 
sharply to the right. 
Soon we were hemmed in with trees, which in places arched right 
over the roadway till we passed as through a tunnel. And again great 
frowning rocks guarded us boldly on either side. Though we were in 
shelter, we could hear the rising wind, for it moaned and whistled 
through the rocks, and the branches of the trees crashed together as 
we swept along. It grew colder and colder still, and fine, powdery 
snow began to fall, so that soon we and all around us were covered 
with a white blanket. The keen wind still carried the howling of the 
dogs, though this grew fainter as we went on our way. The baying of 
the wolves sounded nearer and nearer, as though they were closing 
round on us from every side. I grew dreadfully afraid, and the horses 
shared my fear. The driver, however, was not in the least disturbed. 
He kept turning his head to left and right, but I could not see anything 
through the darkness. 
Suddenly, away on our left I saw a faint flickering blue flame. The 
driver saw it at the same moment. He at once checked the horses, 
and, jumping to the ground, disappeared into the darkness. I did not 
know what to do, the less as the howling of the wolves grew closer. 
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Episode 1 – Banquo’s Ghost 

Create a Storyboard: Describe and Entertain  

1. 2. 3. 

Stage Directions: Stage Directions: Stage Directions: 

4. 5. 6. 

Stage Directions: Stage Directions: Stage Directions: 
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Episode 1 – Banquo’s Ghost  See https://www.sparknotes.com/nofear/shakespeare/

macbeth/page_106/  for modern English translations. 

Act 3 Scene 4 Macbeth: Macbeth encounters the ghost of his best 

friend Banquo. 

SCENE. The banquet hall in the palace. There is music and food being 
brought to the table by servants. There is a roaring fire, creating a 
warm and comfortable atmosphere. 
(The banquet prepared. Enter MACBETH, LADY MACBETH, ROSS, 
LENNOX, Lords, and Attendants) 
MACBETH 
You know your own degrees; sit down: at first 
And last the hearty welcome. 
Lords 
Thanks to your majesty. 
MACBETH  
Ourself will mingle with society, 
And play the humble host. 
Our hostess keeps her state, but in best time 
We will require her welcome. 
LADY MACBETH 
Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends; 
For my heart speaks they are welcome. 
(First Murderer appears at the door) 
MACBETH 
See, they encounter thee with their hearts' thanks.  
Both sides are even: here I'll sit i' the midst: 
Be large in mirth; anon we'll drink a measure 
The table round. 
(Approaching the door) 
There's blood on thy face. 
First Murderer 
'Tis Banquo's then. 
MACBETH 
'Tis better thee without than he within. 
Is he dispatch'd? 
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Without a word he shook his reins, the horses turned, and we swept 
into the darkness of the pass. As I looked back I saw the steam from 
the horses of the coach by the light of the lamps, and projected 
against it the figures of my late companions crossing themselves. 
Then the driver cracked his whip and called to his horses, and off they 
swept on their way to Bukovina. As they sank into the darkness I felt a 
strange chill, and a lonely feeling come over me. But a cloak was 
thrown over my shoulders, and a rug across my knees, and the driver 
said in excellent German--"The night is chill, mein Herr, and my mas-
ter the Count bade me take all care of you. There is a flask of slivovitz 
(the plum brandy of the country) underneath the seat, if you should 
require it." 
I did not take any, but it was a comfort to know it was there all the 
same. I felt a little strangely, and not a little frightened. I think had 
there been any alternative I should have taken it, instead of prose-
cuting that unknown night journey. The carriage went at a hard pace 
straight along, then we made a complete turn and went along anoth-
er straight road. It seemed to me that we were simply going over and 
over the same ground again, and so I took note of some salient point, 
and found that this was so. I would have liked to have asked the driv-
er what this all meant, but I really feared to do so, for I thought that, 
placed as I was, any protest would have had no effect in case there 
had been an intention to delay. 
By-and-by, however, as I was curious to know how time was passing, I 
struck a match, and by its flame looked at my watch. It was within a 
few minutes of midnight. This gave me a sort of shock, for I suppose 
the general superstition about midnight was increased by my recent 
experiences. I waited with a sick feeling of suspense. 
Then a dog began to howl somewhere in a farmhouse far down the 
road, a long, agonized wailing, as if from fear. The sound was taken 
up by another dog, and then another and another, till, borne on the 
wind which now sighed softly through the Pass, a wild howling began, 
which seemed to come from all over the country, as far as the imagi-
nation could grasp it through the gloom of the night. 
At the first howl the horses began to strain and rear, but the driver 

https://www.sparknotes.com/nofear/shakespeare/macbeth/page_106/
https://www.sparknotes.com/nofear/shakespeare/macbeth/page_106/
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Episode 6 – Harker’s Coach Journey 

Extract 3: This is an extract from Bram Stoker’s novel Dracula. 

Johnathan Harker, a solicitor from London, is on route to Dracula’s 

castle in Transylvania.  

"There is no carriage here. The Herr is not expected after all. He will 
now come on to Bukovina, and return tomorrow or the next day, 
better the next day." Whilst he was speaking the horses began to 
neigh and snort and plunge wildly, so that the driver had to hold 
them up. Then, amongst a chorus of screams from the peasants and a 
universal crossing of themselves, a caleche, with four horses, drove 
up behind us, overtook us, and drew up beside the coach. I could see 
from the flash of our lamps as the rays fell on them, that the horses 
were coal-black and splendid animals. They were driven by a tall man, 
with a long brown beard and a great black hat, which seemed to hide 
his face from us. I could only see the gleam of a pair of very bright 
eyes, which seemed red in the lamplight, as he turned to us. 
He said to the driver, "You are early tonight, my friend." 
The man stammered in reply, "The English Herr was in a hurry." 
To which the stranger replied, "That is why, I suppose, you wished 
him to go on to Bukovina. You cannot deceive me, my friend. I know 
too much, and my horses are swift." 
As he spoke he smiled, and the lamplight fell on a hard-looking 
mouth, with very red lips and sharp-looking teeth, as white as ivory. 
One of my companions whispered to another the line from Burger's 
"Lenore". 
"Denn die Todten reiten Schnell." ("For the dead travel fast.") 
The strange driver evidently heard the words, for he looked up with a 
gleaming smile. The passenger turned his face away, at the same time 
putting out his two fingers and crossing himself. "Give me the Herr's 
luggage," said the driver, and with exceeding alacrity my bags were 
handed out and put in the caleche. Then I descended from the side of 
the coach, as the caleche was close alongside, the driver helping me 
with a hand which caught my arm in a grip of steel. His strength must 
have been prodigious. 
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First Murderer 
My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him. 
MACBETH 
Thou art the best o' the cut-throats: yet he's good 
[…] 
First Murderer 
Most royal sir, 
Fleance is 'scaped. 
MACBETH 
[…]now I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confined, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's safe? 
First Murderer 
Ay, my good lord: safe in a ditch he bides, 
[…] 
MACBETH 
Thanks for that: 
There the grown serpent lies; the worm that's fled 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for the present. Get thee gone: to-morrow 
We'll hear, ourselves, again. 
(Exit Murderer) 
LADY MACBETH 
My royal lord, 
You do not give the cheer […] 
MACBETH 
Sweet remembrancer! 
Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both! 
LENNOX 
May't please your highness sit. 
(The GHOST OF BANQUO enters, and sits in MACBETH's place) 
MACBETH 
Here had we now our country's honour roof'd, 
Were the graced person of our Banquo present; 
Who may I rather challenge for unkindness 
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Than pity for mischance! 
ROSS 
His absence, sir, 
Lays blame upon his promise. Please't your highness 
To grace us with your royal company. 
MACBETH 
The table's full. 
LENNOX 
Here is a place reserved, sir. 
MACBETH 
Where? 
LENNOX 
Here, my good lord. What is't that moves 
your highness? 
MACBETH 
Which of you have done this? 
Lords 
What, my good lord? 
MACBETH 
(angered) Thou canst not say I did it: never 
shake Thy gory locks at me. 
ROSS 
Gentlemen, rise: his highness is not well. 
LADY MACBETH 
Sit, worthy friends: my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth: pray you, keep seat; 
The fit is momentary; upon a thought 
He will again be well: if much you note him, 
You shall offend him and extend his passion: 
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man? 
MACBETH 
Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appall the devil. 
LADY MACBETH 
O proper stuff! 
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separated two atmospheres, and that now we had got into the thun-
derous one. I was now myself looking out for the conveyance which 
was to take me to the Count. Each moment I expected to see the 
glare of lamps through the blackness, but all was dark. The only light 
was the flickering rays of our own lamps, in which the steam from 
our hard-driven horses rose in a white cloud. We could see now the 
sandy road lying white before us, but there was on it no sign of a ve-
hicle. The passengers drew back with a sigh of gladness, which 
seemed to mock my own disappointment. I was already thinking 
what I had best do, when the driver, looking at his watch, said to the 
others something which I could hardly hear, it was spoken so quietly 
and in so low a tone, I thought it was "An hour less than the time." 
Then turning to me, he spoke in German worse than my own. 

Check my understanding: 

What         

changes in 

extract 2? 

How does 

this affect the 

reader and 

why? 
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amongst the Carpathians seem to wind ceaselessly through the val-
leys. Sometimes the hills were so steep that, despite our driver's 
haste, the horses could only go slowly. I wished to get down and walk 
up them, as we do at home, but the driver would not hear of it. "No, 
no," he said. "You must not walk here. The dogs are too fierce." And 
then he added, with what he evidently meant for grim pleasantry--for 
he looked round to catch the approving smile of the rest--"And you 
may have enough of such matters before you go to sleep." The only 
stop he would make was a moment's pause to light his lamps.When it 
grew dark there seemed to be some excitement amongst the passen-
gers, and they kept speaking to him, one after the other, as though 
urging him to further speed. He lashed the horses unmercifully with 
his long whip, and with wild cries of encouragement urged them on 
to further exertions. Then through the darkness I could see a sort of 
patch of grey light ahead of us, as though there were a cleft in the 
hills. The excitement of the passengers grew greater. The crazy coach 
rocked on its great leather springs, and swayed like a boat tossed on a 
stormy sea. I had to hold on. The road grew more level, and we ap-
peared to fly along. Then the mountains seemed to come nearer to us 
on each side and to frown down upon us. We were entering on the 
Borgo Pass. One by one several of the passengers offered me gifts, 
which they pressed upon me with an earnestness which would take 
no denial. These were certainly of an odd and varied kind, but each 
was given in simple good faith, with a kindly word, and a blessing, and 
that same strange mixture of fear-meaning movements which I had 
seen outside the hotel at Bistritz--the sign of the cross and the guard 
against the evil eye. Then, as we flew along, the driver leaned for-
ward, and on each side the passengers, craning over the edge of the 
coach, peered eagerly into the darkness. It was evident that some-
thing very exciting was either happening or expected, but though I 
asked each passenger, no one would give me the slightest explana-
tion. This state of excitement kept on for some little time. And at last 
we saw before us the Pass opening out on the eastern side. There 
were dark, rolling clouds overhead, and in the air the heavy, oppres-
sive sense of thunder. It seemed as though the mountain range had 
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This is the very painting of your fear: 
This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said, 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws and starts,  
Impostors to true fear, would well become 
A woman's story at a winter's fire, 
Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself! 
Why do you make such faces? When all's done,  
You look but on a stool. 
MACBETH 
(Desperate) Prithee, see there! behold! look! lo! how say you? 
Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak too. 
If charnel-houses and our graves must send 
Those that we bury back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. 
(GHOST OF BANQUO vanishes) 
LADY MACBETH 
What, quite unmann'd in folly? 
MACBETH 
If I stand here, I saw him. 
LADY MACBETH 
(Furious) Fie, for shame! 
MACBETH 
Blood hath been shed ere now […] 
LADY MACBETH 
My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 
MACBETH 
I do forget. 
Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends, 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health to all; 
Then I'll sit down. Give me some wine; fill ful[…] 
Lords 
Our duties, and the pledge. 
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(Re-enter GHOST OF BANQUO) 
MACBETH 
Avaunt! and quit my sight! let the earth hide thee! 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with! 
LADY MACBETH 
Think of this, good peers, 
But as a thing of custom: 'tis no other;  
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 
MACBETH 
(distressed) […]Hence, horrible shad-
ow! Unreal mockery, hence! 
(GHOST OF BANQUO vanishes) 
Why, so: being gone, 
I am a man again. Pray you, sit still. 
LADY MACBETH 
(furious) You have displaced the mirth, broke the good meeting, 
With most admired disorder.  
MACBETH 
Can such things be, 
And overcome us like a summer's cloud, 
Without our special wonder? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold such sights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine is blanched with fear. 
ROSS 
(confused) What sights, my lord? 
LADY MACBETH 
I pray you, speak not; he grows worse and worse; 
Question enrages him. At once, good night: 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 
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Check my understanding: 

What type of 

atmosphere 

does the 

setting       

create? Why? 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

Now and again we passed a leiter-wagon--the ordinary peasants's cart
--with its long, snakelike vertebra, calculated to suit the inequalities of 
the road. On this were sure to be seated quite a group of homecom-
ing peasants, the Cszeks with their white, and the Slovaks with their 
coloured sheepskins, the latter carrying lance-fashion their long 
staves, with axe at end. As the evening fell it began to get very cold, 
and the growing twilight seemed to merge into one dark mistiness the 
gloom of the trees, oak, beech, and pine, though in the valleys which 
ran deep between the spurs of the hills, as we ascended through the 
Pass, the dark firs stood out here and there against the background of 
late-lying snow. Sometimes, as the road was cut through the pine 
woods that seemed in the darkness to be closing down upon us, great 
masses of greyness which here and there bestrewed the trees, pro-
duced a peculiarly weird and solemn effect, which carried on the 
thoughts and grim fancies engendered earlier in the evening, when 
the falling sunset threw into strange relief the ghost-like clouds which 

Extract 2: This is an extract from Bram Stoker’s novel Dracula. 

Johnathan Harker, a solicitor from London, is on route to Dracula’s 

castle in Transylvania.  
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sink, we saw now and again the white gleam of falling water. One of 
my companions touched my arm as we swept round the base of a hill 
and opened up the lofty, snow-covered peak of a mountain, which 
seemed, as we wound on our serpentine way, to be right before us. 
"Look! Isten szek!"--"God's seat!"--and he crossed himself reverently. 
As we wound on our endless way, and the sun sank lower and lower 
behind us, the shadows of the evening began to creep round us. This 
was emphasized by the fact that the snowy mountain-top still held 
the sunset, and seemed to glow out with a delicate cool pink. Here 
and there we passed Cszeks and slovaks, all in picturesque attire, but I 
noticed that goitre was painfully prevalent. By the roadside were 
many crosses, and as we swept by, my companions all crossed them-
selves. Here and there was a peasant man or woman kneeling before 
a shrine, who did not even turn round as we approached, but seemed 
in the self-surrender of devotion to have neither eyes nor ears for the 
outer world. There were many things new to me. For instance, hay-
ricks in the trees, and here and there very beautiful masses of weep-
ing birch, their white stems shining like silver through the delicate 
green of the leaves. 

Check my understanding: 

What is  

Harker’s      

perspective 

of the locals? 

Why? 
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LENNOX 
Good night; and better health 
Attend his majesty! 
LADY MACBETH 
A kind good night to all! 
(Exeunt all but MACBETH and LADY MACBETH) 

 
 

Glossary  

Purged: To rid/remove (someone or something) of an unwanted    

quality, condition, or feeling. 

Mockery: An absurd misrepresentation or imitation of something. 

Tedious: Too long, slow, or dull; tiresome or monotonous. 

Imposter: A person who pretends to be someone else in order to     

deceive others 

Check my understanding: 

What conventions 

would we expect to 

see in the format of 

a script? 

  

 

How can            

punctuation and 

adverbs add     

meaning to a 

script? 
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Check my understanding: 

The most interesting 

thing I learnt this  

episode was… 

  

  

I think I was good at …   

  

The concept I found 

the trickiest was…. 

  

  

Episode 2 – Penny Dreadfuls 

Romantic Movement: Demonstrate what you have learnt about    

Romanticism  

Check my understanding: 
Define                  

Romanticism 

  

  

1. 

What elements 

would you expect 

to find in             

Romanticism? 

2. 

3. 

4. 

5. 
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of the boxseat,--"gotza" they call them--cracked his big whip over his 
four small horses, which ran abreast, and we set off on our journey. 
I soon lost sight and recollection of ghostly fears in the beauty of the 
scene as we drove along, although had I known the language, or ra-
ther languages, which my fellow-passengers were speaking, I might 
not have been able to throw them off so easily. Before us lay a green 
sloping land full of forests and woods, with here and there steep hills, 
crowned with clumps of trees or with farmhouses, the blank gable 
end to the road. There was everywhere a bewildering mass of fruit 
blossom--apple, plum, pear, cherry. And as we drove by I could see 
the green grass under the trees spangled with the fallen petals. In and 
out amongst these green hills of what they call here the "Mittel Land" 
ran the road, losing itself as it swept round the grassy curve, or was 
shut out by the straggling ends of pine woods, which here and there 
ran down the hillsides like tongues of flame. The road was rugged, 
but still we seemed to fly over it with a feverish haste. I could not un-
derstand then what the haste meant, but the driver was evidently 
bent on losing no time in reaching Borgo Prund. I was told that this 
road is in summertime excellent, but that it had not yet been put in 
order after the winter snows. In this respect it is different from the 
general run of roads in the Carpathians, for it is an old tradition that 
they are not to be kept in too good order. Of old the Hospadars 
would not repair them, lest the Turk should think that they were pre-
paring to bring in foreign troops, and so hasten the war which was 
always really at loading point. 
 
Beyond the green swelling hills of the Mittel Land rose mighty slopes 
of forest up to the lofty steeps of the Carpathians themselves. Right 
and left of us they towered, with the afternoon sun falling full upon 
them and bringing out all the glorious colours of this beautiful range, 
deep blue and purple in the shadows of the peaks, green and brown 
where grass and rock mingled, and an endless perspective of jagged 
rock and pointed crags, till these were themselves lost in the dis-
tance, where the snowy peaks rose grandly. Here and there seemed 
mighty rifts in the mountains, through which, as the sun began to 
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Episode 6 – Harker’s Coach Journey 

Extract 1: This is an extract from Bram Stoker’s novel Dracula. 

Johnathan Harker, a solicitor from London, is on route to Dracula’s 

castle in Transylvania.  

When I got on the coach, the driver had not taken his seat, and I saw 
him talking to the landlady. 
 
They were evidently talking of me, for every now and then they 
looked at me, and some of the people who were sitting on the bench 
outside the door--came and listened, and then looked at me, most of 
them pityingly. I could hear a lot of words often repeated, queer 
words, for there were many nationalities in the crowd, so I quietly got 
my polyglot dictionary from my bag and looked them out. 
I must say they were not cheering to me, for amongst them were 
"Ordog"--Satan, "Pokol"--hell, "stregoica"--witch, "vrolok" and 
"vlkoslak"--both mean the same thing, one being Slovak and the oth-
er Servian for something that is either werewolf or vampire. (Mem., I 
must ask the Count about these superstitions.) 
 
When we started, the crowd round the inn door, which had by this 
time swelled to a considerable size, all made the sign of the cross and 
pointed two fingers towards me. 
 
With some difficulty, I got a fellow passenger to tell me what they 
meant. He would not answer at first, but on learning that I was Eng-
lish, he explained that it was a charm or guard against the evil eye. 
This was not very pleasant for me, just starting for an unknown place 
to meet an unknown man. But everyone seemed so kind-hearted, and 
so sorrowful, and so sympathetic that I could not but be touched. 
I shall never forget the last glimpse which I had of the inn yard and its 
crowd of picturesque figures, all crossing themselves, as they stood 
round the wide archway, with its background of rich foliage of olean-
der and orange trees in green tubs clustered in the centre of the yard. 
Then our driver, whose wide linen drawers covered the whole front 

13 

13 

Episode 2 – Penny Dreadfuls 

Cover for a Penny Dreadful: Demonstrate what you have learnt 

about the type of genres penny dreadfuls featured, by designing your 

own cover for one.  
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Episode 2 – Penny Dreadfuls 

A String of Pearls: Extract 1  

The barber himself was a long, low-jointed, ill-put-together sort of 
fellow, with an immense mouth, and such huge hands and feet, 
that he was, in his way, quite a natural curiosity; and, what was 
more wonderful, considering his trade, there never was seen such 
a head of hair as Sweeney Todd's. We know not what to compare it 
to: probably it came nearest to what one might suppose to be the 
appearance of a thickset hedge, in which a quantity of small wire 
had got entangled. In truth, it was a most terrific head of hair; and 
as Sweeney Todd kept all his combs in it - some said his scissors 
likewise - when he put his head out of the shop-door to see what 
sort of weather it was, he might have been mistaken for some     
Indian warrior with a very remarkable head-dress.  
      He had a short disagreeable kind of un-mirthful laugh, which 
came in at all sorts of odd times when nobody else saw anything to 
laugh at all, and which sometimes made people start again, espe-
cially when they were being shaved, and Sweeney Todd would stop 
short in that operation to indulge in his laugh. It was evident that 
the remembrance of some very strange and out-of-the-way joke 
must occasionally flit across him, and then he gave his hyena-like 
laugh, but it was so short, so sudden, striking upon the ear for a 
moment, and then gone, that people have been known to look up 
to the ceiling, and on the floor, and all round them, to know from 
whence it had come, scarcely supposing it possible that it proceed-
ed from mortal lips.  
      Mr Todd squinted a little to add to his charms; and so we think 
that by this time the reader may in his mind's eye see the individual 
whom we wish to present to him. Some thought him a careless 
enough harmless fellow, with not much sense in him, and at times 
they almost considered he was a little cracked; but there were oth-
ers, again, who shook their heads when they spoke of him; and 
while they could say nothing to his prejudice, except that they cer-
tainly considered he was odd, yet, when they came to consider 
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Episode 5 – The Phantom Coach 

Dig Deeper: List some other objects, define and state what they 

tell us about your scientist.  

Object/description Definition What do we learn? 

Painted carvings 
Ornate decorations on the 

organ 
Musical? Gothic? 

Crucible 
Container that can be 

used in high temperatures 
Doing dangerous experiments? 

   

   

   

Check my understanding: 

The most interesting 

thing I learnt this  

episode was… 

  

  

I think I was good at …   

  

The concept I found 

the trickiest was…. 
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Episode 5 – The Phantom Coach 

Create a scientist: Plan the characterisation of your scientist        

below. 

Create your own eccentric    

scientist in his/hers laboratory 

Which objects does your       

scientist surround himself/

herself with? 

Is your scientist from the 

past, present or future? 

How will you link the scientist’s 

personality with the setting? 

How will you infer your            

scientist’s good or evil              

intentions? You can try to be 

ambiguous. 
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what a great crime and misdemeanour it really is in this world to be 
odd, we shall not be surprised at the ill-odour in which Sweeney Todd 
was held.  
      But for all that he did a most thriving business, and was consid-
ered by his neighbours to be a very well-to-do sort of man, and decid-
edly, in city phraseology, warm.  
      It was so handy for the young students in the Temple to pop over 
to Sweeney Todd's to get their chins new rasped: so that from morn-
ing to night he drove a good business, and was evidently a thriving 
man.  
      There was only one thing that seemed in any way to detract from 
the great prudence of Sweeney Todd's character, and that was that 
he rented a large house, of which he occupied nothing but the shop 
and parlour, leaving the upper part entirely useless, and obstinately 
refusing to let it on any terms whatever.  
      Such was the state of things, AD 1785, as regarded Sweeney 
Todd.  
      The day is drawing to a close, and a small drizzling kind of rain is 
falling, so that there are not many passengers in the streets, and 
Sweeney Todd is sitting in his shop looking keenly in the face of a boy, 
who stands in an attitude of trembling subjection before him.  
      'You will remember,' said Sweeney Todd, and he gave his counte-
nance a most horrible twist as he spoke, 'you will remember, Tobias 
Ragg, that you are now my apprentice, that you have of me had 
board, washing, and lodging, with the exception that you don't sleep 
here, that you take your meals at home, and that your mother, Mrs 
Ragg, does your washing, which she may very well do, being a laun-
dress in the Temple, and making no end of money: as for lodging, you 
lodge here, you know, very comfortably in the shop all day. Now, are 
you not a happy dog?'  
      'Yes, sir,' said the boy timidly.  
      'You will acquire a first-rate profession, and quite as good as the 
law, which your mother tells me she would have put you to, only that 
a little weakness of the headpiece unqualified you. And now, Tobias, 
listen to me, and treasure up every word I say.'  
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      'Yes, sir.'  
      'I'll cut your throat from ear to ear, if you repeat one word of 
what passes in this shop, or dare to make any supposition, or draw 
any conclusion from anything you may see, or hear, or fancy you see 
or hear. Now you understand me - I'll cut your throat from ear to ear 
-do you understand me?'  
      'Yes, sir, I won't say nothing. I wish, sir, as I maybe made into veal 
pies at Lovett's in Bell Yard if I as much as says a word.' 
      Sweeney Todd rose from his seat; and opening his huge mouth, 
he looked at the boy for a minute or two in silence, as if he fully in-
tended swallowing him, but had not quite made up his mind where 
to begin.  
      'Very good,' he said at length, 'I am satisfied, I am quite satisfied; 
and mark me - the shop, and the shop only, is your place.'  
      'Yes, sir.'  
      'And if any customer gives you a penny, you can keep it, so that if 
you get enough of them you will become a rich man; only I will take 
care of them for you, and when I think you want them I will let you 
have them. Run out and see what's o'clock by St Dunstan's.'  
      There was a small crowd collected opposite the church, for the 
figures were about to strike three-quarters past six; and among that 
crowd was one man who gazed with as much curiosity as anybody at 
the exhibition.  
      'Now for it!' he said, 'they are going to begin; well, that is ingen-
ious. Look at the fellow lifting up his club, and down it comes bang 
upon the old bell.'   
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years ago I was the fourth inside passenger in that Phantom Coach. 

Topic Ideas 

Tension  

Characters  

Details  
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In that single instant, brief and vivid as a landscape beheld in 

the flash of summer lightning, I saw the moon shining down through 

a rift of stormy cloud—the ghastly sign-post rearing its warning finger 

by the wayside—the broken parapet—the plunging horses—the 

black gulf below. Then, the coach reeled like a ship at sea. Then, 

came a mighty crash—a sense of crushing pain—and then, darkness. 

It seemed as if years had gone by when I awoke one morning 

from a deep sleep, and found my wife watching by my bedside I will 

pass over the scene that ensued, and give you, in half a dozen words, 

the tale she told me with tears of thanksgiving. I had fallen over a 

precipice, close against the junction of the old coach-road and the 

new, and had only been saved from certain death by lighting upon a 

deep snowdrift that had accumulated at the foot of the rock be-

neath. In this snowdrift I was discovered at daybreak, by a couple of 

shepherds, who carried me to the nearest shelter, and brought a sur-

geon to my aid. The surgeon found me in a state of raving delirium, 

with a broken arm and a compound fracture of the skull. The letters 

in my pocket-book showed my name and address; my wife was sum-

moned to nurse me; and, thanks to youth and a fine constitution, I 

came out of danger at last. The place of my fall, I need scarcely say, 

was precisely that at which a frightful accident had happened to the 

north mail nine years before. 

I never told my wife the fearful events which I have just related 

to you. I told the surgeon who attended me; but he treated the 

whole adventure as a mere dream born of the fever in my brain. We 

discussed the question over and over again, until we found that we 

could discuss it with temper no longer, and then we dropped it. Oth-

ers may form what conclusions they please—I know that twenty 
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Physical features Actions Relationships 
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Episode 2 – Penny Dreadfuls 

Impression of Sweeney Todd: List adjectives in the physical, action 

and relationship box to describe your impression of Sweeney; then  

retrieve quotations to support your ideas.  

Sweeney’s Portrait:   

Create a portrait of 

how you imagine 

Sweeny to look. 
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Episode 2 – Penny Dreadfuls 

Explode two quotations:  Consider connotations, interesting words 

and techniques. 
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I turned to the third passenger, whom I had not yet addressed, 

and hazarded one more remark. 

“This coach,” I said, “is in a deplorable condition. The regular 

mail, I suppose, is under repair?” 

He moved his head slowly, and looked me in the face, without 

speaking a word. I shall never forget that look while I live. I turned 

cold at heart under it. I turn cold at heart even now when I recall it. 

His eyes glowed with a fiery unnatural lustre. His face was livid as the 

face of a corpse. His bloodless lips were drawn back as if in the agony 

of death, and showed the gleaming teeth between. 

The words that I was about to utter died upon my lips, and a 

strange horror—a dreadful horror—came upon me. My sight had by 

this time become used to the gloom of the coach, and I could see 

with tolerable distinctness. I turned to my opposite neighbour. He, 

too, was looking at me, with the same startling pallor in his face, and 

the same stony glitter in his eyes. I passed my hand across my brow. I 

turned to the passenger on the seat beside my own, and saw—oh 

Heaven! how shall I describe what I saw? I saw that he was no living 

man—that none of them were living men, like myself! A pale phos-

phorescent light—the light of putrefaction—played upon their awful 

faces; upon their hair, dank with the dews of the grave; upon their 

clothes, earth-stained and dropping to pieces; upon their hands, 

which were as the hands of corpses long buried. Only their eyes, their 

terrible eyes, were living; and those eyes were all turned menacingly 

upon me! 

A shriek of terror, a wild unintelligible cry for help and mercy; 

burst from my lips as I flung myself against the door, and strove in 

vain to open it. 
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site neighbour. 

He lifted his head, looked at me, but made no reply. 

“The winter,” I added, “seems to have begun in earnest.” 

Although the corner in which he sat was so dim that I could dis-

tinguish none of his features very clearly, I saw that his eyes were still 

turned full upon me. And yet he answered never a word. 

At any other time I should have felt, and perhaps expressed, 

some annoyance, but at the moment I felt too ill to do either. The icy 

coldness of the night air had struck a chill to my very marrow, and the 

strange smell inside the coach was affecting me with an intolerable 

nausea. I shivered from head to foot, and, turning to my left-hand 

neighbour, asked if he had any objection to an open window? 

He neither spoke nor stirred. 

I repeated the question somewhat more loudly, but with the 

same result. Then I lost patience, and let the sash down. As I did so, 

the leather strap broke in my hand, and I observed that the glass was 

covered with a thick coat of mildew, the accumulation, apparently, of 

years. My attention being thus drawn to the condition of the coach, I 

examined it more narrowly, and saw by the uncertain light of the out-

er lamps that it was in the last stage of dilapidation. Every part of it 

was not only out of repair, but in a condition of decay. The sashes 

splintered at a touch. The leather fittings were crusted over with 

mould, and literally rotting from the woodwork. The floor was almost 

breaking away beneath my feet. The whole machine, in short, was 

foul with damp, and had evidently been dragged from some outhouse 

in which it had been mouldering away for years, to do another day or 

two of duty on the road. 
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Episode 2 – Penny Dreadfuls 

A String of Pearls: Extract 2 

The three-quarters were struck by the figures; and then the people 

who had loitered to see it done, many of whom had day by day 

looked at the same exhibition for years past, walked away, with the 

exception of the man who seemed so deeply interested.  

      He remained, and crouching at his feet was a noble-looking dog, 

who looked likewise up at the figures; and who, observing his mas-

ter's attention to be closely fixed upon them, endeavoured to show as 

great an appearance of interest as he possibly could.  

      'What do you think of that, Hector?' said the man.  

      The dog gave a short low whine, and then his master proceeded, 

'There is a barber's shop opposite, so before I go any farther, as I have 

got to see the ladies, although it's on a very melancholy errand, for I 

have got to tell them that poor. Mark Ingestrie is no more, and Heav-

en knows what poor Johanna will say - I think I should know her by his 

description of her, poor fellow. It grieves me to think now how he 

used to talk about her in the long night-watches, when all was still, 

and not a breath of air touched a curl upon his cheek. I could almost 

think I saw her sometimes, as he used to tell me of her soft beaming 

eyes, her little gentle pouting lips, and the dimples that played about 

her mouth. Well, well, it's of no use grieving; he is dead and gone, 

poor fellow, and the salt water washes over as brave a heart as ever 

beat. His sweetheart, Johanna, though, shall have the string of pearls 

for all that; and if she cannot be Mark Ingestrie's wife in this world, 

she shall be rich and happy, poor young thing, while she stays in it, 

that is to say as happy as she can be; and she must just look forward 

to meeting him aloft, where there are no squalls or tempests. And so 

I'll go and get shaved at once.'  
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      He crossed the road towards Sweeney Todd's shop, and, stepping 

down the low doorway, he stood face to face with the odd-looking 

barber.  

      The dog gave a low growl and sniffed the air.  

      'Why, Hector,' said his master, 'what's the matter? Down, sir, 

down!'  

      'I have a mortal fear of dogs,' said Sweeney Todd. 'Would you 

mind him, sir, sitting outside the door and waiting for you, if it's all 

the same? Only look at him, he is going to fly at me!'  

      'Then you are the first person he ever touched without provoca-

tion,' said the man; 'but I suppose he don't like your looks, and I must 

confess I ain't much surprised at that. I have seen a few rum-looking 

guys in my time, but hang me if ever I saw such a figure-head as 

yours. What the devil noise was that?'  

      'It was only me,' said Sweeney Todd; 'I laughed.'  

      'Laughed! do you call that a laugh? I suppose you caught it off 

somebody who died of it. If that's your way of laughing, I beg you 

won't do it anymore.  

      'Stop the dog! stop the dog! I can't have dogs running into my 

back parlour.'  

      'Here, Hector, here!' cried his master; 'get out!'  

      Most unwillingly the dog left the shop, and crouched down close 

to the outer door, which the barber took care to close, muttering 

something about a draught of air coming in, and then, turning to the 

apprentice boy, who was screwed up in a corner, he said, 'Tobias, my 

lad, go to Leadenhall-street, and bring a small bag of the thick biscuits 

from Mr Peterson's; say they are for me. Now, sir, I suppose you want 

to be shaved, and it is well you have come here, for there ain't a shav-

ing-shop, although I say it, in the city of London that ever thinks of 
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foot deep under the wheels. 

And now the body of the vehicle became distinctly visible be-

hind the lamps. It looked strangely lofty. A sudden suspicion flashed 

upon me. Was it possible that I had passed the cross-roads in the 

dark without observing the sign-post, and could this be the very 

coach which I had come to meet? 

No need to ask myself that question a second time, for here it 

came round the bend of the road, guard and driver, one outside pas-

senger, and four steaming greys, all wrapped in a soft haze of light, 

through which the lamps blazed out, like a pair of fiery meteors. 

I jumped forward, waved my hat, and shouted. The mail came 

down at full speed, and passed me. For a moment I feared that I had 

not been seen or heard, but it was only for a moment. The coachman 

pulled up; the guard, muffled to the eyes in capes and comforters, 

and apparently sound asleep in the rumble, neither answered my hail 

nor made the slightest effort to dismount; the outside passenger did 

not even turn his head. I opened the door for myself, and looked in. 

There were but three travellers inside, so I stepped in, shut the door, 

slipped into the vacant corner, and congratulated myself on my good 

fortune. 

The atmosphere of the coach seemed, if possible, colder than 

that of the outer air, and was pervaded by a singularly damp and dis-

agreeable smell. I looked round at my fellow-passengers. They were 

all three, men, and all silent. They did not seem to be asleep, but 

each leaned back in his corner of the vehicle, as if absorbed in his 

own reflections. I attempted to open a conversation. 

“How intensely cold it is to-night,” I said, addressing my oppo-
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of the snow. How silent it seemed now, with only my footsteps to lis-

ten to; how silent and how solitary! A strange disagreeable sense of 

loneliness stole over me. I walked faster. I hummed a fragment of a 

tune. I cast up enormous sums in my head, and accumulated them at 

compound interest. I did my best, in short, to forget the startling 

speculations to which I had but just been listening, and, to some ex-

tent, I succeeded. 

Meanwhile the night air seemed to become colder and colder, 

and though I walked fast I found it impossible to keep myself warm. 

My feet were like ice. I lost sensation in my hands, and grasped my 

gun mechanically. I even breathed with difficulty, as though, instead 

of traversing a quiet north country highway, I were scaling the upper-

most heights of some gigantic Alp. This last symptom became pres-

ently so distressing, that I was forced to stop for a few minutes, and 

lean against the stone fence. As I did so, I chanced to look back up the 

road, and there, to my infinite relief, I saw a distant point of light, like 

the gleam of an approaching lantern. I at first concluded that Jacob 

had retraced his steps and followed me; but even as the conjecture 

presented itself, a second light flashed into sight—a light evidently 

parallel with the first, and approaching at the same rate of motion. It 

needed no second thought to show me that these must be the car-

riage-lamps of some private vehicle, though it seemed strange that 

any private vehicle should take a road professedly disused and dan-

gerous. 

There could be no doubt, however, of the fact, for the lamps 

grew larger and brighter every moment, and I even fancied I could 

already see the dark outline of the carriage between them. It was 

coming up very fast, and quite noiselessly, the snow being nearly a 
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polishing anybody off as I do.'  

      'I tell you what it is, master barber: if you come that laugh again, I 

will get up and go. I don't like it, and there is an end of it.' 

      'Very good,' said Sweeney Todd, as he mixed up a lather. 'Who are 

you? where did you come from? and where are you going?'  

      'That's cool, at all events. Damn it! what do you mean by putting 

the brush in my mouth? Now, don't laugh; and since you are so fond 

of asking questions, just answer me one.  

      'Oh, yes, of course: what is it, sir?'  

      'Do you know a Mr Oakley, who lives somewhere in London, and is 

a spectacle-maker?'  

      'Yes, to be sure I do - John Oakley, the spectacle-maker, in Fore-

street, and he has got a daughter named Johanna, that the young 

bloods call the Flower of Fore-street.'  

      'Ah, poor thing! do they? Now, confound you! what are you laugh-

ing at now? What do you mean by it?'  

      'Didn't you say, "Ah, poor thing?" Just turn your head a little on 

one side; that will do. You have been to sea, sir?'  

      'Yes, I have, and have only now lately come up the river from an 

Indian voyage.'  

      'Indeed! where can my strop be? I had it this minute; I must have 

laid it down somewhere. What an odd thing that I can't see it! It's 

very extraordinary; what can have become of it? Oh, I recollect, I took 

it into the parlour. Sit still, sir. I shall not be gone a moment; sit still, 

sir, if you please. By the by, you can amuse yourself with the Courier, 

sir, for a moment.'  

      Sweeney Todd walked into the back parlour and closed the door. 

There was a strange sound suddenly compounded of a rushing noise 

and then a heavy blow, immediately after which Sweeney Todd 
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emerged from his parlour, and, folding his arms, he looked upon the 

vacant chair where his customer had been seated, but the customer 

was gone, leaving not the slightest trace of his presence behind ex-

cept his hat, and that Sweeney Todd immediately seized and thrust 

into a cupboard that was at one corner of the shop.  

Mystery is built... 

What do we learn about the 

dog’s behaviour? 

What is strange about Sweeny’s 

behaviour? 

What might have happened to 

his customer? 

How is tension beginning to be 

created at the start of the extract? 

Mind map:  Complete the mind map; add one idea of your own too. 
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“This, then, is the old coach-road?” 

“Ay, ’tis the old coach-road.” 

“And how far do I go, before I reach the cross-roads?” 

“Nigh upon three mile.” 

I pulled out my purse, and he became more communicative. 

“The road’s a fair road enough,” said he, “for foot passengers; 

but ’twas over steep and narrow for the northern traffic. You’ll mind 

where the parapet’s broken away, close again the sign-post. It’s never 

been mended since the accident.” 

“What accident?” 

“Eh, the night mail pitched right over into the valley below—a 

gude fifty feet an’ more—just at the worst bit o’ road in the whole 

county.” 

“Horrible! Were many lives lost?” 

“All. Four were found dead, and t’other two died next morn-

ing.” 

“How long is it since this happened?” 

“Just nine year.” 

“Near the sign-post, you say? I will bear it in mind. Good night.” 

“Gude night, sir, and thankee.” Jacob pocketed his half-crown, 

made a faint pretence of touching his hat, and trudged back by the 

way he had come. 

I watched the light of his lantern till it quite disappeared, and 

then turned to pursue my way alone. This was no longer matter of 

the slightest difficulty, for, despite the dead darkness overhead, the 

line of stone fence showed distinctly enough against the pale gleam 
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I would have declined the spirit, but he pressed it on me, and I 

drank it. It went down my throat like liquid flame, and almost took my 

breath away. 

“It is strong,” he said; “but it will help to keep out the cold. And 

now you have no moments to spare. Good night!” 

I thanked him for his hospitality, and would have shaken hands, 

but that he had turned away before I could finish my sentence. In an-

other minute I had traversed the hall, Jacob had locked the outer 

door behind me, and we were out on the wide white moor. 

Although the wind had fallen, it was still bitterly cold. Not a star 

glimmered in the black vault overhead. Not a sound, save the rapid 

crunching of the snow beneath our feet, disturbed the heavy stillness 

of the night. Jacob, not too well pleased with his mission, shambled 

on before in sullen silence, his lantern in his hand, and his shadow at 

his feet. I followed, with my gun over my shoulder, as little inclined 

for conversation as himself. My thoughts were full of my late host. His 

voice yet rang in my ears. His eloquence yet held my imagination cap-

tive. I remember to this day, with surprise, how my over-excited brain 

retained whole sentences and parts of sentences, troops of brilliant 

images, and fragments of splendid reasoning, in the very words in 

which he had uttered them. Musing thus over what I had heard, and 

striving to recall a lost link here and there, I strode on at the heels of 

my guide, absorbed and unobservant. Presently—at the end, as it 

seemed to me, of only a few minutes—he came to a sudden halt, and 

said: 

“Yon’s your road. Keep the stone fence to your right hand, and 

you can’t fail of the way.” 
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Episode 2 – Penny Dreadfuls 

Check my understanding: 
List four ways  

writers can build a 

mystery 

1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

Glossary  

Squalls and tempests: a sudden violent gust of wind or localized storm 

Compounded: mix or combine 

Strop: a device, typically a strip of leather, for sharpening razors 

      'What's that?' he said, 'what's that? I thought I heard a noise.  

      The door was slowly opened, and Tobias made his appearance, 

saying, 'If you please, sir, I have forgot the money, and have run all 

the way back from St Paul's churchyard.'  

      In two strides Todd reached him, and clutching him by the arm he 

dragged him into the farthest corner of the shop, and then he stood 

opposite to him glaring in his face with such a demoniac expression 

that the boy was frightfully terrified.  

      'Speak!' cried Todd, 'speak! and speak the truth, or your last hour 

is come! How long were you peeping through the door before you 

came in?'  

      'Peeping, sir?'  

      'Yes, peeping; don't repeat my words, but answer me at once, you 

will find it better for you in the end.'  

      'I wasn't peeping, sir, at all.'  

      Sweeney Todd drew a long breath as he then said, in a strange, 

A String of Pearls: Extract 3 
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shrieking sort of manner, which he intended, no doubt, should be  

jocose, 'Well, well, very well; if you did peep, what then? it's no 

matter; I only wanted to know, that's all; it was quite a joke, wasn't it 

- quite funny, though rather odd, eh? Why don't you laugh, you dog? 

Come, now, there is no harm done. Tell me what you thought about it 

at once, and we will be merry over it - very merry.  

      'I don't know what you mean, sir,' said the boy, who was quite as 

much alarmed at Mr Todd's mirth as he was at his anger. 'I don't 

know what you mean, sir; I only just come back because I hadn't any 

money to pay for the biscuits at Peterson's.'  

      'I mean nothing at all,' said Todd, suddenly turning upon his heel; 

'what's that scratching at the door?'  

      Tobias opened the shop-door, and there stood the dog, who 

looked wistfully round the place, and then gave a howl that seriously 

alarmed the barber.  

      'It's the gentleman's dog, sir,' said Tobias, 'it's the gentleman's 

dog, sir, that was looking at old St Dunstan's clock, and came in here 

to be shaved. It's funny, ain't it, sir, that the dog didn't go away with 

his master?'  

      'Why don't you laugh if it's funny? Turn out the dog, Tobias; we'll 

have no dogs here; I hate the sight of them; turn him out - turn him 

out.'  

      'I would, sir, in a minute; but I'm afraid he wouldn't let me, some-

how. Only look, sir - look; see what he is at now! did you ever see 

such a violent fellow, sir? why he will have down the cupboard door.'  

      'Stop him - stop him! the devil is in the animal! stop him I say!'  

      The dog was certainly getting the door open, when Sweeney Todd 

rushed forward to stop him; but that he was soon admonished of the 

danger of doing, for the dog gave him a grip of the leg, which made 

him give such a howl, that he precipitately retreated, and left the ani-

mal to do its pleasure. This consisted in forcing open the cupboard 

door, and seizing upon the hat which Sweeney Todd had thrust there-

in, and dashing out of the shop with it in triumph.  
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“Ceased!” I exclaimed, starting eagerly to my feet. “Oh, if it 

were only possible—but no! it is hopeless. Even if I could find my way 

across the moor, I could not walk twenty miles to-night.” 

“Walk twenty miles to-night!” repeated my host. “What are 

you thinking of?” 

“Of my wife,” I replied, impatiently. “Of my young wife, who 

does not know that I have lost my way, and who is at this moment 

breaking her heart with suspense and terror.” 

“Where is she?” 

“At Dwolding, twenty miles away.” 

“At Dwolding,” he echoed, thoughtfully. “Yes, the distance, it is 

true, is twenty miles; but—are you so very anxious to save the next 

six or eight hours?” 

“So very, very anxious, that I would give ten guineas at this mo-

ment for a guide and a horse.” 

“Your wish can be gratified at a less costly rate,” said he, smil-

ing. “The night mail from the north, which changes horses at 

Dwolding, passes within five miles of this spot, and will be due at a 

certain cross-road in about an hour and a quarter. If Jacob were to go 

with you across the moor, and put you into the old coach-road, you 

could find your way, I suppose, to where it joins the new one?” 

“Easily—gladly.” 

He smiled again, rang the bell, gave the old servant his direc-

tions, and, taking a bottle of whisky and a wineglass from the cup-

board in which he kept his chemicals, said: 

“The snow lies deep, and it will be difficult walking to-night on 

the moor. A glass of usquebaugh before you start?” 
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by the soberest sages of antiquity, by the rudest savage of to-day, by 

the Christian, the Pagan, the Pantheist, the Materialist, this phenome-

non is treated as a nursery tale by the philosophers of our century. 

Circumstantial evidence weighs with them as a feather in the balance. 

The comparison of causes with effects, however valuable in physical 

science, is put aside as worthless and unreliable. The evidence of 

competent witnesses, however conclusive in a court of justice, counts 

for nothing. He who pauses before he pronounces, is condemned as a 

trifler. He who believes, is a dreamer or a fool.” 

He spoke with bitterness, and, having said thus, relapsed for 

some minutes into silence. Presently he raised his head from his 

hands, and added, with an altered voice and manner, “I, sir, paused, 

investigated, believed, and was not ashamed to state my convictions 

to the world. I, too, was branded as a visionary, held up to ridicule by 

my contemporaries, and hooted from that field of science in which I 

had laboured with honour during all the best years of my life. These 

things happened just three-and-twenty years ago. Since then, I have 

lived as you see me living now, and the world has forgotten me, as I 

have forgotten the world. You have my history.” 

“It is a very sad one,” I murmured, scarcely knowing what to 

answer. 

“It is a very common one,” he replied. “I have only suffered for 

the truth, as many a better and wiser man has suffered before me.” 

He rose, as if desirous of ending the conversation, and went 

over to the window. 

“It has ceased snowing,” he observed, as he dropped the cur-

tain, and came back to the fireside. 
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      'The devil's in the beast,' muttered Todd, 'he's off. Tobias, you said 

you saw the man who owned that fiend of a cur looking at                  

St Dunstan's church.'  

      'Yes, sir, I did see him there. If you recollect, you sent me to see 

the time, and the figures were just going to strike three-quarters past 

six; and before I came away, I heard him say that Mark Ingestrie was 

dead, and Johanna should have the string of pearls. Then I came in, 

and then, if you recollect, sir, he came in, and the odd thing, you 

know, to me, sir, is that he didn't take his dog with him, because, you 

know, sir?'  

      'Because what?' shouted Todd.  

      'Because people generally do take their dogs with them, you 

know, sir; and may I be made into one of Lovett's pies, if I don't?'  

Glossary  

wistfully : with a feeling of vague or regretful longing 

cur: an aggressive or unkempt dog, especially a mongrel 

triumph: joy or satisfaction resulting from a success or victory. 

Mind map:  Complete the mind map with what could happen next 

in the story. 
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Episode 3 – The Woman in White 

The Woman in White:  Extract 1 

[…] in one moment, every drop of blood in my body was brought to a 

stop by the touch of a hand laid lightly and suddenly on my shoulder 

from behind me. 

I turned on the instant, with my fingers tightening round the handle 

of my stick. 

There, in the middle of the broad bright high-road--there, as if it had 

that moment sprung out of the earth or dropped from the heaven--

stood the figure of a solitary Woman, dressed from head to foot in 

white garments, her face bent in grave inquiry on mine, her hand 

Glossary  

Solitary: existing alone  

Garments: an item of clothing.  
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tems of all philosophies, subtle in analysis, bold in generalisation, he 

poured forth his thoughts in an uninterrupted stream, and, still lean-

ing forward in the same moody attitude with his eyes fixed upon the 

fire, wandered from topic to topic, from speculation to speculation, 

like an inspired dreamer. From practical science to mental philoso-

phy; from electricity in the wire to electricity in the nerve; from Watts 

to Mesmer, from Mesmer to Reichenbach, from Reichenbach to Swe-

denborg, Spinoza, Condillac, Descartes, Berkeley, Aristotle, Plato, and 

the Magi and mystics of the East, were transitions which, however 

bewildering in their variety and scope, seemed easy and harmonious 

upon his lips as sequences in music. By-and-by—I forget now by what 

link of conjecture or illustration—he passed on to that field which lies 

beyond the boundary line of even conjectural philosophy, and reach-

es no man knows whither. He spoke of the soul and its aspirations; of 

the spirit and its powers; of second sight; of prophecy; of those phe-

nomena which, under the names of ghosts, spectres, and supernatu-

ral appearances, have been denied by the sceptics and attested by 

the credulous, of all ages. 

“The world,” he said, “grows hourly more and more sceptical of 

all that lies beyond its own narrow radius; and our men of science 

foster the fatal tendency. They condemn as fable all that resists ex-

periment. They reject as false all that cannot be brought to the test of 

the laboratory or the dissecting-room. Against what superstition have 

they waged so long and obstinate a war, as against the belief in appa-

ritions? And yet what superstition has maintained its hold upon the 

minds of men so long and so firmly? Show me any fact in physics, in 

history, in archæology, which is supported by testimony so wide and 

so various. Attested by all races of men, in all ages, and in all climates, 
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thing so delicious. 

He bowed stiffly, and sat down to his own supper, which con-

sisted, primitively, of a jug of milk and a basin of porridge. We ate in 

silence, and, when we had done, Jacob removed the tray. I then 

drew my chair back to the fireside. My host, somewhat to my sur-

prise, did the same, and turning abruptly towards me, said: 

“Sir, I have lived here in strict retirement for three-and-twenty 

years. During that time, I have not seen as many strange faces, and I 

have not read a single newspaper. You are the first stranger who has 

crossed my threshold for more than four years. Will you favour me 

with a few words of information respecting that outer world from 

which I have parted company so long?” 

“Pray interrogate me,” I replied. “I am heartily at your service.” 

He bent his head in acknowledgment; leaned forward, with his 

elbows resting on his knees and his chin supported in the palms of 

his hands; stared fixedly into the fire; and proceeded to question 

me. 

His inquiries related chiefly to scientific matters, with the later 

progress of which, as applied to the practical purposes of life, he was 

almost wholly unacquainted. No student of science myself, I replied 

as well as my slight information permitted; but the task was far from 

easy, and I was much relieved when, passing from interrogation to 

discussion, he began pouring forth his own conclusions upon the 

facts which I had been attempting to place before him. He talked, 

and I listened spellbound. He talked till I believe he almost forgot my 

presence, and only thought aloud. I had never heard anything like it 

then; I have never heard anything like it since. Familiar with all sys-
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Explore and explain any examples of 

how the mystery is set up 

Episode 3 – The Woman in White 

Complete the mind map; use quotations to support your ideas. 
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I had now arrived at that particular point of my walk where four 

roads met--the road to Hampstead, along which I had returned, the 

road to Finchley, the road to West End, and the road back to London. 

I had mechanically turned in this latter direction, and was strolling 

along the lonely high-road--idly wondering, I remember, what the 

Cumberland young ladies would look like--when, in one moment, 

every drop of blood in my body was brought to a stop by the touch 

of a hand laid lightly and suddenly on my shoulder from behind me. 

I turned on the instant, with my fingers tightening round the handle 

of my stick. 

There, in the middle of the broad bright high-road--there, as if it had 

that moment sprung out of the earth or dropped from the heaven--

stood the figure of a solitary Woman, dressed from head to foot in 

white garments, her face bent in grave inquiry on mine, her hand 

pointing to the dark cloud over London, as I faced her. 

I was far too seriously startled by the suddenness with which this 

extraordinary apparition stood before me, in the dead of night and in 

that lonely place, to ask what she wanted. The strange woman spoke 

first. 

"Is that the road to London?" she said. 

I looked attentively at her, as she put that singular question to me. It 

was then nearly one o'clock. All I could discern distinctly by the 

moonlight was a colourless, youthful face, meagre and sharp to look 

at about the cheeks and chin; large, grave, wistfully attentive eyes; 

nervous, uncertain lips; and light hair of a pale, brownish-yellow hue. 

Episode 3 – The Woman in White 

The Woman in White:  Extract 2 
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on the mantelshelf beside me, amid a number of small objects, stood 

a model of the solar system, a small galvanic battery, and a micro-

scope. Every chair had its burden. Every corner was heaped high with 

books. The very floor was littered over with maps, casts, papers, trac-

ings, and learned lumber of all conceivable kinds. 

I stared about me with an amazement increased by every fresh 

object upon which my eyes chanced to rest. So strange a room I had 

never seen; yet seemed it stranger still, to find such a room in a lone 

farmhouse amid those wild and solitary moors! Over and over again, 

I looked from my host to his surroundings, and from his surroundings 

back to my host, asking myself who and what he could be? His head 

was singularly fine; but it was more the head of a poet than of a phi-

losopher. Broad in the temples, prominent over the eyes, and clothed 

with a rough profusion of perfectly white hair, it had all the ideality 

and much of the ruggedness that characterises the head of Louis von 

Beethoven. There were the same deep lines about the mouth, and 

the same stern furrows in the brow. There was the same concentra-

tion of expression. While I was yet observing him, the door opened, 

and Jacob brought in the supper. His master then closed his book, 

rose, and with more courtesy of manner than he had yet shown, in-

vited me to the table. 

A dish of ham and eggs, a loaf of brown bread, and a bottle of 

admirable sherry, were placed before me. 

“I have but the homeliest farmhouse fare to offer you, sir,” said 

my entertainer. “Your appetite, I trust, will make up for the deficien-

cies of our larder.” 

I had already fallen upon the viands, and now protested, with 

the enthusiasm of a starving sportsman, that I had never eaten any-
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for six foot two.” 

“And pray, sir, by what right have you forced an entrance into 

my house?” 

“The same by which I should have clung to your boat, if I were 

drowning. The right of self-preservation.” 

“Self-preservation?” 

“There’s an inch of snow on the ground already,” I replied, 

briefly; “and it would be deep enough to cover my body before day-

break.” 

He strode to the window, pulled aside a heavy black curtain, 

and looked out. 

“It is true,” he said. “You can stay, if you choose, till morning. 

Jacob, serve the supper.” 

With this he waved me to a seat, resumed his own, and became 

at once absorbed in the studies from which I had disturbed him. 

I placed my gun in a corner, drew a chair to the hearth, and ex-

amined my quarters at leisure. Smaller and less incongruous in its ar-

rangements than the hall, this room contained, nevertheless, much 

to awaken my curiosity. The floor was carpetless. The whitewashed 

walls were in parts scrawled over with strange diagrams, and in oth-

ers covered with shelves crowded with philosophical instruments, the 

uses of many of which were unknown to me. On one side of the fire-

place, stood a bookcase filled with dingy folios; on the other, a small 

organ, fantastically decorated with painted carvings of mediæval 

saints and devils. Through the half-opened door of a cupboard at the 

further end of the room, I saw a long array of geological specimens, 

surgical preparations, crucibles, retorts, and jars of chemicals; while 
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There was nothing wild, nothing immodest in her manner: it was    

quiet and self- controlled, a little melancholy and a little touched by 

suspicion; not exactly the manner of a lady, and, at the same time, 

not the manner of a woman in the humblest rank of life. The voice, 

little as I had yet heard of it, had something curiously still and me-

chanical in its tones, and the utterance was remarkably rapid.  She 

held a small bag in her hand: and her dress--bonnet, shawl, and gown 

all of white--was, so far as I could guess, certainly not composed of 

very delicate or very expensive materials. Her figure was slight, and 

rather above the average height--her gait and actions free from the 

slightest approach to extravagance. This was all that I could observe 

of her in the dim light and under the perplexingly strange circum-

stances of our meeting. What sort of a woman she was, and how she 

came to be out alone in the high-road, an hour after midnight, I alto-

gether failed to guess. The one thing of which I felt certain was, that 

the grossest of mankind could not have misconstrued her motive in 

speaking, even at that suspiciously late hour and in that suspiciously 

lonely place. 

"Did you hear me?" she said, still quietly and rapidly, and without the 

least fretfulness or impatience. "I asked if that was the way to        

London." 

Glossary  

Apparition: a ghost or ghostlike image of a person.  

Attentive: paying close attention to something.  

Discern: distinguish (someone or something) with difficulty by sight or with 

the other senses.  

Melancholy: a feeling of pensive sadness, typically with no obvious cause.  

Fretfulness: feeling or expressing distress or irritation.  
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 A Haunting Portrait:  Create a portrait of how you      

imagine The Woman in white to look. Retrieve three  

quotations to support your image.  

Episode 3 – The Woman in White 

Quotations: 
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with flour-sacks, agricultural implements, casks, and all kinds of mis-

cellaneous lumber; while from the beams overhead hung rows of 

hams, flitches, and bunches of dried herbs for winter use. In the cen-

tre of the floor stood some huge object gauntly dressed in a dingy 

wrapping-cloth, and reaching half way to the rafters. Lifting a corner 

of this cloth, I saw, to my surprise, a telescope of very considerable 

size, mounted on a rude movable platform, with four small wheels. 

The tube was made of painted wood, bound round with bands of 

metal rudely fashioned; the speculum, so far as I could estimate its 

size in the dim light, measured at least fifteen inches in diameter. 

While I was yet examining the instrument, and asking myself whether 

it was not the work of some self-taught optician, a bell rang sharply.  

“That’s for you,” said my guide, with a malicious grin. “Yonder’s 

his room.” 

He pointed to a low black door at the opposite side of the hall. I 

crossed over, rapped somewhat loudly, and went in, without waiting 

for an invitation. A huge, white-haired old man rose from a table cov-

ered with books and papers, and confronted me sternly. 

“Who are you?” said he. “How came you here? What do you 

want?” 

“James Murray, barrister-at-law. On foot across the moor. 

Meat, drink, and sleep.” 

He bent his bushy brows into a portentous frown. 

“Mine is not a house of entertainment,” he said, haughtily. 

“Jacob, how dared you admit this stranger?” 

“I didn’t admit him,” grumbled the old man. “He followed me 

over the muir, and shouldered his way in before me. I’m no match 



42 

42 

“Maybe I am.” 

“Then I’m going with you.” 

The old man shook his head, and rubbed his nose reflectively 

with the handle of the lantern. 

“It ain’t o’ no use,” growled he. “He ‘ont let you in—not he.” 

“We’ll see about that,” I replied, briskly. “Who is He?” 

“The master.” 

“Who is the master?” 

“That’s nowt to you,” was the unceremonious reply. 

“Well, well; you lead the way, and I’ll engage that the master 

shall give me shelter and a supper to-night.” 

“Eh, you can try him!” muttered my reluctant guide; and, still 

shaking his head, he hobbled, gnome-like, away through the falling 

snow. A large mass loomed up presently out of the darkness, and a 

huge dog rushed out, barking furiously. 

“Is this the house?” I asked. 

“Ay, it’s the house. Down, Bey!” And he fumbled in his pocket 

for the key. 

I drew up close behind him, prepared to lose no chance of en-

trance, and saw in the little circle of light shed by the lantern that the 

door was heavily studded with iron nails, like the door of a prison. In 

another minute he had turned the key and I had pushed past him into 

the house. 

Once inside, I looked round with curiosity, and found myself in 

a great raftered hall, which served, apparently, a variety of uses. One 

end was piled to the roof with corn, like a barn. The other was stored 
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thought was not to be borne! To banish it, I shouted again, louder 

and longer, and then listened eagerly. Was my shout answered, or 

did I only fancy that I heard a far-off cry? I halloed again, and again 

the echo followed. Then a wavering speck of light came suddenly out 

of the dark, shifting, disappearing, growing momentarily nearer and 

brighter. Running towards it at full speed, I found myself, to my great 

joy, face to face with an old man and a lantern. 

“Thank God!” was the exclamation that burst involuntarily from 

my lips. 

Blinking and frowning, he lifted his lantern and peered into my 

face. 

“What for?” growled he, sulkily. 

“Well—for you. I began to fear I should be lost in the snow.” 

“Eh, then, folks do get cast away hereabouts fra’ time to time, 

an’ what’s to hinder you from bein’ cast away likewise, if the Lord’s 

so minded?” 

“If the Lord is so minded that you and I shall be lost together, 

friend, we must submit,” I replied; “but I don’t mean to be lost with-

out you. How far am I now from Dwolding?” 

“A gude twenty mile, more or less.” 

“And the nearest village?” 

“The nearest village is Wyke, an’ that’s twelve mile t’other 

 side.” 

“Where do you live, then?” 

“Out yonder,” said he, with a vague jerk of the lantern. 

“You’re going home, I presume?” 



40 

40 

fast. 

Meanwhile, the snow began to come down with ominous stead-

iness, and the wind fell. After this, the cold became more intense, and 

the night came rapidly up. As for me, my prospects darkened with the 

darkening sky, and my heart grew heavy as I thought how my young 

wife was already watching for me through the window of our little inn 

parlour, and thought of all the suffering in store for her throughout 

this weary night. We had been married four months, and, having 

spent our autumn in the Highlands, were now lodging in a remote 

little village situated just on the verge of the great English moorlands. 

We were very much in love, and, of course, very happy. This morning, 

when we parted, she had implored me to return before dusk, and I 

had promised her that I would. What would I not have given to have 

kept my word! 

Even now, weary as I was, I felt that with a supper, an hour’s 

rest, and a guide, I might still get back to her before midnight, if only 

guide and shelter could be found. 

And all this time, the snow fell and the night thickened. I 

stopped and shouted every now and then, but my shouts seemed on-

ly to make the silence deeper. Then a vague sense of uneasiness 

came upon me, and I began to remember stories of travellers who 

had walked on and on in the falling snow until, wearied out, they 

were fain to lie down and sleep their lives away. Would it be possible, 

I asked myself, to keep on thus through all the long dark night? 

Would there not come a time when my limbs must fail, and my reso-

lution give way? When I, too, must sleep the sleep of death. Death! I 

shuddered. How hard to die just now, when life lay all so bright be-

fore me! How hard for my darling, whose whole loving heart but that 
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Episode 5 – The Phantom Coach 

The full story: A traveller is lost in bad weather but finds shelter 

with an unusual man and his many strange possessions. 

The circumstances I am about to relate to you have truth to recom-

mend them. They happened to myself, and my recollection of them is 

as vivid as if they had taken place only yesterday. Twenty years, how-

ever, have gone by since that night. During those twenty years I have 

told the story to but one other person. I tell it now with a reluctance 

which I find it difficult to overcome. All I entreat, meanwhile, is that 

you will abstain from forcing your own conclusions upon me. I want 

nothing explained away. I desire no arguments. My mind on this sub-

ject is quite made up, and, having the testimony of my own senses to 

rely upon, I prefer to abide by it. 

Well! It was just twenty years ago, and within a day or two of 

the end of the grouse season. I had been out all day with my gun, and 

had had no sport to speak of. The wind was due east; the month, De-

cember; the place, a bleak wide moor in the far north of England. And 

I had lost my way. It was not a pleasant place in which to lose one’s 

way, with the first feathery flakes of a coming snowstorm just flutter-

ing down upon the heather, and the leaden evening closing in all 

around. I shaded my eyes with my hand, and stared anxiously into the 

gathering darkness, where the purple moorland melted into a range 

of low hills, some ten or twelve miles distant. Not the faintest smoke-

wreath, not the tiniest cultivated patch, or fence, or sheep-track, met 

my eyes in any direction. There was nothing for it but to walk on, and 

take my chance of finding what shelter I could, by the way. So I shoul-

dered my gun again, and pushed wearily forward; for I had been on 

foot since an hour after daybreak, and had eaten nothing since break-
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Episode 5 – The Phantom Coach 

Dig Deeper: List some other objects, define and state what they 

tell us about the scientist. You may wish to use a dictionary. 

Object/description Definition What do we learn? 

Painted carvings 
Ornate decorations on the 

organ 
Musical? Gothic? 

Crucible 
Container that can be 

used in high temperatures 
Doing dangerous experiments? 
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Episode 5 – The Phantom Coach 

Extract 1: A traveller is lost in bad weather but finds shelter with 

an unusual man and his many strange possessions. 

Smaller and less incongruous in its arrangements than the hall, this 

room contained, nevertheless, much to awaken my curiosity. The 

floor was carpetless. The whitewashed walls were in parts scrawled 

over with strange diagrams, and in others covered with shelves 

crowded with philosophical instruments, the uses of many of which 

were unknown to me. On one side of the fireplace stood a bookcase 

filled with dingy folios; on the other, a small organ, fantastically deco-

rated with painted carvings of medieval saints and devils. Through 

the half-opened door of a cupboard at the further end of the room I 

saw a long array of geological specimens, surgical preparations, cruci-

bles, retorts, and jars of chemicals; while on the mantelshelf beside 

me, amid a number of small objects stood a model of the solar      
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system, a small galvanic battery, and a microscope. Every chair had 

its burden. Every corner was heaped high with books. The very floor 

was littered over with maps, casts, papers, tracings, and learned lum-

ber of all conceivable kinds. 

I stared about me with an amazement increased by every fresh ob-

ject upon which my eyes chanced to rest. So strange a room I had 

never seen; yet seemed it stranger still, to find such a room in a lone 

farmhouse amid those wild and solitary moors! Over and over again I 

looked from my host to his surroundings, and from his surroundings 

back to my host, asking myself who and what he could be? His head 

was singularly fine; but it was more the head of a poet than of a phi-

losopher. Broad in the temples, prominent over the eyes, and 

clothed with a rough profusion of perfectly white hair, it had all the 

ideality and much of the ruggedness that characterizes the head of 

Ludwig von Beethoven. There were the same deep lines about the 

mouth, and the same stern furrows in the brow. There was the same 

concentration of expression. 

Glossary  

Incongruous: not in harmony or keeping with the surroundings or other 
aspects of something 

Prominent: projecting from something 

Furrows: a line or wrinkle on a person's face 

Singularly: in a remarkable or noticeable way 
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Episode 5 – The Phantom Coach 

Continuum Line: The passage tells us about a scientist’s room and 

the visitor’s impressions of his personality. Use the continuum line to 

find any inference in the extract that the scientist’s knowledge might 

be threatening or fascinating. 

Fascination 

Threat 

“Devils” 

“Saints” 


