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Task 1 

Mystery fiction is a genre of fiction usually involving a mysterious death or a crime to be solved 

Research a novel, play, or film dealing with a puzzling crime. 

Research 
question: 

Notes: 

What is the name of 
your mystery and who 
is the author? 
 

 

What is this mystery 
about? 
 

 

What time period is 
the mystery set? 
 

 

What settings are 
included in the 
mystery? 
 

 

What kind of 
detective is the 
protagonist e.g. older 
woman, private eye, 
or a detective with 
disabilities? 
 

 

Any other interesting 
facts? 
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Task 2 

In Act 3 Scene 4 of Macbeth, Macbeth and Lady Macbeth host a banquet for the Scottish lords. During the 
banquet, Macbeth sees the ghost of Banquo sitting at his place at the table. Imagine that you are the 
person who has to design the set for the banquet scene. This will be an important scene because all of the 
audience must see the ghost frighten Macbeth. Draw the set of the Banquo scene and annotate it by 
answering the questions below.  

a) What props may be on stage?  
b) What kind of table would there be on stage? 
c) Would Macbeth have a special chair? What would it look like? 
d) What will you have on the table? Plates? What else? Why? 
e) Where will the door be? 
f) How will the ghost come into the room? 
g) How could you make the ghost float? 
h) What chair would Banquo sit at when he came to the table?  
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The Listeners 
BY WALTER DE LA MARE 

‘Is there anybody there?’ said the Traveller,    
   Knocking on the moonlit door;  
And his horse in the silence champed the grasses    
   Of the forest’s ferny floor:  
And a bird flew up out of the turret,    
   Above the Traveller’s head:  
And he smote upon the door again a second 

time;    
   ‘Is there anybody there?’ he said.  
But no one descended to the Traveller;    
   No head from the leaf-fringed sill  
Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes,    
   Where he stood perplexed and still.  
But only a host of phantom listeners    
   That dwelt in the lone house then  
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight    
   To that voice from the world of men:  
Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark 

stair,    
   That goes down to the empty hall,  
Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken    
   By the lonely Traveller’s call.  
And he felt in his heart their strangeness,    
   Their stillness answering his cry,  
While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,    
   ’Neath the starred and leafy sky;  
For he suddenly smote on the door, even    
   Louder, and lifted his head:—  
‘Tell them I came, and no one answered,    
   That I kept my word,’ he said.  
Never the least stir made the listeners,    
   Though every word he spake  
Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still 

house    
   From the one man left awake:  
Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,    
   And the sound of iron on stone,  
And how the silence surged softly backward,    
   When the plunging hoofs were gone.  

Task 3 

Answer the questions and support your ideas 
with quotations from the poem: 

 

1. Who is the protagonist in the poem? 

______________________________________ 

 

2. What question is asked? 

Quote: ________________________________ 

 

3. Choose 3 adjectives that describe the 
atmosphere: 

•  
•  
•   

 

3. How does the traveller feel? Use a quotation 
to support your idea. 

Idea: __________________________________ 

______________________________________ 

Quote: ________________________________ 

______________________________________ 

 

4. How does the reader feel about this poem? 
What words does the poet use to make us feel 
like that? 

Feeling: ______________________________ 

_____________________________________ 

Words used:  

•   
•   
•   
•   
•  

 

 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/walter-de-la-mare
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Task 4  

Read the extract below and answer the questions. In the extract, Dr Mortimer describes to Sherlock 
Holmes and Dr Watson the time he found his friend and neighbour, Sir Charles Baskerville, dead. 

Extract from Hound of the Baskervilles by Arthur Conan Doyle Chapter 2 

THE CURSE OF THE BASKERVILLES 

 

“I can well remember driving up to his house in the evening, some three weeks before the fatal event. He chanced to 
be at his hall door. I had descended from my gig and was standing in front of him, when I saw his eyes fix themselves 
over my shoulder and stare past me with an expression of the most dreadful horror. I whisked round and had just 
time to catch a glimpse of something which I took to be a large black calf passing at the head of the drive. So excited 
and alarmed was he that I was compelled to go down to the spot where the animal had been and look around for it. 
It was gone, however, and the incident appeared to make the worst impression upon his mind. I stayed with him all 
the evening, and it was on that occasion, to explain the emotion which he had shown, that he confided to my 
keeping that narrative which I read to you when first I came. I mention this small episode because it assumes some 
importance in view of the tragedy which followed, but I was convinced at the time that the matter was entirely 
trivial and that his excitement had no justification. 
“It was at my advice that Sir Charles was about to go to London. His heart was, I knew, affected, and the constant 
anxiety in which he lived, however chimerical the cause of it might be, was evidently having a serious effect upon his 
health. I thought that a few months among the distractions of town would send him back a new man. Mr. Stapleton, 
a mutual friend who was much concerned at his state of health, was of the same opinion. At the last instant came 
this terrible catastrophe. 
“On the night of Sir Charles’s death Barrymore the butler, who made the discovery, sent Perkins the groom on 
horseback to me, and as I was sitting up late I was able to reach Baskerville Hall within an hour of the event. I 
checked and corroborated all the facts which were mentioned at the inquest. I followed the footsteps down the yew 
alley, I saw the spot at the moor-gate where he seemed to have waited, I remarked the change in the shape of the 
prints after that point, I noted that there were no other footsteps save those of Barrymore on the soft gravel, and 
finally I carefully examined the body, which had not been touched until my arrival. Sir Charles lay on his face, his 
arms out, his fingers dug into the ground, and his features convulsed with some strong emotion to such an extent 
that I could hardly have sworn to his identity. There was certainly no physical injury of any kind. But one false 
statement was made by Barrymore at the inquest. He said that there were no traces upon the ground round the 
body. He did not observe any. But I did–some little distance off, but fresh and clear.” 
“Footprints?” 
“Footprints.” 
“A man’s or a woman’s?” 
Dr. Mortimer looked strangely at us for an instant, and his voice sank almost to a whisper as he answered: 
“Mr. Holmes, they were the footprints of a gigantic hound!” 

Questions: 

a) What time of day was Dr Mortimer driving up to his house? 
b) What did Dr Mortimer catch a glimpse of? 
c) What kind of impression was created upon Dr Mortimer’s mind? 
d) What part of Sir Charles Baskerville’s body was affected? 
e) Who was of the same opinion as Dr Mortimer? 
f) On examining the scene, what did Dr Mortimer discover? 
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Task 5 

Research the writer Wilkie Collins and complete the table below.  

Topic: 
 

Wilkie Collins 

Name: 

Essential question: Who was Wilkie Collins? 

Questions/ideas Notes 
Family (including birth 
and death)  
  
  
  
  
Occupation  
  
  
Lifestyle  
  
  
  
Novels  
  
  
  
   
Summary: 
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Beneath the crimson sun, that was slowly setting on the horizon, my small boat was engulfed by the 
monstrous shadow of the desolate ship. Both of the crewmen, who rowed us slowly onwards, cast 
their eyes downwards. When we had left the Dei Gratia, the sun had warmed my skin, but now, as we 
had crept closer to the derelict ship, the weather had changed: a cold chill was in the air, as if a lurking 
presence exhaled its foul breath. Perhaps it was my imagination, but the sea itself seemed to change 
from a crystal blue to a slate grey, as if the ship was infecting the water below. The waves seemed to 
crash more forcefully against our boat as we approached as if the sea was warning us away… 

It had refused our hails. The captain had sent me and two others to investigate. As we neared the bow 
of the colossal craft, I was finally able to make out the name on the hull: painted in spiked letters was 
Mary Celeste. Tentacles of fear sprang from my mind and I suppressed the need to shudder.  

“Should we go aboard, sir?” The question was little more than a timid whisper. I looked down at the 
sailor, with his pale, youthful face and fretful eyes, and grimly replied: “Aye, it’s our duty.” Grasping the 
rosary inside my pocket, I offered up a silent prayer.  

Not a soul aboard. Eerily, the damp deck creaked as our footsteps broke the silence. The wind turned 
from a low whistle to a high howl and sent the cabin doors rattling and banging, as if it wanted to free 
itself from its hinges and escape overboard. Nothing. No-one. Yet not a glimpse of anything astray: the 
sails, as white as a marble tombstone, stood rigid and in good order. The foremast’s polished oak 
reflected my image, recasting it as a grotesque, blurred silhouette. I sent my crewman below deck to 
secure the cargo, whilst I crept forwards towards the quarterdeck alone.   

 The sky had darkened with an unnatural speed; ash-coloured clouds gathered overhead. 
Perched on the yard of the topmast was a hunched albatross. My eyes must have been playing tricks 
in the twilight: it appeared more like a gargoyle guarding a dungeon than a seabird. Its hooked beak 
seemed threatening and, although it too far to see clearly, I could feel its beady black eyes piercing my 
skin.  

Reaching the stairs, I gripped the banister as the forsaken ship swayed in the vastness of the never 
ending ocean. I felt like the only man in the world. Noticing the stickiness of the wooden railing, I 
pulled my hand away. Turning it over, I was sickened by the sight – blood! The scarlet gore spread 
over my palms and fingertips, making itself one with the creases in my skin. I held my breath and drew 
a pocket-knife. Could this blood be human? Shocked and disgusted, I finally made eye-contact with 
the ship’s wheel. Aimlessly, it swung and groaned. Unsecured. Lashing it with rope to prevent further 
movement, I noticed a broken compass in pieces on the floor. The glass had shattered into tiny 
fragments and was strewn across the planks of the decking. Its sharp pieces seemed to contain 
further droplets of the blood from the banister and the trail was spread in the direction of the captain’s 
cabin… 

 As I threw back the door, knife in hand, needles of twilight pierced the inky blackness of the 
cabin. Frantically, my eyes searched the smothering darkness, but everything was still. I lit a small 
candle and passed through the threshold; the smell of sea salt disappeared and was replaced by an 
overwhelming musk. The cabin was shabbily furnished (unlike most captains). My weak candle fought 
against the gloom to illuminate an antique turquoise chair, a bookshelf with rows of leather bound 
tomes and, in the centre of the room, an oversized desk. The musky stench increased and seemed to 
infect my every pore. The blood on my hands tingled in response and, almost against my will, my feet 
lumbered forward and took me closer to the desk… 

 Covering the desk was a cluster of lilies. How could this be? But there they lay: pure white, in 
full bloom, spread like stars across the sky. Despite their beauty, the stems stuck out at odd angles, 
like a drowning man’s limbs fighting against the brutal tide. At the sight of the fallen flowers, a wave of 
sorrow struck me. Like a mourner at a funeral, my eyes slowly drifted as I looked for some escape 
from the pain. And there, at the very back of the room, in the gloom, stood a portrait of the captain’s 
family. The melancholy image was slashed, scratched and gouged. The faces were completed 
destroyed! What horror could have done this? Still, to this day, I have never found the answer to that 
question, but the ‘how’ was answered by the captain’s own scabbard, which lay unsheathed and 
glittering, under the candle light on the floor… 

 

 

The mystery of the Mary Celeste 
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a) Read the account of the mystery of the Mary Celeste.  
b) Based on what you have read, what do you think happened on the Mary Celeste? Make a prediction. You 

could consider: 
• Why wasn’t there a soul on board? 
• Why was there blood on the wooden railing? 
• What was the significance of the white lilies? 
• Why had the portrait of the captain’s family been slashed, scratched and gouged? 
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Task 7 

a) Create a description of a castle. 

 

b) Draw an arrow from the boxes to the item you have described in your picture. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Word Bank: 

Positive adjectives Luxurious, extravagant, spectacular, dynamic, magnificent, extraordinary, vibrant, 
intricate, fragrant, perfumed, gleaming, glittering, radiance 

Negative adjectives Scorching, withered, monstrous, decaying, repulsive, revolting, secluded, polluted, rotting, 
barren, heinous 

Colours Cerulean, bronze, copper, charcoal, ivory, amber, carmine, coral, magenta, indigo, 
amethyst, lavender, fuchsia, olive, plum 

Atmosphere Perilous, enchanting, welcoming, foreboding, mysterious, sinister, charming, sombre, 
fascinating, mesmerising, melancholy 

Create a metaphor to 
describe your setting: 

 

What type of 
atmosphere does your 
setting have? 

 

Choose 3, or more, 
adjectives to describe 
your setting: 

 

Picture of your castle: 

What sounds can you hear? What can you smell? 

What can you see? 
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c) Using your notes, you should create a description of your castle. You should include: 
• 4 adjectives 
• 3 of the senses 
• A metaphor 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
d) Using your red pen, label where you have included the following: 
• 4 adjectives 
• 3 of the senses 
• A metaphor 

 

 


	The Listeners

