
The Old Man and the Sea by E. Hemingway 

(excerpt) 

 

He could not see the green of the shore now but only the tops of the blue hills 

that showed white as though they were snow-capped and the clouds that looked like 

high snow mountains above them. The sea was very dark and the light made prisms 

in the water. The myriad flecks of the plankton were annulled now by the high sun 

and it was only the great deep prisms in the blue water that the old man saw now 

with his lines going straight down into the water that was a mile deep. 

The tuna, the fishermen called all the fish of that species tuna and only 

distinguished among them by their proper names when they came to sell them or to 

trade them for baits, were down again. The sun was hot now and the old man felt it 

on the back of his neck and felt the sweat trickle down his back as he rowed. 

I could just drift, he thought, and sleep and put a bight of line around my toe 

to wake me. But today is eighty-five days and I should fish the day well. 

Just then, watching his lines, he saw one of the projecting green sticks dip 

sharply. 

“Yes,” he said. “Yes,” and shipped his oars without bumping the boat. He 

reached out for the line and held it softly between the thumb and forefinger of his 

right hand. He felt no strain nor weight and he held the line lightly. Then it came 

again. This time it was a tentative pull, not solid nor heavy, and he knew exactly what 

it was. One hundred fathoms down a marlin was eating the sardines that covered the 

point and the shank of the hook where the hand-forged hook projected from the head 

of the small tuna. 

  



Leave It to Psmith by P.G. Wodehouse 

Chapter 11 ‘Almost entirely about flower-pots,’ 

(excerpt) 

 

“Oh, it’s you?” he said morosely. 

“I in person,” said Psmith genially. “Awake, beloved! Awake, for morning in 

the bowl of night has flung the stone that puts the stars to flight; and lo! the hunter 

of the East has caught the Sultan’s turret in a noose of light. The Sultan himself,” he 

added, “you will find behind yonder window, speculating idly on your motives for 

bunging flower-pots at him. Why, if I may venture the question, did you?” 

Baxter was in no confiding mood. Without replying, he rose to his feet and 

started to trudge wearily along the terrace to the front door. Psmith fell into step 

beside him. 

“If I were you,” said Psmith, “and I offer the suggestion in the most cordial 

spirit of goodwill, I would use every effort to prevent this passion for flinging flower-

pots from growing upon me. I know you will say that you can take it or leave it alone; 

that just one more pot won’t hurt you; but can you stop at one? Isn’t it just that first 

insidious flower-pot that does all the mischief? Be a man, Comrade Baxter!” He laid 

his hand appealingly on the secretary’s shoulder. “The next time the craving comes 

on you, fight it. Fight it! Are you, the heir of the ages, going to become a slave to a 

habit? Tush! You know and I know that there is better stuff in you than that. Use 

your will-power, man, use your will-power.” 

  



Lord of the Flies by William Golding 

Chapter 2. Fire on the Mountain 

(excerpt) 

By the time Ralph finished blowing the conch the platform was crowded. 

There were differences between this meeting and the one held in the morning. The 

afternoon sun slanted in from the other side of the platform and most of the children, 

feeling too late the smart of sunburn, had put their clothes on. The choir, less of a 

group, had discarded their cloaks. 

Ralph sat on a fallen trunk, his left side to the sun. On his right were most of 

the choir; on his left the larger boys who had not known each other before the 

evacuation; before him small children squatted in the grass. 

Silence now. Ralph lifted the cream and pink shell to his knees and a sudden breeze 

scattered light over the platform. He was uncertain whether to stand up or remain 

sitting. He looked sideways to his left, toward the bathing pool. Piggy was sitting 

near but giving no help. 

Ralph cleared his throat. 

“Well then.” 

All at once he found he could talk fluently and explain what he had to say. He 

passed a hand through his fair hair and spoke. 

“We’re on an island. We’ve been on the mountain top and seen water all 

round. We saw no houses, no smoke, no footprints, no boats, no people. We’re on an 

uninhabited island with no other people on it.” 

 


