
Year 12 Transition Unit

English Literature A level.



A Streetcar Named Desire by 
Tennessee Williams
Read the whole text before your first English Literature A level Lesson.

Make notes on the following:

Stanley

Stella

Blanche

Mitch

Eunice

Challenge – Choose one theme from the play and write four quotations 
that suggest your chosen theme.



A Streetcar Named Desire by 
Tennessee Williams
STREETCAR_NAMED_DESIRE_4X3FF_T1 - Bing video

Once you have read the play, watch this film 
adaptation.

How does the director make use of music and sounds 
to emphasise Blanche’s mental state?

https://www.bing.com/videos/search?q=streetcar+named+desire+film+you+tube&adlt=strict%2cstrict%2cstrict&view=detail&mid=3A435697E8B64CF8C5FD3A435697E8B64CF8C5FD&&FORM=VDRVRV


Poems of the Decade
The Gun

Bringing a gun into a house
changes it.

You lay it on the kitchen table,
stretched out like something dead
itself: the grainy polished wood stock
jutting over the edge,
the long metal barrel
casting a grey shadow
on the green-checked cloth.

At first it’s just practice:
perforating tins
dangling on orange string
from trees in the garden.
Then a rabbit shot
clean through the head.

Soon the fridge fills with creatures
that have run and flown.
Your hands reek of gun oil
and entrails. You trample
fur and feathers. There’s a spring
in your step; your eyes gleam
like when sex was fresh.

A gun brings a house alive.

I join in the cooking: jointing
and slicing, stirring and tasting –
excited as if the King of Death
had arrived to feast, stalking
out of winter woods,
his black mouth
sprouting golden crocuses.

Chainsaw versus the Pampas Grass by Simon Armitage

It seemed an unlikely match. All winter unplugged,
grinding its teeth in a plastic sleeve, the chainsaw swung
nose-down from a hook in the darkroom
under the hatch in the floor. When offered the can
it knocked back a quarter-pint of engine oil
and juices ran from its joints and threads,
oozed across the guide-bar and the maker’s name,
into the dry links.

From the summerhouse, still holding one last gulp
of last year’s heat behind its double doors, and hung
with the weightless wreckage of wasps and flies,
mothballed in spider’s wool . . .
from there, I trailed the day-glo orange power line
the length of the lawn and the garden path,
fed it out like powder from a keg, then walked
back to the socket and flicked the switch, then walked again
and coupled the saw to the flex – clipped them together.
Then dropped the safety catch and gunned the trigger.

No gearing up or getting to speed, just an instant rage,
the rush of metal lashing out at air, connected to the mains.
The chainsaw with its perfect disregard, its mood
to tangle with cloth, or jewellery, or hair.
The chainsaw with its bloody desire, its sweet tooth
for the flesh of the face and the bones underneath,
its grand plan to kick back against nail or knot
and rear up into the brain.
I let it flare, lifted it into the sun
and felt the hundred beats per second drumming in its heart,
and felt the drive-wheel gargle in its throat.



Poems of the Decade
Poetic Techniques

Write a short definition of the following:

Structure

Enjambment

Caesura

Sibilance

Fricative

Colloquial language

Write a two-three paragraph essay answering 
the following question:

Compare how both poets display power in 
both The Gun and Chainsaw Verses The 
Pampas Grass.

The pampas grass with its ludicrous feathers
and plumes. The pampas grass, taking the warmth and light
from cuttings and bulbs, sunning itself,
stealing the show with its footstools, cushions and tufts
and its twelve-foot spears.
This was the sledgehammer taken to crack the nut.
Probably all that was needed here was a good pull or shove or a pitchfork to 
lever it out at its base.
Overkill. I touched the blur of the blade

against the nearmost tip of a reed – it didn’t exist.
I dabbed at a stalk that swooned, docked a couple of heads,
dismissed the top third of its canes with a sideways sweep
at shoulder height – this was a game.
I lifted the fringe of undergrowth, carved at the trunk –
plant-juice spat from the pipes and tubes
and dust flew out as I ripped into pockets of dark, secret warmth.

To clear a space to work
I raked whatever was severed or felled or torn
towards the dead zone under the outhouse wall, to be fired.
Then cut and raked, cut and raked, till what was left
was a flat stump the size of a barrel lid
that wouldn’t be dug with a spade or prised from the earth.
Wanting to finish things off I took up the saw
and drove it vertically downwards into the upper roots,
but the blade became choked with soil or fouled with weeds,
or what was sliced or split somehow closed and mended behind,
like cutting at water or air with a knife.
I poured barbecue fluid into the patch
and threw in a match – it flamed for a minute, smoked
for a minute more, and went out. I left it at that.

In the weeks that came new shoots like asparagus tips
sprang up from its nest and by June
it was riding high in its saddle, wearing a new crown.
Corn in Egypt. I looked on
from the upstairs window like the midday moon.

Back below stairs on its hook the chainsaw seethed.
I left it a year, to work back through its man-made dreams, to try to forget.
The seamless urge to persist was as far as it got.



Prose 
A Thousand Splendid Suns by Khaled Hosseini

It was Muhsin, Jalil's eldest son by his first wife, Khadija, who suggested the clearing-
It was on the outskirts of Gul Daman. To get to it, one took a rutted, uphill dirt track 
that branched off the main road between Herat and Gul Daman. The track was 
flanked on either side by knee-high grass and speckles of white and bright yellow 
flowers. The track snaked uphill and led to a flat field where poplars and cottonwoods 
soared and wild bushes grew in clusters. From up there, one could make out the tips 
of the rusted blades of Gul Daman's windmill, on the left, and, on the right, all of Herat 
spread below. The path ended perpendicular to a wide, trout-filled stream, which 
rolled down from the Safid-koh mountains surrounding Gul Daman. Two hundred 
yards upstream, toward the mountains, there was a circular grove of weeping willow 
trees. In the center, in the shade of the willows, was the clearing.

Jalil went there to have a look. When he came back, Nana said, he sounded like a 
warden bragging about the clean walls and shiny floors of his prison.

"And so, your father built us this rathole."



Prose 
Wuthering Heights by Emily Bronte
Wuthering Heights is the name of Mr. Heathcliff's dwelling. 'Wuthering' being a significant provincial adjective, 
descriptive of the atmospheric tumult to which its station is exposed in stormy weather. Pure, bracing ventilation 
they must have up there at all times, indeed: one may guess the power of the north wind blowing over the edge, by 
the excessive slant of a few stunted firs at the end of the house; and by a range of gaunt thorns all stretching their 
limbs one way, as if craving alms of the sun. Happily, the architect had foresight to build it strong: the narrow 
windows are deeply set in the wall, and the corners defended with large jutting stones.

Before passing the threshold, I paused to admire a quantity of grotesque carving lavished over the front, and 
especially about the principal door; above which, among a wilderness of crumbling griffins and shameless little 
boys, I detected the date '1500,' and the name 'Hareton Earnshaw.' I would have made a few comments, and 
requested a short history of the place from the surly owner; but his attitude at the door appeared to demand my 
speedy entrance, or complete departure, and I had no desire to aggravate his impatience previous to inspecting 
the penetralium.

One stop brought us into the family sitting-room, without any introductory lobby or passage: they call it here 'the 
house' pre-eminently. It includes kitchen and parlour, generally; but I believe at Wuthering Heights the kitchen is 
forced to retreat altogether into another quarter: at least I distinguished a chatter of tongues, and a clatter of 
culinary utensils, deep within; and I observed no signs of roasting, boiling, or baking, about the huge fireplace; nor 
any glitter of copper saucepans and tin cullenders on the walls. One end, indeed, reflected splendidly both light 
and heat from ranks of immense pewter dishes, interspersed with silver jugs and tankards, towering row after row, 
on a vast oak dresser, to the very roof. The latter had never been under-drawn: its entire anatomy lay bare to an 
inquiring eye, except where a frame of wood laden with oatcakes and clusters of legs of beef, mutton, and ham, 
concealed it. Above the chimney were sundry villainous old guns, and a couple of horse-pistols: and, by way of 
ornament, three gaudily-painted canisters disposed along its ledge. The floor was of smooth, white stone; the 
chairs, high-backed, primitive structures, painted green: one or two heavy black ones lurking in the shade. In an 
arch under the dresser reposed a huge, liver-coloured bitch pointer, surrounded by a swarm of squealing puppies; 
and other dogs haunted other recesses.



Read both extracts…
How do both writers use setting in both extracts?

Success Criteria:

Two comparative paragraphs with quotations

Language analysis 

Structure analysis


