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1 Extract from: The Notebooks of Leonardo Da Vinci. 
 
Experience shows us that the air must have darkness beyond it and yet it appears blue. If you produce a small 

quantity of smoke from dry wood and the rays of the sun fall 
on this smoke, and if you then place behind the smoke a 
piece of black velvet on which the sun does not shine, you 
will see that all the smoke which is between the eye and the 
black stuff will appear of a beautiful blue colour. And if 
instead of the velvet you place a white cloth smoke, that is 
too thick smoke, hinders, and too thin smoke does not 
produce, the perfection of this blue colour. Hence a 
moderate amount of smoke produces the finest blue. Water 
violently ejected in a fine spray and in a dark chamber where 
the sun beams are admitted produces these blue rays and 
the more vividly if it is distilled water, and thin smoke looks 
blue. This I mention in order to show that the blueness of the 
atmosphere is caused by the darkness beyond it ...And if you 
look towards the horizon of the sky, you will see the 
atmosphere is not blue, and this is caused by its density. And 
thus at each degree, as you raise your eyes above the horizon 
up to the sky over your head, you will see the atmosphere 
look darker [blue] and this is because a smaller density of air 
lies between your eye and the [outer] darkness. And if you go 
to the top of a high mountain the sky will look 
proportionately darker above you as the atmosphere 
becomes rarer between you and the outer darkness; and this 
will be more visible at each degree of increasing height till at 
last we should find darkness...The atmosphere is blue by 
reason of the darkness above it because black and white 
make blue. 
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2. Extract from: The Art of War by Sun Tzu. 

 All warfare is based on deception. 
 

 Hence, when able to attack, we must seem unable; when using our 
forces, we must seem inactive; when we are near, we must make the 
enemy believe we are far away; when far away, we must make him 
believe we are near. 

 

 Hold out baits to entice the enemy.  Feign disorder, and crush him. 
 

 If he is secure at all points, be prepared for him.  If he is in superior 
strength, evade him. 

 

 If your opponent is of choleric temper, seek to irritate him.  Pretend to 
be weak, that he may grow arrogant. 

 

 If he is taking his ease, give him no rest. If his forces are united, 
separate them. 

 

 Attack him where he is unprepared, appear where you are not 
expected. 

 

 Hence to fight and conquer in all your battles is not supreme 
excellence; supreme excellence consists in breaking the enemy's 
resistance without fighting. 

 

 There are not more than five musical notes, yet the combinations of 
these five give rise to more melodies than can ever be heard. 

 

 There are not more than five primary colours (blue, yellow, red, white, 
and black), yet in combination they produce more hues than can ever 
been seen. 

 

 There are not more than five cardinal tastes (sour, acrid, salt, sweet, 
bitter), yet combinations of them yield more flavours than can ever be 
tasted. 
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Extract from Alice in Wonderland by Lewis Carrol 

The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped 
suddenly down, so suddenly that Alice had not a moment to think about 
stopping herself before she found herself falling down a very deep well. Either 
the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as 
she went down to look about her and to wonder what was going to happen 
next. First, she tried to look down and make out what she was coming to, but it 
was too dark to see anything; then she looked at the sides of the well, and 
noticed that they were filled with cupboards and book-shelves; here and there 
she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of 
the shelves as she passed; it was labelled 'ORANGE MARMALADE', but to her 
great disappointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of 
killing somebody, so managed to put it into one of the cupboards as she fell 
past it...Down, down, down. Would the fall NEVER come to an end! 'I wonder 
how many miles I've fallen by this time?' she said aloud. 'I must be getting 
somewhere near the centre of the earth. Let me see: that would be four 
thousand miles down, I think--' (for, you see, Alice had learnt several things of 
this sort in her lessons in the schoolroom, and though this was not a VERY 
good opportunity for showing off her knowledge, as there was no one to listen 
to her, still it was good practice to say it over) '--yes, that's about the right 
distance--but then I wonder what Latitude or Longitude I've got to?' (Alice had 
no idea what Latitude was, or Longitude either, but thought they were nice 
grand words to say.) 
 
Presently she began again. 'I wonder if I shall fall right THROUGH the earth! 
How funny it'll seem to come out among the people that walk with their heads 
downward! The Antipathies, I think--' (she was rather glad there WAS no one 
listening, this time, as it didn't sound at all the right word) '--but I shall have to 
ask them what the name of the country is, you know. Please, Ma'am, is this 
New Zealand or Australia?' (and she tried to curtsey as she spoke--fancy 
CURTSEYING as you're falling through the air! Do you think you could manage 
it?) ... when suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon a heap of sticks 
and dry leaves, and the fall was over. 
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Extract from The Time Machine by H.G Wells. 

I drew a breath, set my teeth, gripped the starting lever with both hands, and went off with 

a thud. The laboratory got hazy and went dark. Mrs. Watchett came in and walked, 

apparently without seeing me, towards the garden door. I suppose it took her a minute or 

so to traverse the place, but to me she seemed to shoot across the room like a rocket. I 

pressed the lever over to its extreme position. The night came like the turning out of a lamp, 

and in another moment came to-morrow. The laboratory grew faint and hazy, then fainter 

and ever fainter. To-morrow night came black, then day again, night again, day again, faster 

and faster still.  

 As I put on pace, night followed day like the flapping of a black wing. The dim suggestion of 

the laboratory seemed presently to fall away from me, and I saw the sun hopping swiftly 

across the sky, leaping it every minute, and every minute marking a day. I supposed the 

laboratory had been destroyed and I had come into the open air. I had a dim impression of 

scaffolding, but I was already going too fast to be conscious of any moving things. The 

slowest snail that ever crawled dashed by too fast for me. The twinkling succession of 

darkness and light was excessively painful to the eye. Then, in the intermittent darknesses, I 

saw the moon spinning swiftly through her quarters from new to full, and had a faint 

glimpse of the circling stars. Presently, as I went on, still gaining velocity, the palpitation of 

night and day merged into one continuous greyness; the sky took on a wonderful deepness 

of blue, a splendid luminous colour like that of early twilight; the jerking sun became a 

streak of fire, a brilliant arch, in space; the moon a fainter fluctuating band; and I could see 

nothing of the stars, save now and then a brighter circle flickering in the blue. 

 

The landscape was misty and vague. I was still on the hill-side upon which this house now 

stands, and the shoulder rose above me grey and dim. I saw trees growing and changing like 

puffs of vapour, now brown, now green; they grew, spread, shivered, and passed away. I 

saw huge buildings rise up faint and fair, and pass like dreams. The whole surface of the 

earth seemed changed - melting and flowing under my eyes. The little hands upon the dials 

that registered my speed raced round faster and faster. Presently I noted that the sun belt 

swayed up and down, from solstice to solstice, in a minute or less, and that consequently 

my pace was over a year a minute; and minute by minute the white snow flashed across the 

world, and vanished, and was followed by the bright, brief green of spring...I saw great and 

splendid architecture rising about me, more massive than any buildings of our own time, 

and yet, as it seemed, built of glimmer and mist. I saw a richer green flow up the hill-side, 

and remain there, without any wintry intermission. Even through the veil of my confusion 

the earth seemed very fair. And so my mind came round to the business of stopping, 
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Extract from Dracula by Bram Stoker 

When he left me I went to my room.  After a little while, not hearing any sound, I came out 
and went up the stone stair to where I could look out towards the South.  There was some 
sense of freedom in the vast expanse, inaccessible though it was to me, as compared with 
the narrow darkness of the courtyard.  Looking out on this, I felt that I was indeed in prison, 
and I seemed to want a breath of fresh air, though it were of the night.  I am beginning to 
feel this nocturnal existence tell on me.  It is destroying my nerve.  I start at my own 
shadow, and am full of all sorts of horrible imaginings.  God knows that there is ground for 
my terrible fear in this accursed place!  I looked out over the beautiful expanse, bathed in 
soft yellow moonlight till it was almost as light as day.  In the soft light the distant hills 
became melted, and the shadows in the valleys and gorges of velvety blackness.  The mere 
beauty seemed to cheer me.  There was peace and comfort in every breath I drew.  As I 
leaned from the window my eye was caught by something moving a storey below me, and 
somewhat to my left, where I imagined, from the order of the rooms that the windows of 
the Count's own room would look out.  The window at which I stood was tall and deep, 
stone-mullioned, and though weatherworn, was still complete.  But it was evidently many a 
day since the case had been there.  I drew back behind the stonework, and looked carefully 
out. 
 
What I saw was the Count's head coming out from the window.  I did not see the face, but I 
knew the man by the neck and the movement of his back and arms.  In any case I could not 
mistake the hands which I had had some many opportunities of studying.  I was at first 
interested and somewhat amused, for it is wonderful how small a matter will interest and 
amuse a man when he is a prisoner.  But my very feelings changed to repulsion and terror 
when I saw the whole man slowly emerge from the window and begin to crawl down the 
castle wall over the dreadful abyss, face down with his cloak spreading out around him like 
great wings.  At first I could not believe my eyes.  I thought it was some trick of the 
moonlight, some weird effect of shadow, but I kept looking, and it could be no delusion.  I 
saw the fingers and toes grasp the corners of the stones, worn clear of the mortar by the 
stress of years, and by thus using every projection and inequality move downwards with 
considerable speed, just as a lizard moves along a wall. 
 
What manner of man is this, or what manner of creature, is it in the semblance of man?  I 
feel the dread of this horrible place overpowering me.  I am in fear, in awful fear, and there 
is no escape for me.  I am encompassed about with terrors that I dare not think of. 
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Extract from The Merchant of Venice by William Shakespeare 

PORTIA  
The quality of mercy is not strained, 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath: it is twice blest; 
It blesseth him that gives and him that takes: 
'Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown; 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 
The attribute to awe and majesty, 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings; 
But mercy is above this sceptred sway; 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 
It is an attribute to God himself; 
And earthly power doth then show likest God's 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
Though justice be thy plea, consider this, 
That, in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy; 
And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much 
To mitigate the justice of thy plea; 
Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 
Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant 
there. 
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Extract from Frankenstein by Mary Shelley. The Monster Speaks. 

"Oh, it is not thus--not thus," interrupted the being; "yet such must be the impression 
conveyed to you by what appears to be the purport of my actions. Yet I seek not a fellow-
feeling in my misery. No sympathy may I ever find. When I first sought it, it was the love of 
virtue, the feelings of happiness and affection with which my whole being overflowed, that I 
wished to be participated. But now that virtue has become to me a shadow and that 
happiness and affection are turned into bitter and loathing despair, in what should I seek for 
sympathy? I am content to suffer alone while my sufferings shall endure: when I die, I am 
well satisfied that abhorrence and opprobrium should load my memory. Once my fancy was 
soothed with dreams of virtue, of fame, and of enjoyment. Once I falsely hoped to meet 
with beings who, pardoning my outward form, would love me for the excellent qualities 
which I was capable of unfolding. I was nourished with high thoughts of honour and 
devotion. But now crime has degraded me beneath the meanest animal. No guilt, no 
mischief, no malignity, no misery, can be found comparable to mine. When I run over the 
frightful catalogue of my sins, I cannot believe that I am the same creature whose thoughts 
were once filled with sublime and transcendent visions of the beauty and the majesty of 
goodness. But it is even so; the fallen angel becomes a malignant devil. Yet even that enemy 
of God and man had friends and associates in his desolation; I am alone. ... still I desired love 
and fellowship, and I was still spurned. Was there no injustice in this? Am I to be thought 
the only criminal when all human kind sinned against me?... I, the miserable and the 
abandoned, am an abortion, to be spurned at, and kicked, and trampled on. Even now my 
blood boils at the recollection of this injustice....You hate me; but your abhorrence cannot 
equal that with which I regard myself. I look on the hands which executed the deed; I think 
on the heart in which the imagination of it was conceived, and long for the moment when 
these hands will meet my eyes, when that imagination will haunt my thoughts no more.... I 
shall collect my funeral pile and consume to ashes this miserable frame, that its remains 
may afford no light to any curious and unhallowed wretch who would create such another 
as I have been. I shall die. I shall no longer feel the agonies which now consume me, or be 
the prey of feelings unsatisfied, yet unquenched..... I shall no longer see the sun or stars, or 
feel the winds play on my cheeks. Light, feeling, and sense will pass away; and in this 
condition must I find my happiness. Some years ago, when the images which this world 
affords first opened upon me, when I felt the cheering warmth of summer, and heard the 
rustling of the leaves and the warbling of the birds, and these were all to me, I should have 
wept to die; now it is my only consolation. Polluted by crimes, and torn by the bitterest 
remorse, where can I find rest but in death?  
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Extract from The Love Song of J Alfred Prufrock by T.S Eliot. 

Let us go then, you and I, when the evening is 

spread out against the sky like a patient 

etherized upon a table; let us go, through 

certain half-deserted streets, the muttering 

retreats of restless nights in one-night cheap 

hotels and sawdust restaurants with oyster-

shells:  streets that follow like a tedious 

argument of insidious intent to lead you to an 

overwhelming question. . . Oh, do not ask, 

"What is it?"  Let us go and make our visit.  

 

  In the room the women come and go  

Talking of Michelangelo. ... 

 

There will be time to murder and create,  

And time for all the works and days of hands  

That lift and drop a question on your plate; 

Time for you and time for me,  and time yet 

for a hundred indecisions  and for a hundred 

visions and revisions  before the taking of a 

toast and tea.  

 

  In the room the women come and go  

Talking of Michelangelo. ... 

 

Do I dare disturb the universe?  

In a minute there is time for decisions and 

revisions which a minute will reverse.  

 

Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through 

narrow streets and watched the smoke that 

rises from the pipes of lonely men in shirt-

sleeves, leaning out of windows? . . .  

 

I should have been a pair of ragged claws  

Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.... 

 

To have bitten off the matter with a smile,  

To have squeezed the universe into a ball  

To roll it toward some overwhelming 

question, to say: "I have, come from the dead,  

Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all"  If 

one, settling a pillow by her head,  

 Should say, "That is not what I meant at all.  

 That is not it, at all." ... 

 

And this, and so much more?—  It is 

impossible to say just what I mean! But as if a 

magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on 

a screen: 

 

 I grow old . . . I grow old . . .                                 

 I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers 

rolled.  

 

  Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a 

peach?  I shall wear white flannel trousers, 

and walk upon the beach.  I have heard the 

mermaids singing, each to each.  

 

  I do not think they will sing to me.  

 

I have seen them riding seaward on the waves  

Combing the white hair of the waves blown 

back  when the wind blows the water white 

and black.  

 

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea  

By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and 

brown  till human voices wake us, and we 

drown. 
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Extract from Peter Pan by James Barrie 
 

I don't know whether you have ever seen a map of a person's mind. Doctors 
sometimes draw maps of other parts of you, and your own map can become 
intensely interesting, but catch them trying to draw a map of a 
child's mind, which is not only confused, but keeps going round all the time. 
There are zigzag lines on it, just like your temperature on a card, and these are 
probably roads in the island, for the Neverland is always more or less an island, 
with astonishing splashes of colour here and there, and coral reefs and rakish-
looking craft in the offing, and savages and lonely lairs, and gnomes who are 
mostly tailors, and caves through which a river runs, and princes with six elder 
brothers, and a hut fast going to decay, and one very small old lady with a 
hooked nose. It would be an easy map if that were all, but there is also first day 
at school, religion, fathers, the round pond, needle-work, murders, hangings, 
verbs that take the dative, chocolate pudding day, getting into braces, say 
ninety-nine, three-pence for pulling out your tooth yourself, and so on, and 
either these are part of the island or they are another map showing through, 
and it is all rather confusing, especially as nothing will stand still.... 
 
While she slept she had a dream. She dreamt that the Neverland had come too 
near and that a strange boy had broken through from it. He did not alarm her, 
for she thought she had seen him before in the faces of many women who 
have no children. Perhaps he is to be found in the faces of some mothers also. 
But in her dream he had rent the film that obscures the Neverland, and she 
saw Wendy and John and Michael peeping through the gap. 
 
The dream by itself would have been a trifle, but while she was dreaming the 
window of the nursery blew open, and a boy did drop on the floor. He was 
accompanied by a strange light, no bigger than your fist, which 
darted about the room like a living thing and I think it must have been this light 
that wakened Mrs. Darling. 
 
She started up with a cry, and saw the boy, and somehow she knew at once 
that he was Peter Pan. If you or I or Wendy had been there we should have 
seen that he was very like Mrs. Darling's kiss. He was a lovely boy, clad in 
skeleton leaves and the juices that ooze out of trees but the most entrancing 
thing about him was that he had all his first teeth. When he saw she was a 
grown-up, he gnashed the little pearls at her. 
 


