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STAVE ONE MARLEY’'S GHOST

Marley was dead: to begin with. There is no doubt whatever
about that. The register of his burial was signed by the clergyman,
the clerk, the undertaker, and the chief mourner. Scrooge signed it:
and Scrooge’s name was good upon 'Change, for anything he chose
to put his hand to. Old Marley was as dead as a door-nail.

Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own knowledge,
what there is particularly dead about a door-nail. I might have been
inclined, myself, to regard a coffin-nail as the deadest piece of iron-
mongery in the trade. But the wisdom of our ancestorsis in the sim-
ile; and my unhallowed hands shall not disturb it, or the Country’s
done for. You will therefore permit me to repeat, emphatically, that
Marley was as dead as a door-nail.

Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it be
otherwise? Scrooge and he were partners for I don’t know how
many years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole administrator,
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surd phrase. What connection could there be between ice, sir,
anger, cruel, sacred wood, changing, mother, are, and sea? The first
and the last might, in a sentence connected with Iceland, mean sea
of ice. But what of the rest of this monstrous cryptograph?

I was, in fact, fighting against an insurmountable difficulty; my
brain was almost on fire; my eyes were strained with staring at the
parchment; the whole absurd collection of letters appeared to dance
before my vision in a number of black little groups. My mind was
possessed with temporary hallucination—I was stifling. I wanted
air. Mechanically I fanned myself with the document, of which now
I saw the back and then the front.

Imagine my surprise when glancing at the back of the weari-
some puzzle, the ink having gone through, I clearly made out Latin
words, and among others craterem and terrestre.

I had discovered the secret!

It came upon me like a flash of lightning. I had got the clue. All
you had to do to understand the document was to read it backwards.
All the ingenious ideas of the Professor were realized; he had dictat-
ed it rightly to me; by a mere accident I had discovered what he so
much desired.
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Down the Rabbit-Hole

Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on
the bank, and of having nothing to do: once or twice she had peeped
into the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures or con-
versations in it, “and what is the use of a book,” thought Alice “with-
out pictures or conversations?”

So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for
the hot day made her feel very sleepy and stupid), whether the plea-
sure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the trouble of getting
up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink
eyes ran close by her.

There was nothing so veryremarkable in that; nor did Alice
think it so verymuch out of the way to hear the Rabbit say to itself,
“Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be late!” (when she thought it over after-
wards, it occurred to her that she ought to have wondered at this,
but at the time it all seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit ac-

Poem by
Printed at intheplayroom.co.uk



Create Your Own Blackout Poetry
source text: Frankenstein

Letter 1

To Mrs. Saville, England.
St. Petersburgh, Dec. 11th, 17—.

You will rejoice to hear that no disaster has accompanied the
commencement of an enterprise which you have regarded with
such evil forebodings. I arrived here yesterday, and my first task is to
assure my dear sister of my welfare and increasing confidence in the
success of my undertaking.

I am already far north of London, and as I walk in the streets of
Petersburgh, I feel a cold northern breeze play upon my cheeks,
which braces my nerves and fills me with delight. Do you under-
stand this feeling? This breeze, which has travelled from the regions
towards which I am advancing, gives me a foretaste of those icy
climes. Inspirited by this wind of promise, my daydreams become
more fervent and vivid. I try in vain to be persuaded that the pole is
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Health and science correspondent

One of the cruellest and most devastating diseases — Huntington's - has
been successfully treated for the first time, say doctors.

The disease runs through families, relentlessly kills brain cells and resembles a
combination of dementia, Parkinson's and motor neurone disease.

An emotional research team became tearful as they described how data shows
the disease was slowed by 75% in patients.

It means the decline you would normally expect in one year would take four
years after treatment, giving patients decades of "good quality life", Prof Sarah
Tabrizi told BBC News.

The new treatment is a type of gene therapy given during 12 to 18 hours of
delicate brain surgery.

The first symptoms of Huntington's disease tend to appear in your 30s or 40s
and is normally fatal within two decades — opening the possibility that earlier
treatment could prevent symptoms from ever emerging.

Prof Tabrizi, director of the University College London Huntington's Disease
Centre, described the results as "spectacular".

"We never in our wildest dreams would have expected a 75% slowing of clinical
progression," she said.
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It was the wedding of the daughter of a Nepalese politician that first
angered Aditya. The 23-year-old activist was scrolling through his social
media feed in May, when he read about how the high-profile marriage
ceremony sparked huge traffic jams in the city of Bhaktapur.

What riled him most were claims that a major road was blocked for hours for
VIP guests, who reportedly included the Nepalese prime minister.

Though the claims were never verified and the politician later denied that his
family had misused state resources, Aditya's mind was made up.

It was, he decided, "really unacceptable".

Over the next few months he noticed more posts on social media by politicians
and their children - pictures showing exotic holidays, mansions, supercars and
designer handbags.

One photograph of Saugat Thapa, a provincial minister's son, went viral. It
showed an enormous pile of gift boxes from Louis Vuitton, Gucci, Cartier and
Christian Louboutin, decorated with fairy lights and Christmas baubles and
topped with a Santa hat.
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