
SHOWCASE OF YEAR 7.1 WORK ON ‘THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES’ 

 

This term, pupils of Year 7.1 have been reading The Hound of the Baskervilles, by Sir 
Arthur Conan Doyle. They have produced some superb pieces of writing, in a variety of 
different genres. Their project books have become works of art, with some excellent cover 
designs and Gothic drawings. We are very proud of the work they have done, 
demonstrating how much they have learned this year. The following pages provide just a 
small selection of their writing. Some pupils have done much of their writing by hand, so 
do ask to see it in their project books. 
 
Task: Character Analysis 
 
Pupils were asked to write a Point, Evidence, Explanation answer to the following 
question: Choose one minor character to write about, and explain carefully, using strong 
examples, how that character has contributed to the atmosphere of mystery and suspense 
in the story. You should aim to provide at least three good examples, but you can use 
more if you wish. 
 
My Character is Laura Lyons - by Alice 
 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle creates mystery and suspense 
with the character Laura Lyons. I will explain this in 
numerous ways in the paragraphs below. The author 
creates suspense with the character Laura Lyons by 
introducing her through a half-charred letter with the 
initials L.L. He then has Watson talk to her but in doing 
this he answers some questions, but we begin to 
question the truth in her words. Finally, in an easy-to-
miss conversation between Holmes and Watson, Conan 
Doyle uses metonymy to imply a darker truth regarding 
Miss Laura Lyons.  
  
My first bit of evidence for my point is that Laura sent a letter to Sir Charles. 
Before we even meet Laura, the author drops hints about her identity. None is 
more important than the note sent by L.L (Laura Lyons) to Sir Charles asking to 
meet him. The note said, “Please, please as you are a gentleman, burn this 
letter, and be at the gate by ten o’clock.” This creates suspense and we find 
out later that she did not go. Even without this point we know that Sir Charles 
waited for a considerable amount of time outside the gate the night he was 
killed. This raises questions in the readers mind as to, “Why she did not go?” 
and “Why did she want to meet Sir Charles in the first place?”.  
  
My second bit of evidence is the conversation between Watson and Laura. This 
conversation plants seeds of distrust in the mind of the reader and makes us 
wonder whether Laura is lying. It does this by saying that she was “very pale”, 
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“her fingers played nervously” and that when Watson brought up the letter, he 
thought she “had fainted”. This implies she was nervous to answer the 
questions. He also makes her seem dishonest as at first, she denies writing the 
letter, before changing her tune when Watson reveals, he knew she wanted to 
meet up with Sir Charles.  
  
Finally, the author uses her to create mystery using metonymy. During a 
conversation between Holmes and Watson it says that “dusk was settling” and 
the “air turned chill”. This makes us wonder if Laura is doing something bad, 
we think this because bad weather is a negative connotation and make us 
think of terrible thinks happening. We are all so instinctively afraid of the dark 
so talking about someone in the dark makes us think they are frightening and 
bad.  
  
By dropping hints with letters, conversations and the use of metonymy, Arthur 
Conan Doyal makes Laura Lyons seem suspicious. He crowds us with red 
herrings and makes us scratch below the surface to find clues that aren't really 
there.  
 
 
My Character is Selden - By Lauren  
 
Selden is a minor character in “The Hound of the Baskervilles” but 
he still helps to create an atmosphere of mystery and suspense in 
the story because he is connected to many characters, is himself an 
escaped murder and has many questions surrounding him. In this 
following answer I will explain more deeply how he adds to the 
atmosphere for the reader.  
  
My first point is that Selden is connected to many different 
characters, making us think they are also suspicious. For example, 
Mrs Barrymore is Selden’s sister and before the reader knows this, 
they believe the Barrymores to be very dubious. This is since Mr 
Barrymore has been sneaking out at night to signal to an unknown 
person (who turns out to be Selden) “There was something 
indescribably guilty and furtive in his whole appearance” and 
“Barrymore was crouching at the window with the candle held against 
the glass.” These red herrings, which Selden helps to create, add 
more mystery to the story because the reader does not know which 
characters are innocent and which are guilty.  
  
Another point is that Selden is alarming and scary to readers. If 
the reader does not feel scared by the legend of the hound, the book 
would not have the same Gothic feeling than to someone who believes 
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and is scared by the hound. Selden gives the 
reader a dangerous, frightening Gothic element 
that all readers will believe in, and this adds 
to the suspense of the book. Evidence that 
Selden is frightening is “It is Selden, the 
Notting Hill murderer.”, “A terrible animal 
face, all seamed and scored with vile 
passions.” and “It isn’t like any ordinary 
convict.”. This proves that Selden is chilling 
and could murder Sir Henry Baskerville or any 
of the other moor population. This creates an 
atmosphere of suspense because the reader does 
not know if or when he will strike again and if 
he killed Sir Charles.  
  
My next point is that Selden appears a lot at 
random times in the book, reminding the reader that he is always out 
there, on the moor. For example, when Watson is on a walk with 
Stapleton, he notices the stone huts and thinks how they would be a 
good hiding place for Selden. This creates suspense and mystery 
because the reader thinks back to him every time he is mentioned and 
what he has done, worrying for the characters like Sir Henry, Miss 
Stapleton and any characters which the reader feels empathetic 
towards.  
  
In conclusion, Selden creates an atmosphere of mystery and suspense 
by creating red herrings which add mystery to the story, appears at 
random times during the book, thus reminding readers that he is 
always out there somewhere on the moor, adding suspense. He also 
creates an atmosphere of suspense because he is a murderer, he 
escaped from Princeton Prison and he is unlike other criminals, this 
makes the reader scared for the characters, creating suspense.  
 
 
My Character is Selden - By Georgia 
 
Selden contributes to the air of mystery and suspense in the story. I know this 
because, simplified, he is a madman and murderer loose on the moor, and the 
police do not even know he is there. This of course adds tension, because he is 
an actual person, unlike the supernatural hound.  
 
Firstly, Selden leads us to a red herring. The fact that the Barrymore couple are 
so involved with him lead us to think that they could be a strong suspect of Sir 
Charles’ murder. However, just because they are connected to one murderer 
certainly does not mean they are capable of murder themselves. In fact, they 
don’t support Selden in the murder, and only look after him as a big-sister 
instinct. Mrs Barrymore is unsurprisingly worried about Selden, alone, cold and 
hungry on the moor so it is not a shock that she helps her younger brother. She 
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probably also thinks that the Police will catch him and she ‘couldn’t bear it if he 
were taken away again.’ Selden, however, is very elusive...  
 
We never get a full description of Selden, just short 
glimpses of his face and body shape on the dark of the 
moor, lit only by a flickering candle and weak moonlight. 
When Dr Watson does catch sight of him though, he is 
described with ‘an evil yellow face, a terrible animal face, 
all seamed and scored with vile passions.’ and has a 
‘short, squat, strongly-built figure.’ This reflects what a 
classic villain he is, adding to the veil of darkness 
shrouding this story.  
 
Selden appears a lot, always popping up as this escaped 
convict character, making the moors unsafe, so that 
when the characters are out on the moor, the readers are always on 
tenterhooks, hoping that they will survive, but always questioning in their 
heads, whether Selden or the hound could appear. This may be a possible 
scenario in Selden’s case, but the hound is unlikely to appear in broad daylight. 
Therefore, Selden is more dangerous. Compared to the hound, Selden has 
murdered, and will murder, anybody he likes. There are also rumours that he is 
going mad, making the moors more dangerous than ever. On the other hand, 
the Hound has only ever killed Baskervilles, and so, although a scary prospect, 
not that life-threatening to others. The Hound might not even exist.  
 
With Selden, hints are dropped about him, always hints, but only hints. These 
hints play a large part in Selden’s role in the mystery of the book, because 
without them, we would either know nothing about Selden (making him a 
boring and unimportant character) or everything, (which would sacrifice the 
mystery and lift the veil of suspense.) So the hints about Selden are very 
important, showing us tiny windows of his life and history, almost as if he were 
walking down a ship, and you could see glimpses of him through each 
porthole, but the rest is darkness.  
 
Finally, we don’t yet know quite how Selden contributes to the plot, but it 
must be something to do with the Barrymores... or is that a red herring too?  
  
 
My	Character	is	Selden - By Alexander 
 
Selden, a shadowy character with a violent past, is mentioned a number of 
times in the story, but is never actually seen until he is found dead, dressed in 
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Sir Henry Baskerville’s clothes. This contributes to the atmosphere of mystery 
and suspense in the story in a number of different ways.  
 
Selden is considered a cruel and violent character, capable of committing 
dreadful crimes: he is a convicted murderer who goes by the nickname “The 
Notting Hill murderer”. It is said that he was a particularly brutal killer, and this 
was because he was a spoiled child and fell into a bad crowd. Selden may also 
be mad and completely deranged: “He was not given the death sentence as it 
was unclear that he was truly sane...”. These references to Selden’s violence 
and possible madness add to the feeling of terror and darkness in the story.  
 
As the story progresses, it becomes clear that Mrs Barrymore, a trusted 
character, is the sister of Selden: “Then your brother is—” “The escaped 
convict, sir—Selden, the criminal.” She, in turn, has been helping Selden 
survive after escaping prison, by giving him food and clothing which means he 
can survive for as long as he needs to on the moor, but feels guilty for doing so: 
“Some deep sorrow gnaws ever at her heart. Sometimes I wonder if she has a 
guilty memory which haunts her...”. It is because she is a good person that she 
feels she must help her brother, while at the same time wrestling with the 
knowledge that her brother may have killed Sir Charles Baskerville. This is a 
classic good vs. evil plot-line that is often used in Gothic novels.  
 
Finally, after piecing many bits of information together, it seems that Selden is 
a ‘red-herring’ plot-line. The reader is led to believe that due to Selden’s 
violent character and previous crimes, he must be the killer, but as the story 
twists and turns it becomes clear that Selden could not have done it. There are 
a number of mysterious links and coincidences that strongly suggest Selden 
must have been the killer, but as Watson and Sherlock Holmes dig deeper, they 
discover plausible reasons why Selden could not have killed Sir Charles 
Baskerville or attempted to kill Sir Henry. For example, Selden escaped prison 
at the time of the untimely and mysterious death of Sir Charles Baskerville, but 
it turns out he could not have got there in time to commit the murder. He was 
also found lying dead dressed in Sir Henry’s clothes, but it turns out these were 
the clothes Mrs Barrymore gave to him.  
 
These are three examples of how the use of the minor character Selden, who is 
not even seen until he is dead, has effectively added to the mystery and 
suspense of “The Hound of the Baskervilles”.  
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My	Character	is	Selden – by Amy 
 
I have chosen Selden because he contributes to the mystery and suspense, as 
he is mentioned a lot throughout the story, making it seem as if he is 
everywhere and involved in everything and everyone. Selden is also 
connected to main characters and some suspects, planting red herrings for 
Sherlock Holmes to dig up, and making himself and others seem more 
suspicious. For readers who don’t believe in the supernatural hound, he 
provides another element of fear to the story, and because no one really 
knows his exact description, he seems more scary in the reader’s head.  
My first piece of evidence to support my opinion is that Selden is referred to 
multiple times over the course of the story and connected to many suspects 
and main characters. Whenever Conan Doyle mentioned him, more questions 
about him and why he is involved pop into the reader’s head, increasing the 
suspense. This also makes the murderer seem even more suspicious, and the 
idea that he is everywhere, could be anywhere, is dangerous enough to be 
imprisoned and escape makes him feel more terrifying the more you read. He 
know a lot of people as well, and he could know anything about anyone. The 
fact that there was a ‘mounted soldier, dark and stern, his rifle poised ready 
over his forearm’ for the escaped convict demonstrates how dangerous Selden 
is, and this soldier was on an ordinary road, therefore this is another example 
that he could be anywhere.  
 
My second piece of evidence are the red herrings caused by Selden. Watson 
hears Mrs Barrymore sob during the night. We find out later on in the book 
that Selden is Mrs Barrymore’s brother, and she was crying because of 
Selden’s fate. Though she admits to Watson that he is a terrible person, she 
still remembers and loves him from when they were small children. Mr 
Barrymore is then so worried about her, that he helps shelter Selden. But, all 
of this makes the Barrymores suspicious for the reader and Watson. Could 
Mrs Barrymore be crying from guilt? Is she or her husband the murderer? We 
don’t know everything, so in our minds they look like murderers. This is a red 
herring for not only Sherlock Holmes and Dr Watson, but the reader too.  
 
My third and final point is about Selden’s ferocious character. The ‘wanton 
brutality’ of his actions sound horrifying, and questions of his sanity appear, 
making readers wonder if he is a crazy assassin, and even more dangerous. 
Watson describes him as a ‘fiendish man’ and a ‘wild beast’. This demonstrates 
Selden’s maliciousness and savageness towards humans, which adds another 
element of fear and suspense to the story. Also, for readers who are not 
terrified by a supernatural hound or a Gothic vision, he places the idea of a 
cruel, violent human, who has killed and could to again into the reader’s mind. 
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For most, he is a frightening character, who creates more mystery, terror and 
suspense in the story.  

In conclusion, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle uses a combination of Gothic 
description, red herrings and connections to other characters to make Seldon 
probably the most mysterious and suspenseful character in the book. 

 

Task: Object Analysis 

 Pupils were asked to imagine an object or objects found beside a body, and 
provide one analysis by Watson and another by Sherlock Holmes!  

The Deck of Cards – by Navya  

Dr Watson  

I deduce that these are the cards of a frequent 

gambler. These are extremely worn cards which 

have been used a lot. Thus, this must be a man 

who used to be extraordinarily rich but has lost 

most of his money, and now may even be in 

debt. As a result of this, he must be wanted by 

many people and there must be a clear motive 

of unreturned money. Hence, we can narrow 

down the suspects to who the victim has lent 

money from.   

  

Sherlock Holmes  

When we opened the actual deck of cards, we saw that lots of dust had 

gathered on them. Moreover, these cards were actually collector cards as 

we can see the brand ‘Bicycle’ clearly. Hence, I deduce that these cards 

were not actually of any use to the victim so the original thought of the 

victim being a gambler is ruled out.  
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Since they are collector cards, I infer that they must be awfully 

expensive, only sane for a rich man to buy. He must have kept them for 

show and display. I conclude that he must have been quite pompous with 

his money and possessions and it is likely that he considered money to 

have lots of importance. I deduce that he must have made numerous 

enemies ever since he has had so much money. This could be a key motive 

for murder.   

  

Additionally, he must have a lot of money in his will since looking at the 

deduction so far, he considers money of significant importance so he must 

have ensured that his money would go to the right person if he dies. 

Looking at the body, he must be a man of middle age who is married and 

has children and if not, the money would go either to a close friend or a 

relative of some sort. This would also be a key motive for murder.   

  

We must investigate his family and close friends for access to his will and 

then we can continue to investigate any recipients of money as there 

would be an obvious motive of money. We should also ask family members 

and close friends for any known enemies or people who disliked him and 

investigate them too. 
 
 
The Pocket Watch – by Ellen 
 
Dr Watson  
  
This pocket watch was found in the hands of the victim. I deduce that this is a 
pocket watch with a photo, is most likely to be of a gentleman and his 
family. This looks quite battered, presumably being an heirloom of a long 
line of family. This pocket watch is made of pure silver. Therefore, 
whoever this belonged to must have been quite wealthy. In conclusion, 
the man who left it must have been a banker or lawyer.  
  
Sherlock Holmes  
  
This pocket watch must have been belonging to the victim as it was found in his hands, and 
a killer would not have been so careless. I believe that this watch is not pure. The proof is 
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that there are accents of bronze which is definitely cheaper than pure silver. The bronze hall 
mark has the date 1819. In other words, this is undeniably not an heirloom. The picture is 
most likely to be his wife, his children and himself. Underneath the picture is an inscription 
that says, ‘Presented to Dr. James Phillips 1819 by the RVH.’ Thus, this gentleman is a doctor 
of the Royal Victoria Hospital. I deem it possible that this is the date that his training 
finished and he is currently a travelling doctor. My reason is that the silver is starting to 
develop rust around the edges, and if this was given to him in 1819, he must have been 
close to the sea or near water for this amount of erosion. In conclusion, James Phillips was a 
travelling doctor, working for his family back in London, with training at the Royal Victoria 
Hospital and was valued and respected by many of his colleagues.  
 

Object Analysis – by George  

  
I looked at the man in front of me. He was dead, lying face-up on a flight of 
stairs, and he could have just been unconscious, but for the bullets. Four 
gunshot wounds bled out on his torso, and he was clutching a glasses case in 
both hands.  
“What do you think, Watson?” I asked dryly.  
“I believe,” he replied thoughtfully,” that this man in front of us was 
running from someone, that he knew he was going to be shot, judging from 
the look on his face. I can also see one of the bullets went through his left 
arm.” Very good.  
“But why left?” I asked.  
“He could’ve injured his right arm?” proposed Watson.  
“A good guess, yet erroneous. Do you see the snuff box in his right shirt 
pocket. That’s not easily accessible. And further solidified by the hip-flask at 
this man’s right hip, I’m propelled to believe this man is left-handed, quite 
rare. This will certainly help in identifying Mr Sainsbury’s here.”  
Watson looked at me in nothing less than pure astonishment. “However do 
you know his name, man?”  
“It’s elementary, my dear Watson, though it leads to yet another mystery.” I 
claimed. I stooped down to pick out the pocket-watch in his tailor coat.   
“I see a finely engraved ‘A. Sainsbury’s’ on this pocket-watch, don’t you? 
Yet all Sainsburys’ wear a Sainsburys Amulet once of age, and this man, Sir 
Arnold Sainsbury’s I would say, has nothing of it to be found.  
So now I beg the question: Where is Sir Arnold Sainsbury’s Amulet?”  
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Task: The Gothic Legend 
 
After reading the legend of ‘The Hound of the Baskervilles’, which appears on an old 
manuscript early in the novel, pupils invented their own scary legends! 
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4) Cartwright’s Diary 
 
For this piece of work, pupils knew only that the young boy, Cartwright, had been sent on 
an errand to 23 hotels, to find a newspaper article for Sherlock Holmes. They had to 
imagine his adventure! 
 
Cartwright’s Diary – by Lily 
  
You never would have guessed what happened! Mr Holmes had brought me to the 
office again! I must have done so well last time, and I am keen to do just as well again. 
Firstly, he told me about the twenty-three hotels in the neighbourhood, and how I 
must visit them for waste-papers. I am sure I understood, I could not dare ask any 
questions to whom is so knowledgeable. I just replied with a simple yes sir, nodding 
my head with confidence.  
   
He had given me 23 shillings. One for each hotel and their porter for the waste-papers 
of yesterday. He had given me a direct line which I must say when asking for the 
papers, ‘An important telegram has been miscarried and I need it’ or was it ‘and I am 
looking for it’. I am sure I had made notes, just like Mr Holmes when he is being the 
detective. Holmes inspires me greatly, and one day I wish to be like him! But in fact, I 
was lying to the porter. How exciting! I was not actually looking for waste-papers. I 
was looking for the centre page of ‘Times’ with holes cut with scissors. Although, he 
had warned me that in most cases there is a possibility, the papers would have 
already been either burned or removed the day before. I had been given an extra ten 
shillings for emergencies. Holmes had trusted me, and he relies on me.  
  
 It was the start of my adventure. I went to each hotel as required, paying each of the 
porter one shilling for the waste-papers. I was knackered. Twelve down, and all the 
papers from there had been burned or removed. I could not lose hope. I was quite 
sceptical of the plan of the Porters allowing me to see the papers. After all, I am only 
fourteen. However, I never should have doubted that genius, Holmes.   
  
This mission was quite time consuming, as my transport was only a rusty bicycle I 
had found from a rack at the side of the streets. Five hotels later I started to lose 
doubt. They must have got rid of the evidence. Holmes did not think I would find it, 
but I wish to prove him wrong. I went to the next hotel, which the porter just stared 
at me until finally showing me to a heap of papers. That took forever to find just a 
heap of papers. Who knew how many papers were burned and removed from hotels. I 
knew this would be here. I ran my fingers across the titles of each paper looking for 
all that said ‘time’. I had only found a couple. I had searched frantically for the centre 
page with holes. That moment was so scary, knowing Mr Holmes himself had put me 
in charge instead of one of his professional detectives. Or better yet, himself!  
  
That was the last of all the hotels, and I had failed. I had taken my rusty bike back to 
the office to report all. Well, not mine, I stole it from the streets. However, as I had 
arrived and reported back to Mr Holmes, he did not seem disappointed or sad. In fact, 
he said something like he knew that it would not be there. If I am honest, I was a bit 
mad when he said it was likely it would not be there. My mission was a total fail and 
not really needed. I gained nothing for Mr Holmes, and now I'll be going back to the 
streets.  
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Cartwright’s Day – by Toby 

  
 Sherlock Holmes has sent me on another errand. He told me to search twenty-
three hotels’ paper bins, for a copy of the times with pieces cut out of it, near 
where Henry Baskerville’s hotel is. Mr Holmes gave me fifty-six shillings to give 
to the porters and I recruited the help of my close friend Simpson.   
  
Firstly, we decided to find a way to get around quickly so we decided that we 
should steal a bike each. On our way to the first hotel, we came across two bikes, 
one slightly too big for me but luckily Simpson was tall enough to ride it. The 
other bike fitted me perfectly so with that we set off on our journey.   
  
 The first two hotels burnt all the paper wastage, but number three had a few 
copies of the Times, but Simpson and I could not find any article that had words 
cut out of them. Hotels four, five, six and seven we had no luck in. Hotel seven 
was quite a tough bike ride but we made it in the end. They had a greedy porter 
who wanted five shillings though. We gave it to him but still we did not find 
anything.  
  
The next seven hotels all burnt their paper waste, but Hotel number fourteen was 
interesting. This did not burn their paper waste and they let us search all the 
paper waste and we found a copy of the Times newspaper but the only evidence 
it had of a human handling it was a coffee stain on the top of one of the pages. 
Fifteen, sixteen and seventeen were not a success but eighteen we will never 
know. They had an extremely grumpy porter who wouldn’t even let us have a 
glimpse of the foolscap and we even offered us ten shillings.   
  
Hotels nineteen and twenty burnt all their paper waste but they were nice, and 
they said that we could keep the shillings rather than giving it to them which I 
appreciated. The next two let us check their paper waste but again we were out of 
luck. The last one burnt all their paper waste but, in the end, we had a few 
shillings left over so we decided to keep them. We sent a telegram sharing the 
bad news with Mr Holmes, but I hope he comes to me if he needs help with any 
errands.   
  
We brought the bikes back to the rest of the gang and we shared the money out 
evenly, but I was too busy thinking about what Mr Holmes was investigating. I 
had heard people talking about how Sir Charles Baskerville had been killed in his 
own house by a ghostly wolf, but I decided just to enjoy the evening and not to 
think about it.  
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Cartwright’s Day – by Georgia 
 
 
Dear Diary,  
 
This morning I had no clue of what was going to happen today, and I’d 
definitely not thought I’d be going through wastepaper bins looking for 
messed-with foolscap. Anyway. enough of my prattling, this is what happened 
today:  
 
This morning I was pleased beyond pleasure when Sir Holmes called on me to 
help him once more. I mean to say, I must have been helpful last time then? 
He asked me a lot of things, and gave 26 shillings. Couldn’t believe it at the 
time, to trust me with that much money. I won’t lie, it had crossed my mind to 
take it and be off with it. Awful lot of money, that was. In the end, I decided to 
be faithful to my hero. He trusted me once, and how could I betray him now?   
Round the corner, though, I bumped into Wiggins and Simpson. Inwardly I 
groaned, desperately trying to disguise the fact that the 26 shillings were 
jingling away in my pocket like madness. ‘So,’ said Wiggins, ‘bring out the 
secret. What you nicked?’ I replied nothing, and tried to get away, but he told 
me to show him what I had. ‘Hand it over,’ he said in a friendly way, and then 
more forcefully when I didn’t.  
 
‘I know we share everything, but this is for an errand for Mr Holmes,’ I said, to 
which he replied ‘Oh.’ I think he was impressed I’d been requested once more. 
So, then he showed me a bike to nick, but it wasn’t stealing, because I 
promised I’d put it right back later. Honestly, that job would’ve taken ages 
without that bike. Good thing I bumped into Wiggins, eh?  
 
Anyway, what was I saying? Ah yes, like Holmes predicted (don’t know how, 
telepathy?) only five hotels hadn’t burned their paper. In the first I had no luck. 
The second was happy enough to let me look through their foolscap, but really 
were quite suspicious. When I told them I was on an errand for Mr Holmes, the 
butler said, ‘Oh Ho! And I’m on an errand for the monarchy of Spain!’ that’s 
what he said, tapping his nose like I was a three-year old. Humph. What he said 
next, though. He told me I’d more likely stolen all that money. Anyway, in one 
of the papers, it was ripped and torn all through. I stuffed it in my pocket to 
show Holmes later. Didn’t even have to pay for it! I’d already given him two 
shillings, the greedy thing.  
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Three more hotels with no luck. Sad really. But the next was exciting. Not cut 
out for that excitement I’m not. But anyway. Here’s what happened. I was 
going through the bin, and the butler had left me alone (at least someone 
trusts me) and I heard footsteps. I stopped dead, not sure what to do. I 
dropped the paper back into the bin, and dived behind a stack of boxes, as a 
man with a bushy beard walked in. Through a slit in the box I’d somehow 
ended up inside, I saw his boots, and poking out from one was the glint of a 
dagger. From his bent legs and the way he tiptoed, I’d guess he didn’t want to 
be caught. He walked over to the paper bin, and took from a piece of paper, 
the exact article Mr Holmes had showed me, all cut up in random places. I 
daringly peeped out a little further, and took in his whole appearance. Once 
he'd gone, I rifled through the bin once more, to find the paper had 
disappeared. He must’ve taken it, the posh little street rat!  
 
I rushed through the other hotels, knowing none were important, and most 
didn’t even make me pay! Back to Holmes I sent a telegram, as short as I could, 
with the enclosed ripped paper. He sent one back saying well done, I could 
keep the extra money! A Well Done from Holmes! Even Wiggins couldn’t hide 
that he was impressed. And honestly, Sir Holmes let me keep ten shillings! I 
bought two loaves of bread and some drippings, and the Baker Street Boys had 
a feast! Best day of my life this is.  
 
Anyway. night. Have to stop writing now, daylight’s fading. As rich as I am, 
can’t afford to have a fire. Best day of my life.  
 
 
Cartwright’s Day – by Theo 

  
Dear Diary,  
  
Guess what, I met Mr Holmes today! I was never expecting another meeting 
with him. I remember when I last did a job for him, it was a great experience, 
helping someone that I strongly admire. I met Holmes, when he came into the 
office, needing someone to do him a favour. Wilson called me to help Mr 
Holmes, and I would never turn the opportunity down.  
  
My task was to visit every hotel in the neighbourhood of Charing Cross. My 
adventure started with me visiting the hotel on Oxford Street. The porter was 
very curious why I wanted to look in the wastepaper of yesterday, but I said to 
him to mind his own business. Unfortunately, there wasn’t a copy of The 
Times, so I carried on to the next hotel. The next five hotels didn’t have what 
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Mr Holmes wanted, and I was rather disappointed. After that I continued to 
visit the hotels, and it was taking a long time. On hotel number ten, I found 
nothing useful, and I was getting downbeat. I was thinking to myself, why 
would Mr Holmes want me to look in the wastepaper from yesterday. As it was 
taking so long-lasting, I considered asking Wiggins and Simpson for some help, 
but I wanted Mr Holmes to think that I worked hard on this, and no know else 
was getting the praise for putting the hours in to do this.  
  

With five hotels left to go I was getting extremely tired, but I was never going 
to give up. The weather was getting very bad, the rain was pouring down, and 
the wind was howling. On Regents Streets hotel, I found a copy from The 
Times. I was looking for the page that might have the holes in, when a stray 
dog started barking at me, and stole the newspaper in my hand. I chased after 
it, but it was too quick for me. What if that was the newspaper that Mr Holmes 
was looking for. Oh no he would be angry.  
  

I finished my search, but I didn’t find the paper that Mr Holmes was looking 
for. I telegrammed him that I found nothing, and I didn’t mention The Times 
newspaper stolen by that stupid dog. I was exceptionally annoyed that I didn’t 
find what Mr Holmes wanted, but he said that it was unlikely that I was going 
to find The Times with holes in. In the end, I was pleased with myself for 
helping Holmes, but I wanted to do better for him.  
 
 
Task: Write a Gothic poem or description, based on a landscape from the story, or on 
Baskerville Hall 
 
Dartmoor – by Eleanor  
  
Dartmoor,  

Full of life and yet barren,   

The wind rustles through the wiry grasses,  

The sun sets golden, making silhouettes of the craggy, stone mounds,   

The sharp twigged trees looking tired and windswept. 

Though peaceful, the eerie melancholy seems unbearable,  

Chokes the breath;  

Gnarled clouds drift away as the sun sets.  

The sun sets,  

Dimming as one struck by incredible melancholy,  

The mysterious,  
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Unbearable,  

Loneliness.  

Baskerville Hall – by Sophie 
 

   
On top of a grey melancholy hill, separated from reality, sat Baskerville 

Hall, tall and grand. It was nestled uncomfortably between the eerie 

long curve of the moor and the mysterious forest. The dimly lit sky 

scowled down at Baskerville Hall ready to pounce; it looked dark 

against the evening sky.  There were fleshy heart-tongued ferns 

surrounding Baskerville Hall; at night, rustles came from the ferns and 

gave passers-by prickles along their necks.  

  

Baskerville Hall sobbed and gasped at night. Heavy with dripping moss, 

the towers of Baskerville Hall stood like soldierly men, because of the 

moss covering it like their dark uniforms.  The cement from in between 

the bricks was weary and looked stained and wild. The house looked 

very unstable; it seemed withered and frail like an old person at the last 

days of their life.  
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Oak – by Alex 

  

The tree, the long stretching tree,  
His long black arms reaching into the sky.  
Before he used to be an amazing  
Oak standing on the side of the path.  
People used to love coming down this path,  
To see the beautiful, magnificent Oak.  
  
But now, as he’s crumbling to dust,  
And looks like he came out of a horror 
movie  
No one has come down the path for years.  
The poor Oak Stands there all on his own.  
Now all he does is stand there, lonely and wanting.  
Wanting someone to love him again.  
 
  
The Moor – by George 
  
Shadows clot to the deepest nooks of the moor,  
Shrinking from the waxing sun,  
It endeavours to cloak the eyes of angels  
Lest they protest the goings of the marshy land.  
  
Foul, acrid, brackish water,  
Gives shelter to wretched amphibious creatures,  
As revenants walk the ruddy dirt above,  
Eyeing the horizon in wallowing self-pity.  
  
As the veil of night descends on the moorland,  
The powers of evil are exalted under those black hours.  
Hags crawl from their brick-ish holes to work their magic,  
Spiders hunt in droves and the river-worms feed.  
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Haunted Hall – by Lizzie 
  
I wander through the empty halls.  
My footsteps not alone.  
I hear the padding of long-gone footsteps.  
Why they haunt here, I do not know.  
  
Echoes of old clock chiming  
Ricochet off the walls that are mottled with gnarled and craggy cains 
and tors.  
The curtains wave without the cold wind,  
The stairs do creak.  
It does this all on its own.  
  
Although the hall has been deserted by the living,  
The dead all seem to return to these sinister halls.  
The parties held now have guests of ghosts,  
The tail-coated men all gone.  
  
The laughter turned to eery silence,   
The candlelight turned to dust in the chilling wind  
And what once was a stately home  
Now is a huge expanse of nothing that the ghosts do own. 
 
 

Gothic Poem – Tree – by Navya 

  

In a cup-like depression,  

At the top of a grey, melancholy hill;  

A harsh outline in a darkling sky,  

Giving passers-by a chill.  

  

It feels bleaker and wilder,  

The more you stare,  

Set apart from the broad tangle of the woodlands,  

Causing a feeling of despair.  
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Mottled with gnarled and craggy cairns and tors,  

Its fingernails jagged and foul,  

Bore the mark of a waning year,  

On its wrinkled face, a scowl.  

  

Its body full of malignancy,  

And its action full of brutality;  

Have a hidden tinge of melancholy,  

Yet its appearance seems beyond reality.  

  

Fear My Fear 
By Matilda 

  

One day someone came knocking,  
Fear, my fear,  

A dark shadow on the doorstep of my consciousness,  
Fear, my fear,  

I knew it well and hated myself for it,  
Fear, my fear,  

This feeling ,this darkness ,engulfs me , before,  
Fear, my fear,  

THEN  
Scared, I’m scared,  

Scared of life, of death,  
Scared, I’m scared,  

Scared of being, scared of not,  
Scared , I’m scared,  

Scared of something sinister inside me ,but,,  
NOTHING  

Faith, my faith,  
In myself, in others, in hope,  

Faith, my faith,  
My saviour, my liberator, mine,  

Faith, my faith,  
Poised for battle, protecting me,  

Faith my faith,  
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Opening the door then nothing,  
WAS  

Just no one,  
No one at the door,  

Just no one,  
No fear no anger,  

Just no one,  
In my fear I realised it was not.  

REAL  
Then.  

Then Nothing.  
Then Nothing Was.  

THEN NOTHING WAS REAL…  
 

 
 
 
 
 
Task: Write a playscript between the characters of Sir Henry, Miss Stapleton and Mr 
Stapleton. Watson observes the conversation from a distance, so stage directions are 
important to record correctly. 
 
Script: A Private Conversation, by Jack 

  
(Enter Henry)  

Ms. Stapleton (joyfully): Henry, I am overjoyed to see you. Your face fills me 

with delight.  

Sir Henry (a frown on his face): Well unfortunately, I had to lie to the faithful 

Watson.   

Ms Stapleton (smiling): Oh well, you are here now.  

Sir Henry (intensely): I also love to be in your company, for you fill me with a 

feeling I have never felt. But your brother has no interest of us being together, 

why is that?  

Ms. Stapleton (sadly): Well,….. he is a bit lonely and mad, and he wants 

someone to be with him to, well, be with him and look after him. And he does 

not want me to be dragged away.  
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Sir Henry (annoyed): I do not understand. Can he not come along too? I do not 

mind. He can still live near us or here at Baskerville Hall. I am sure we can take 

care of him.   

Ms Stapleton (Sighs): I know, but he does not understand. He thinks if I marry 

you, I won't be around. I will still be around, just not as much.  

Sir Henry (confidently): Then I will immediately tell him that I am marrying you. 

Ms Stapleton, will you marry me? (Leans into kiss her, but Ms Stapelton pushes 

him head away)  

Ms Stapleton (sighs): I would love to Henry, I really would, but I can't, not yet.  

Sir Henry (angrily): I do not understand! Why is he so important to you. Do you 

not love me. Oh my what is that! (Ms Stapleton’s brother comes running out)  

Stapleton (angrily): What are you doing with my sister! You dirty scoundrel. 

Get out of here now!  

Ms Stapleton (desperately): No, please brother, leave him he is a good man. 

Let him be.  

Sir Henry (sighs): I best be off then. Good-day.                   

Mr Stapleton (successfully): Good riddance. Now let us head back. I am going 

to teach you a lesson.  

(They exit)  

 

Private conversation between Sir Charles and Miss Stapleton – by Sophie  

(Miss Stapleton enters from the left and Sir Charles enters stage from the 

right)   

Sir Henry (hurries on quickly): Good day Miss Stapleton - we arranged to meet 

here.  

Miss Stapleton (leisurely walks on enjoying the light breeze): Yes, I know I 

organised it.  
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(Miss Stapleton gives a deep breath/ sigh)  

Miss Stapleton: This must be quick my …. brother will be quite alarmed if he 

knows I am here talking to (small pause) you. I must get to the point; you are in 

terrible danger. You should leave immediately. Pack your bags and flee.   

Sir Henry (frowning): I cannot, I must stay.  

Miss Stapleton: No, you will not (rolls eyes). You are like an infant, always so 

silly and not aware of the danger you put yourself in.  

Sir Henry: I love you though (Sir Henry put his arm on her shoulder). I cannot 

leave without you. I plead with you to join me; I will not leave otherwise. Not 

without you...   

Miss Stapleton: This is very pretty, but you must abandon your life here and 

disappear (blinks rapidly, as if waking up from a dream and shrugs his arm off 

her shoulder). I am going to leave now, my... brother is waiting for me; he 

cannot realise I am gone.  

Mr Stapleton (Marches on with a fiery red face): Miss Stapleton, I am outraged 

that you left without informing me; how insulting!   

(Grabs Miss Stapleton by the arm)  

Miss Stapleton (mutters under breath): I know your secret. I know your 

destiny.  

(Mr Stapleton marches out angrily, with his feet thumping on the floor)  

 
Play Script: A Private Conversation - By Ross  

 
(Sir Henry and Miss Stapleton enter, deep in conversation)  

Sir Henry: Good morning to you Miss Stapleton.  

Miss Stapleton (snapping at him): What are you doing here?  

Sir Henry: Oh…I really do not know.  

Miss Stapleton: Oh, Henry. If I was ever seen in conversation with you, my 

brother would not be terribly satisfied.  
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Sir Henry: Oh no. He really does wish to divide us doesn’t he, my dear?  

Miss Stapleton: Yes, yes Henry.   

Sir Henry: Why does your fiendish brother hate me so much?  

Miss Stapleton: Oh Henry, I really do not have a clue. His job must include huge 

amounts of loneliness.  

Sir Henry: Yes, yes, indeed, my dear.  

Miss Stapleton: Sir Henry, you must leave! I can hear someone’s footsteps from 

round the corner!  

Sir Henry (dumbfounded): Oh no! Who is it?  

Miss Stapleton (speaking to Stapleton): Oh, Stapleton.  

Stapleton (angrily): What are you doing!? How dare you? 

Miss Stapleton: I c-can explain.  

(Sir Henry runs off into the distance not wanting to be involved)  

 
And finally… A Mystery Note – by Lizzie. 
 
 

 


