
 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Year 7 homework project 

 Topic: Gothic Horror 

Deadline: 11.02.19 

Homework projects are designed to last a whole half term. You 

should spend between 6 to 8 hours completing the project. You 

must choose 3 tasks to complete in this time.  

Homework projects will be marked by your teacher and good work 

will be rewarded with positives and outstanding stars. The best work 

will receive the Head of English award. 

You must complete: 1 reading, 1 creative and 1 writing activity 

Reading: 

Read the text below and create at least 2 PEA paragraphs answering the following question… ‘How does Stoker 

make Dracula seem creepy?’ Remember to include the question, the authors language technique, a quote and 

then an explanation as to why this makes Dracula seem creepy – don’t forget to mention the audience!  

Creative: 

Create your own Gothic Horror collage. The collage needs to include a variety of images collected from gothic 

horror stories and be annotated with key vocabulary (these could be interesting adjectives, metaphors, similes 

and other descriptive techniques). 

OR 

Create a 3D model of a gothic horror setting! Try to include as many of the creepy elements as you can. 

Writing: 

Write your own short ‘Gothic Horror’ story. You need to include all of the key features: a story which includes 

the supernatural, death, mystery, madness and is set in a dark scary place. Make sure you focus on the 

description of the weather, the setting and the strange noises your character can hear that lead them into their 

journey for justice or their quest for revenge. Make sure to include the romantic element too! 

OR  

Create your own graphic novel of ‘The Hound of the Baskervilles’ by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Your graphic novel 

should include images following the story of Sherlock Holmes quest to solve the mystery, and speech bubbles 

that show the communication between the characters. Think carefully about the language they would use. A 

graphic novel is basically a scary comic strip, take a look in the library if you’re not sure. 

Challenge box! 

Why not challenge yourself to create a fact file on 

Mary Shelley the young female author who created 

Frankenstein. Make sure you include lots of research 

and interesting facts! 

Literacy Focus: 

Don’t forget to re-check all your written work for errors.  

Have you used a range of sentence structures? 

Could you improve the openers or connectives? 

Have you varied your use of punctuation? 
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Reading task. 

Extract from ‘Dracula’ by Bram Stoker 1897 

 

I stood in silence where I was, for I did not know what to do. Of bell or 
knocker there was no sign. Through these frowning walls and dark window 
openings it was not likely that my voice could penetrate. The time I waited 
seemed endless, and I felt doubts and fears crowding upon me. What sort of 

place had I come to, and among what kind of people? What sort of grim 
adventure was it on which I had embarked? Was this a customary incident 
in the life of a solicitor's clerk sent out to explain the purchase of a London 

estate to a foreigner?  
 

Solicitor's clerk! Mina would not like that. Solicitor, for just before leaving 
London I got word that my examination was successful, and I am now a full-

blown solicitor! I began to rub my eyes and pinch myself to see if I were 
awake. It all seemed like a horrible nightmare to me, and I expected that I 

should suddenly awake, and find myself at home, with the dawn struggling 
in through the windows, as I had now and again felt in the morning after a 

day of overwork. But my flesh answered the pinching test, and my eyes were 
not to be deceived. I was indeed awake and among the Carpathians. All I 

could do now was to be patient, and to wait the coming of morning.  
 

Just as I had come to this conclusion I heard a heavy step approaching 
behind the great door, and saw through the chinks the gleam of a coming 

light. Then there was the sound of rattling chains and the clanking of 
massive bolts drawn back. A key was turned with the loud grating noise of 

long disuse, and the great door swung back.  
 

Within stood a tall old man, clean shaven save for a long white moustache, 
and clad in black from head to foot, without a single speck of colour about 
him anywhere. He held in his hand an antique silver lamp, in which the 

flame burned without a chimney or globe of any kind, throwing long 
quivering shadows as it flickered in the draught of the open door. The old 
man motioned me in with his right hand with a courtly gesture, saying in 

excellent English, but with a strange intonation.  
 

"Welcome to my house! Enter freely and of your own free will!" He made no 
motion of stepping to meet me, but stood like a statue, as though his gesture 

of welcome had fixed him into stone. The instant, however, that I had 
stepped over the threshold, he moved impulsively forward, and holding out 

What does this image make 
you think about  the story? 

Why use the colours red and 
gold? 



his hand grasped mine with a strength which made me wince, an effect 
which was not lessened by the fact that it seemed cold as ice, more like the 

hand of a dead than a living man. Again he said:  
 

"Welcome to my house! Enter freely. Go safely, and leave something of the 
happiness you bring!" The strength of the handshake was so much akin to 
that which I had noticed in the driver, whose face I had not seen, that for a 
moment I doubted if it were not the same person to whom I was speaking. 

So to make sure, I said interrogatively, "Count Dracula?"  
 

He bowed in a courtly way as he replied, "I am Dracula, and I bid you 
welcome, Mr. Harker, to my house. Come in, the night air is chill, and you 

must need to eat and rest." As he was speaking, he put the lamp on a bracket 
on the wall, and stepping out, took my luggage. He had carried it in before I 

could forestall him. I protested, but he insisted.  
 

"Nay, sir, you are my guest. It is late, and my people are not available. Let 
me see to your comfort myself." He insisted on carrying my traps along the 
passage, and then up a great winding stair, and along another great passage, 

on whose stone floor our steps rang heavily. At the end of this he threw open 
a heavy door, and I rejoiced to see within a well-lit room in which a table 
was spread for supper, and on whose mighty hearth a great fire of logs, 

freshly replenished, flamed and flared. 


