READING
Blackpool – and I don’t care how many 5mes you hear this, it never stops being amazing – a>racts more
visitors every year than Greece and has more holiday beds than the whole of Portugal. It consumes more
chips per capita than anywhere else on the planet. (It gets through forty acres of potatoes a day.) It has the
largest concentra5on of roller-coasters in Europe. It has the con5nent's second most popular tourist
a>rac5on, the forty-two-acre Pleasure Beach, whose 6.5 million annual visitors are exceeded in number only
by those going to the Va5can. It has the most famous illumina5ons. And on Friday and Saturday nights it has
more public toilets than anywhere else in Britain; elsewhere they call them doorways.
[…]
It was the illumina5ons that had brought me there. I had been hearing and reading about them for so long
that I was genuinely keen to see them. So, aSer securing a room in a modest guesthouse on a back street, I
hastened to the front in a sense of some expecta5on. Well, all I can say is that Blackpool's illumina5ons are
nothing if not splendid, and they are not splendid. There is, of course, always a danger of disappointment
when you ﬁnally encounter something you have wanted to see for a long 5me, but in terms of letdown it
would be hard to exceed Blackpool's light show. I thought there would be lasers sweeping the sky, strobe
lights ta>ooing the clouds and other gasp-making dazzlements. Instead there was just a rumbling procession
of old trams decorated as rocket ships or Christmas crackers, and several miles of paltry decora5ons on
lampposts. I suppose if you had never seen electricity in ac5on, it would be pre>y breathtaking, but I'm not
even sure of that. It all just seemed tacky and inadequate on rather a grand scale, like Blackpool itself.
[Bill Bryson, Notes From a Small Island]
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READING
To begin at the beginning:
It is spring, moonless night in the small town, starless and bible-black, the cobblestreets silent and the
hunched, courters’-and-rabbits’ wood limping invisible down to the sloeblack, slow, black, crowblack,
ﬁshingboatbobbing sea. The houses are blind as moles (though moles see ﬁne to-night in the snou5ng, velvet
dingles) or blind as Captain Cat there in the muﬄed middle by the pump and the town clock, the shops in
mourning, the Welfare Hall in widows’ weeds. And all the people of the lulled and dumbfound town are
sleeping now.
Hush, the babies are sleeping, the farmers, the ﬁshers, the tradesmen and pensioners, cobbler,
schoolteacher, postman and publican, the undertaker and the fancy woman, drunkard, dressmaker, preacher,
policeman, the webfoot cocklewomen and the 5dy wives.
[….]
You can hear the dew falling, and the hushed town breathing. Only your eyes are unclosed to see the black
and folded town fast, and slow, asleep. And you alone can hear the invisible starfall, the darkest-beforedawn
minutely dewgrazed s5r of the black, dab-ﬁlled sea where the Arethusa, the Curlew and
the Skylark, Zanzibar, Rhiannon, the Rover, the Cormorant, and the Star of Wales 5lt and ride.
Listen. It is night moving in the streets, the processional salt slow musical wind in Corona5on Street and
Cockle Row, it is the grass growing on Llaregyb Hill, dewfall, starfall, the sleep of birds in Milk Wood.
[Dylan Thomas, Under Milk Wood]
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