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SECTION A 
 
Write a close critical analysis of ONE of the following prose extracts. 
Remember you are NOT being asked to summarise the extract. You have two 
extracts from which to choose. 
 
Extract One: from Adam Bede 
 
Captain Donnithorne couldn’t like her [Hetty] to go on doing work: he would like to see her 

in nice clothes, and thin shoes, and white stockings, perhaps with silk clocks to them; for he 

must love her very much—no one else had ever put his arm round her and kissed her in that 

way. He would want to marry her and make a lady of her; she could hardly dare to shape 

the thought—yet how else could it be? [...] And nothing could be as it had been again: 

perhaps some day she should be a grand lady, and ride in her coach, and dress for dinner in 

a brocaded silk, with feathers in her hair, and her dress sweeping the ground, like Miss Lydia 

and Lady Dacey, when she saw them going into the dining-room one evening as she peeped 

through the little round window in the lobby; only she should not be old and ugly like Miss 

Lydia, or all the same thickness like Lady Dacey, but very pretty, with her hair done in a 

great many different ways, and sometimes in a pink dress, and sometimes in a white one—

she didn’t know which she liked best; and Mary Burge and everybody would perhaps see 

her going out in her carriage—or rather, they would hear of it: it was impossible to imagine 



these things happening at Hayslope in sight of her aunt. At the thought of all this splendour, 

Hetty got up from her chair, and in doing so caught the little red-framed glass with the edge 

of her scarf, so that it fell with a bang on the floor; but she was too eagerly occupied with 

her vision to care about picking it up; and after a momentary start, began to pace with a 

pigeon-like stateliness backwards and forwards along her room, in her coloured stays and 

coloured skirt, and the old black lace scarf round her shoulders, and the great glass ear-rings 

in her ears. 

How pretty the little puss looks in that odd dress! It would be the easiest folly in the 

world to fall in love with her: there is such a sweet babylike roundness about her face and 

figure; the delicate dark rings of hair lie so charmingly about her ears and neck; her great dark 

eyes with their long eye-lashes touch one so strangely, as if an imprisoned frisky sprite looked 

out of them. 

Ah, what a prize the man gets who wins a sweet bride like Hetty! How the men envy 

him who come to the wedding breakfast, and see her hanging on his arm in her white lace 

and orange blossoms. The dear, young, round, soft, flexible thing! Her heart must be just as 

soft, her temper just as free from angles, her character just as pliant. If anything ever goes 

wrong, it must be the husband’s fault there: he can make her what he likes—that is plain. And 

the lover himself thinks so too: the little darling is so fond of him, her little vanities are so 

bewitching, he wouldn’t consent to her being a bit wiser; those kittenlike glances and 

movements are just what one wants to make one’s hearth a paradise. Every man under such 

circumstances is conscious of being a great physiognomist. Nature, he knows, has a language 

of her own, which she uses with strict veracity, and he considers himself an adept in the 

language. Nature has written out his bride’s character for him in those exquisite lines of cheek 

and lip and chin, in those eyelids delicate as petals, in those long lashes curled like the stamen 

of a flower, in the dark liquid depths of those wonderful eyes. How she will dote on her 

children! She is almost a child herself, and the little pink round things will hang about her like 

florets round the central flower; and the husband will look on, smiling benignly, able, 

whenever he chooses, to withdraw into the sanctuary of his wisdom, towards which his sweet 

wife will look reverently, and never lift the curtain. It is a marriage such as they made in the 

golden age, when the men were all wise and majestic and the women all lovely and loving. 

It was very much in this way that our friend Adam Bede thought about Hetty; only he 

put his thoughts into different words. If ever she behaved with cold vanity towards him, he 

said to himself it is only because she doesn’t love me well enough; and he was sure that her 

love, whenever she gave it, would be the most precious thing a man could possess on earth. 

Before you despise Adam as deficient in penetration, pray ask yourself if you were ever 

predisposed to believe evil of any pretty woman—if you ever could, without hard head-

breaking demonstration, believe evil of the one supremely pretty woman who has bewitched 

you. No: people who love downy peaches are apt not to think of the stone, and sometimes 

jar their teeth terribly against it. 

Arthur Donnithorne, too, had the same sort of notion about Hetty, so far as he had 



thought of her nature of all. He felt sure she was a dear, affectionate, good little thing. The 

man who awakes the wondering tremulous passion of a young girl always thinks her 

affectionate; and if he chances to look forward to future years, probably imagines himself 

being virtuously tender to her, because the poor thing is so clingingly fond of him. God made 

these dear women so—and it is a convenient arrangement in case of sickness. 

After all, I believe the wisest of us must be beguiled in this way sometimes, and must 

think both better and worse of people than they deserve. Nature has her language, and she 

is not unveracious; but we don’t know all the intricacies of her syntax just yet, and in a hasty 

reading we may happen to extract the very opposite of her real meaning. Long dark eyelashes, 

now—what can be more exquisite? I find it impossible not to expect some depth of soul 

behind a deep grey eye with a long dark eyelash, in spite of an experience which has shown 

me that they may go along with deceit, peculation, and stupidity. But if, in the reaction of 

disgust, I have betaken myself to a fishy eye, there has been a surprising similarity of result. 

One begins to suspect at length that there is no direct correlation between eyelashes and 

morals; or else, that the eyelashes express the disposition of the fair one’s grandmother, 

which is on the whole less important to us. 

No eyelashes could be more beautiful than Hetty’s; and now, while she walks with her 

pigeon-like stateliness along the room and looks down on her shoulders bordered by the old 

black lace, the dark fringe shows to perfection on her pink cheek. They are but dim ill-defined 

pictures that her narrow bit of an imagination can make of the future; but of every picture 

she is the central figure in fine clothes; Captain Donnithorne is very close to her, putting his 

arm round her, perhaps kissing her, and everybody else is admiring and envying her—

especially Mary Burge, whose new print dress looks very contemptible by the side of Hetty’s 

resplendent toilette. Does any sweet or sad memory mingle with this dream of the future—

any loving thought of her second parents—of the children she had helped to tend—of any 

youthful companion, any pet animal, any relic of her own childhood even? Not one. There are 

some plants that have hardly any roots: you may tear them from their native nook of rock or 

wall, and just lay them over your ornamental flower-pot, and they blossom none the worse. 

Hetty could have cast all her past life behind her and never cared to be reminded of it again. 

I think she had no feeling at all towards the old house, and did not like the Jacob’s Ladder and 

the long row of hollyhocks in the garden better than other flowers—perhaps not so well. It 

was wonderful how little she seemed to care about waiting on her uncle, who had been a 

good father to her—she hardly ever remembered to reach him his pipe at the right time 

without being told, unless a visitor happened to be there, who would have a better 

opportunity of seeing her as she walked across the hearth. Hetty did not understand how 

anybody could be very fond of middle-aged people. And as for those tiresome children, Marty 

and Tommy and Totty, they had been the very nuisance of her life—as bad as buzzing insects 

that will come teasing you on a hot day when you want to be quiet. Marty, the eldest, was a 

baby when she first came to the farm, for the children born before him had died, and so Hetty 

had had them all three, one after the other, toddling by her side in the meadow, or playing 

about her on wet days in the half-empty rooms of the large old house. The boys were out of 



hand now, but Totty was still a day-long plague, worse than either of the others had been, 

because there was more fuss made about her. And there was no end to the making and 

mending of clothes. Hetty would have been glad to hear that she should never see a child 

again; they were worse than the nasty little lambs that the shepherd was always bringing in 

to be taken special care of in lambing time; for the lambs were got rid of sooner or later. As 

for the young chickens and turkeys, Hetty would have hated the very word “hatching,” if her 

aunt had not bribed her to attend to the young poultry by promising her the proceeds of one 

out of every brood. The round downy chicks peeping out from under their mother’s wing 

never touched Hetty with any pleasure; that was not the sort of prettiness she cared about, 

but she did care about the prettiness of the new things she would buy for herself at 

Treddleston Fair with the money they fetched. And yet she looked so dimpled, so charming, 

as she stooped down to put the soaked bread under the hen-coop, that you must have been 

a very acute personage indeed to suspect her of that hardness. Molly, the housemaid, with a 

turn-up nose and a protuberant jaw, was really a tender-hearted girl, and, as Mrs. Poyser said, 

a jewel to look after the poultry; but her stolid face showed nothing of this maternal delight, 

any more than a brown earthenware pitcher will show the light of the lamp within it. 

 

George Eliot, extract from Chapter XV ‘The Two Bedchambers’, in Adam Bede, ed. By Carol 
A. Martin (1859; Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2008), pp. 137-141 

 

Extract Two: ‘Miss Brill’ 

 

Miss Brill 

 

Although it was so brilliantly fine—the blue sky powdered with gold and great spots of light 

like white wine splashed over the Jardins Publiques—Miss Brill was glad that she had decided 

on her fur. The air was motionless, but when you opened your mouth there was just a faint 

chill, like a chill from a glass of iced water before you sip, and now and again a leaf came 

drifting—from nowhere, from the sky. Miss Brill put up her hand and touched her fur. Dear 

little thing! It was nice to feel it again. She had taken it out of its box that afternoon, shaken 

out the moth-powder, given it a good brush, and rubbed the life back into the dim little eyes. 

“What has been happening to me?” said the sad little eyes. Oh, how sweet it was to see them 

snap at her again from the red eiderdown!... But the nose, which was of some black 

composition, wasn’t at all firm. It must have had a knock, somehow. Never mind—a little dab 

of black sealing-wax when the time came—when it was absolutely necessary.... Little rogue! 

Yes, she really felt like that about it. Little rogue biting its tail just by her left ear. She could 

have taken it off and laid it on her lap and stroked it. She felt a tingling in her hands and arms, 

but that came from walking, she supposed. And when she breathed, something light and 

sad—no, not sad, exactly—something gentle seemed to move in her bosom. 

There were a number of people out this afternoon, far more than last Sunday. And the 



band sounded louder and gayer. That was because the Season had begun. For although the 

band played all the year round on Sundays, out of season it was never the same. It was like 

some one playing with only the family to listen; it didn’t care how it played if there weren’t 

any strangers present. Wasn’t the conductor wearing a new coat, too? She was sure it was 

new. He scraped with his foot and flapped his arms like a rooster about to crow, and the 

bandsmen sitting in the green rotunda blew out their cheeks and glared at the music. Now 

there came a little “flutey” bit—very pretty!—a little chain of bright drops. She was sure it 

would be repeated. It was; she lifted her head and smiled. 

Only two people shared her “special” seat: a fine old man in a velvet coat, his hands 

clasped over a huge carved walking-stick, and a big old woman, sitting upright, with a roll of 

knitting on her embroidered apron. They did not speak. This was disappointing, for Miss Brill 

always looked forward to the conversation. She had become really quite expert, she thought, 

at listening as though she didn’t listen, at sitting in other people’s lives just for a minute while 

they talked round her. 

She glanced, sideways, at the old couple. Perhaps they would go soon. Last Sunday, 

too, hadn’t been as interesting as usual. An Englishman and his wife, he wearing a dreadful 

Panama hat and she button boots. And she’d gone on the whole time about how she ought 

to wear spectacles; she knew she needed them; but that it was no good getting any; they’d 

be sure to break and they’d never keep on. And he’d been so patient. He’d suggested 

everything—gold rims, the kind that curved round your ears, little pads inside the bridge. No, 

nothing would please her. “They’ll always be sliding down my nose!” Miss Brill had wanted to 

shake her. 

The old people sat on the bench, still as statues. Never mind, there was always the 

crowd to watch. To and fro, in front of the flower-beds and the band rotunda, the couples 

and groups paraded, stopped to talk, to greet, to buy a handful of flowers from the old beggar 

who had his tray fixed to the railings. Little children ran among them, swooping and laughing; 

little boys with big white silk bows under their chins, little girls, little French dolls, dressed up 

in velvet and lace. And sometimes a tiny staggerer came suddenly rocking into the open from 

under the trees, stopped, stared, as suddenly sat down “flop,” until its small high-stepping 

mother, like a young hen, rushed scolding to its rescue. Other people sat on the benches and 

green chairs, but they were nearly always the same, Sunday after Sunday, and—Miss Brill had 

often noticed—there was something funny about nearly all of them. They were odd, silent, 

nearly all old, and from the way they stared they looked as though they’d just come from dark 

little rooms or even—even cupboards! 

Behind the rotunda the slender trees with yellow leaves down drooping, and through 

them just a line of sea, and beyond the blue sky with gold-veined clouds. 

Tum-tum-tum tiddle-um! tiddle-um! tum tiddley-um tum ta! blew the band. 

Two young girls in red came by and two young soldiers in blue met them, and they 

laughed and paired and went off arm-in-arm. Two peasant women with funny straw hats 

passed, gravely, leading beautiful smoke-coloured donkeys. A cold, pale nun hurried by. A 



beautiful woman came along and dropped her bunch of violets, and a little boy ran after to 

hand them to her, and she took them and threw them away as if they’d been poisoned. Dear 

me! Miss Brill didn’t know whether to admire that or not! And now an ermine toque and a 

gentleman in grey met just in front of her. He was tall, stiff, dignified, and she was wearing 

the ermine toque she’d bought when her hair was yellow. Now everything, her hair, her face, 

even her eyes, was the same colour as the shabby ermine, and her hand, in its cleaned glove, 

lifted to dab her lips, was a tiny yellowish paw. Oh, she was so pleased to see him—delighted! 

She rather thought they were going to meet that afternoon. She described where she’d 

been—everywhere, here, there, along by the sea. The day was so charming—didn’t he agree? 

And wouldn’t he, perhaps?... But he shook his head, lighted a cigarette, slowly breathed a 

great deep puff into her face, and even while she was still talking and laughing, flicked the 

match away and walked on. The ermine toque was alone; she smiled more brightly than ever. 

But even the band seemed to know what she was feeling and played more softly, played 

tenderly, and the drum beat, “The Brute! The Brute!” over and over. What would she do? 

What was going to happen now? But as Miss Brill wondered, the ermine toque turned, raised 

her hand as though she’d seen some one else, much nicer, just over there, and pattered away. 

And the band changed again and played more quickly, more gayly than ever, and the old 

couple on Miss Brill’s seat got up and marched away, and such a funny old man with long 

whiskers hobbled along in time to the music and was nearly knocked over by four girls walking 

abreast. 

Oh, how fascinating it was! How she enjoyed it! How she loved sitting here, watching 

it all! It was like a play. It was exactly like a play. Who could believe the sky at the back wasn’t 

painted? But it wasn’t till a little brown dog trotted on solemn and then slowly trotted off, 

like a little “theatre” dog, a little dog that had been drugged, that Miss Brill discovered what 

it was that made it so exciting. They were all on the stage. They weren’t only the audience, 

not only looking on; they were acting. Even she had a part and came every Sunday. No doubt 

somebody would have noticed if she hadn’t been there; she was part of the performance 

after all. How strange she’d never thought of it like that before! And yet it explained why she 

made such a point of starting from home at just the same time each week—so as not to be 

late for the performance—and it also explained why she had quite a queer, shy feeling at 

telling her English pupils how she spent her Sunday afternoons. No wonder! Miss Brill nearly 

laughed out loud. She was on the stage. She thought of the old invalid gentleman to whom 

she read the newspaper four afternoons a week while he slept in the garden. She had got 

quite used to the frail head on the cotton pillow, the hollowed eyes, the open mouth and the 

high pinched nose. If he’d been dead she mightn’t have noticed for weeks; she wouldn’t have 

minded. But suddenly he knew he was having the paper read to him by an actress! “An 

actress!” The old head lifted; two points of light quivered in the old eyes. “An actress—are 

ye?” And Miss Brill smoothed the newspaper as though it were the manuscript of her part 

and said gently; “Yes, I have been an actress for a long time.” 

The band had been having a rest. Now they started again. And what they played was 

warm, sunny, yet there was just a faint chill—a something, what was it?—not sadness—no, 



not sadness—a something that made you want to sing. The tune lifted, lifted, the light shone; 

and it seemed to Miss Brill that in another moment all of them, all the whole company, would 

begin singing. The young ones, the laughing ones who were moving together, they would 

begin, and the men’s voices, very resolute and brave, would join them. And then she too, she 

too, and the others on the benches—they would come in with a kind of accompaniment—

something low, that scarcely rose or fell, something so beautiful—moving.... And Miss Brill’s 

eyes filled with tears and she looked smiling at all the other members of the company. Yes, 

we understand, we understand, she thought—though what they understood she didn’t know. 

Just at that moment a boy and girl came and sat down where the old couple had been. 

They were beautifully dressed; they were in love. The hero and heroine, of course, just arrived 

from his father’s yacht. And still soundlessly singing, still with that trembling smile, Miss Brill 

prepared to listen. 

“No, not now,” said the girl. “Not here, I can’t.” 

“But why? Because of that stupid old thing at the end there?” asked the boy. “Why 

does she come here at all—who wants her? Why doesn’t she keep her silly old mug at home?” 

“It’s her fu-fur which is so funny,” giggled the girl. “It’s exactly like a fried whiting.” 

“Ah, be off with you!” said the boy in an angry whisper. Then: “Tell me, ma petite 

chère—” 

“No, not here,” said the girl. “Not yet.” 

On her way home she usually bought a slice of honey-cake at the baker’s. It was her 

Sunday treat. Sometimes there was an almond in her slice, sometimes not. It made a great 

difference. If there was an almond it was like carrying home a tiny present—a surprise—

something that might very well not have been there. She hurried on the almond Sundays and 

struck the match for the kettle in quite a dashing way. 

But to-day she passed the baker’s by, climbed the stairs, went into the little dark 

room—her room like a cupboard—and sat down on the red eiderdown. She sat there for a 

long time. The box that the fur came out of was on the bed. She unclasped the necklet quickly; 

quickly, without looking, laid it inside. But when she put the lid on she thought she heard 

something crying. 

 

Katherine Mansfield, ‘Miss Brill’, in Selected Stories, ed. Angela Smith (1920; Oxford: Oxford 

World’s Classics, 2002), pp. 225-229. 

 
SECTION B 
 
Write a close critical analysis of ONE of the following poems. Remember you 
are NOT being asked to summarise the poem. You have two poems from 
which to choose. 



Poem One: ‘The Female Exile’ 
 
Written at Brighthelmstone in Nov. 1792 
 
November’s chill blast on the rough beach is howling,    1 

The surge breaks afar, and then foams to the shore, 
Dark clouds o'er the sea gather heavy and scowling, 

And the white cliffs re‐echo the wild wintry roar. 
 
Beneath that chalk rock, a fair stranger reclining,     5 

Has found on damp sea‐weed a cold lonely seat; 
Her eyes fill'd with tears, and her heart with repining, 

She starts at the billows that burst at her feet. 
 
There, day after day, with an anxious heart heaving, 

She watches the waves where they mingle with air;    10 
For the sail which, alas! all her fond hopes deceiving, 

May bring only tidings to add to her care. 
 
Loose stream to wild winds those fair flowing tresses, 

Once woven with garlands of gay summer flowers; 
Her dress unregarded, bespeaks her distresses,     15 

And beauty is blighted by grief's heavy hours. 
 
Her innocent children, unconscious of sorrow, 

To seek the gloss'd shell, or the crimson weed stray; 
Amused with the present, they heed not to‐morrow, 

Nor think of the storm that is gathering to‐day.     20 
 
The gilt, fairy ship, with its ribbon sail spreading, 

They launch on the salt pool the tide left behind; 
Ah! victims­for whom their sad mother is dreading 

The multiplied miseries that wait on mankind! 
 
To fair fortune born, she beholds them with anguish,    25 

Now wanderers with her on a once hostile soil, 
Perhaps doom'd for life in chill penury to languish, 

Or abject dependence, or soul‐crushing toil. 
 
But the sea‐boat, her hopes and her terrors renewing, 

O'er the dim grey horizon now faintly appears;     30 
She flies to the quay, dreading tidings of ruin, 

All breathless with haste, half expiring with fears. 
 
Poor mourner!­I would that my fortune had left me 

The means to alleviate the woes I deplore; 
But like thine my hard fate has of affluence bereft me,    35 



I can warm the cold heart of the wretched no more! 
 
Charlotte Smith, ‘The Female Exile’, Elegiac Sonnets and Other Poems (London: 
Jones & Company, 1827), pp. 56-57. 
 
Poem Two: ‘Why I Don’t Piss in the Ocean’ 

 

Once my sister told me that from her summit at the city 

pool she could see the yellow billows spread like gas 

or dreams between kids’ legs. In something the size of the sea, 

you can’t be sure who’s watching from above. Let’s say 

it’s the Almighty, twirling His whistle, ready to blow it     5 

at any moment and let loose the bottomless Apocalypse: 

the ocean would make bone of a body, coral of bone. 

Piss, and a tiger-fish darts through a skull-hole, a weed 

weaves itself through ribs. You, too, have seen 

the bulbs flash from the sea. You, too, have felt      10 

it breathing down your neck. You eat fish. You’ve heard 

that mermaids sing. My dreams are as beleaguered as the next 

Joe’s, my happiness as absurd, but I’m not going to go 

piss in the ocean about it. No, not in the ocean. 

 

Maggie Dietz, "Why I Don’t Piss in the Ocean", Perennial Fall (Chicago: University of Chicago 
Press, 2006) 

 


