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19th Century Prose

Answer on one text only.

A Christmas Carol

You have one hour to answer this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to 
answer this question.

In A Christmas Carol, characters have different views about poverty and the poor.
Write about how Dickens presents some of these different views throughout 
A Christmas Carol. 

In your response you should:

  •  refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
  •  show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
  •  refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

© WJEC CBAC Ltd.
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They were portly gentlemen, pleasant to behold, and now stood, with their hats 
off, in Scrooge’s office. They had books and papers in their hands, and bowed to him.

“Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe,” said one of the gentlemen, referring to his list. 
“Have I the pleasure of addressing Mr Scrooge, or Mr Marley?”

“Mr Marley has been dead these seven years,” Scrooge replied. “He died seven 
years ago, this very night.”  

“We have no doubt his liberality is well represented by his surviving partner,” said 
the gentleman, presenting his credentials.

It certainly was; for they had been two kindred spirits. At the ominous word 
“liberality” Scrooge frowned, and shook his head, and handed the credentials back.

“At this festive season of the year, Mr Scrooge,” said the gentleman, taking up 
a pen, “it is more than usually desirable that we should make some slight provision 
for the poor and destitute, who suffer greatly at the present time. Many thousands 
are in want of common necessaries; hundreds of thousands are in want of common 
comforts, sir.”

“Are there no prisons?” asked Scrooge.
“Plenty of prisons,” said the gentleman, laying down the pen again.
“And the union workhouses?” demanded Scrooge. “Are they still in operation?”
“They are. Still,” returned the gentleman, “I wish I could say they were not.”  
“The Treadmill and the Poor Law are in full vigour, then?” said Scrooge.
“Both very busy, sir.”
“Oh! I was afraid, from what you said at first, that something had occurred to stop 

them in their useful course,” said Scrooge. “I am very glad to hear it.” 
“Under the impression that they scarcely furnish Christian cheer of mind or body 

to the multitude,” returned the gentleman, “a few of us are endeavouring to raise a 
fund to buy the poor some meat and drink, and means of warmth. We choose this 
time, because it is a time, of all others, when want is keenly felt, and abundance 
rejoices. What shall I put you down for?”

“Nothing!” Scrooge replied.
“You wish to be anonymous?”
“I wish to be left alone,” said Scrooge. “Since you ask me what I wish, gentlemen, 

that is my answer. I don’t make merry myself at Christmas, and I can’t afford to make 
idle people merry. I help to support the establishments I have mentioned – they cost 
enough; and those who are badly off must go there.”

“Many can’t go there; and many would rather die.” 
“If they would rather die,” said Scrooge, “they had better do it, and decrease the 

surplus population.”
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Silas Marner

You have one hour to answer this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to 
answer this question.

Write about the relationship between Silas and Eppie and how it is presented in 
Silas Marner.

In your response you should:

  •  refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
  •  show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
  •  refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

2 2

Here was clearly a case of aberration in a christened child which demanded 
severe treatment; but Silas, overcome with convulsive joy at finding his treasure 
again, could do nothing but snatch her up, and cover her with half-sobbing kisses. 
It was not until he had carried her home, and had begun to think of the necessary 
washing, that he recollected the need that he should punish Eppie, and ‘make her 
remember.’ The idea that she might run away again and come to harm, gave him 
unusual resolution, and for the first time he determined to try the coal-hole – a small 
closet near the hearth.

‘Naughty, naughty Eppie,’ he suddenly began, holding her on his knee, and 
pointing to her muddy feet and clothes – ‘naughty to cut with the scissors and run 
away. Eppie must go into the coal-hole for being naughty. Daddy must put her in the 
coal-hole.’ 

He half-expected that this would be shock enough, and that Eppie would 
begin to cry. But instead of that, she began to shake herself on his knee, as if the 
proposition opened a pleasing novelty. Seeing that he must proceed to extremities, 
he put her into the coal-hole, and held the door closed, with a trembling sense that 
he was using a strong measure. For a moment there was silence, but then came 
a little cry, ‘Opy, opy!’ and Silas let her out again, saying, ‘Now Eppie ’ull never be 
naughty again, else she must go in the coal-hole – a black naughty place.’  

The weaving must stand still a long while this morning, for now Eppie must be 
washed, and have clean clothes on; but it was to be hoped that this punishment 
would have a lasting effect, and save time in future – though, perhaps, it would have 
been better if Eppie had cried more.  

In half an hour she was clean again, and Silas having turned his back to see 
what he could do with the linen band, threw it down again, with the reflection that 
Eppie would be good without fastening for the rest of the morning. He turned round 
again, and was going to place her in her little chair near the loom, when she peeped 
out at him with black face and hands again, and said, ‘Eppie in de toal-hole!’

This total failure of the coal-hole discipline shook Silas’s belief in the efficacy of 
punishment. ‘She’d take it all for fun,’ he observed to Dolly, ‘if I didn’t hurt her, and 
that I can’t do, Mrs Winthrop. If she makes me a bit o’ trouble, I can bear it. And 
she’s got no tricks but what she’ll grow out of.’
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War of the Worlds

You have one hour to answer this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to 
answer this question.

Write about how Wells presents the destruction and panic caused by the Martians at 
different points in the novel.

In your response you should:

  •  refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
  •  show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
  •  refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

2 3

If one could have hung that June morning in a balloon in the blazing blue above 
London every northward and eastward road running out of the tangled maze of 
streets would have seemed stippled black with the streaming fugitives, each dot a 
human agony of terror and physical distress. I have set forth at length in the last 
chapter my brother’s account of the road through Chipping Barnet, in order that 
my readers may realise how that swarming of black dots appeared to one of those 
concerned. Never before in the history of the world had such a mass of human 
beings moved and suffered together. The legendary hosts of Goths and Huns, the 
hugest armies Asia has ever seen, would have been but a drop in that current. And 
this was no disciplined march; it was a stampede–a stampede gigantic and terrible–
without order and without a goal, six million people unarmed and unprovisioned, 
driving headlong. It was the beginning of the rout of civilisation, of the massacre of 
mankind. 

Directly below him the balloonist would have seen the network of streets far and 
wide, houses, churches, squares, crescents, gardens–already derelict–spread out 
like a huge map, and in the southward blotted. Over Ealing, Richmond, Wimbledon, 
it would have seemed as if some monstrous pen had flung ink upon the chart. 
Steadily, incessantly, each black splash grew and spread, shooting out ramifications 
this way and that, now banking itself against rising ground, now pouring swiftly over 
a crest into a new-found valley, exactly as a gout of ink would spread itself upon 
blotting paper.

And beyond, over the blue hills that rise southward of the river, the glittering 
Martians went to and fro, calmly and methodically spreading their poison cloud over 
this patch of country and then over that, laying it again with their steam jets when it 
had served its purpose, and taking possession of the conquered country. They do 
not seem to have aimed at extermination so much as at complete demoralisation 
and the destruction of any opposition.

They exploded any stores of powder they came upon, cut every telegraph, 
and wrecked the railways here and there. They were hamstringing mankind. They 
seemed in no hurry to extend the field of their operations, and did not come beyond 
the central part of London all that day. lt is possible that a very considerable number 
of people in London stuck to their houses through Monday morning. Certain it is that 
many died at home suffocated by the Black Smoke.

Until about midday the Pool of London was an astonishing scene. Steamboats 
and shipping of all sorts lay there, tempted by the enormous sums of money offered 
by fugitives, and it is said that many who swam out to these vessels were thrust 
off with boathooks and drowned. About one o’clock in the afternoon the thinning 
remnant of a cloud of the black vapour appeared between the arches of Blackfriars 
Bridge. At that the Pool became a scene of mad confusion, fighting, and collision, 
and for some time a multitude of boats and barges jammed in the northern arch 
of the Tower Bridge, and the sailors and lightermen had to fight savagely against 
the people who swarmed upon them from the riverfront. People were actually 
clambering down the piers of the bridge from above.
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Pride and Prejudice

You have one hour to answer this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to 
answer this question.

Write about the relationship between Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy and how it changes at 
different points in the novel.

In your response you should:

  •  refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
  •  show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
  •  refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

2 4

Elizabeth’s spirits soon rising to playfulness again, she wanted Mr. Darcy to 
account for his having ever fallen in love with her. “How could you begin?” said 
she. “I can comprehend your going on charmingly, when you had once made a 
beginning; but what could set you off in the first place?”  

“I cannot fix on the hour, or the spot, or the look, or the words, which laid the 
foundation. It is too long ago. I was in the middle before I knew that I had begun.” 

“My beauty you had early withstood, and as for my manners–my be haviour to 
you was at least always bordering on the uncivil, and I never spoke to you without 
rather wishing to give you pain than not. Now be sincere; did you admire me for my 
impertinence?”

“For the liveliness of your mind, I did.” 
“You may as well call it impertinence at once. It was very little less. The fact 

is, that you were sick of civility, of deference, of officious attention. You were 
disgusted with the women who were always speaking and looking, and thinking 
for your approbation alone. I roused, and interested you, because I was so unlike 
them. Had you not been really amiable you would have hated me for it; but in spite 
of the pains you took to disguise yourself, your feelings were always noble and 
just; and in your heart, you thoroughly despised the persons who so assiduously 
courted you. There―I have saved you the trouble of accounting for it; and really, all 
things considered, I begin to think it perfectly reasonable. To be sure, you knew no 
actual good of me―but nobody thinks of that when they fall in love.” 

“Was there no good in your affectionate behaviour to Jane, while she was ill at 
Netherfield?” 

“Dearest Jane! who could have done less for her? But make a virtue of it by all 
means. My good qualities are under your protection, and you are to ex aggerate 
them as much as possible; and, in return, it belongs to me to find occasions for 
teazing and quarrelling with you as often as may be; and I shall begin directly by 
asking you what made you so unwilling to come to the point at last. What made you 
so shy of me, when you first called, and afterwards dined here? Why, especially, 
when you called, did you look as if you did not care about me?” 

“Because you were grave and silent, and gave me no encouragement.” 
“But I was embarrassed.” 
“And so was I.” 
“You might have talked to me more when you came to dinner.” 
“A man who had felt less, might.” 
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Jane Eyre

You have one hour to answer this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to 
answer this question.

In Jane Eyre, characters view marriage in different ways. Write about some of the 
ways Bronte presents marriage and attitudes to marriage at different points in the 
novel.

In your response you should:

  •  refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
  •  show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
  •  refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

2 5

My tale draws to its close: one word respecting my experience of married life, 
and one brief glance at the fortunes of those whose names have most frequently 
recurred in this narrative, and I have done. 

I have now been married ten years. I know what it is to live entirely for and 
with what I love best on earth. I hold myself supremely blest–blest beyond what 
language can express; because I am my husband’s life as fully as he is mine. No 
woman was ever nearer to her mate than I am: ever more absolutely bone of his 
bone, and flesh of his flesh. I know no weariness of my Edward’s society: he knows 
none of mine, any more than we each do of the pulsation of the heart that beats 
in our separate bosoms; consequently, we are ever together. To be together is for 
us to be at once, as free as in solitude, as gay as in company. We talk, I believe, 
all day long: to talk to each other is but a more animated and an audible thinking. 
All my con fidence is bestowed on him, all his confidence is devoted to me; we are 
precisely suited in character–perfect con cord is the result. 

Mr. Rochester continued blind the first two years of our union: perhaps it was 
that circumstance that drew us so very near―that knit us so very close! for I was 
then his vision, as I am still his right hand. Literally, I was (what he often called me) 
the apple of his eye. He saw nature―he saw books through me; and never did 
I weary of gazing for his behalf, and of putting into words the effect of field, tree, 
town, river, cloud, sunbeam―of the landscape before us; of the weather round 
us―and impressing by sound on his ear what light could no longer stamp on his 
eye. Never did I weary of reading to him; never did I weary of con ducting him where 
he wished to go: of doing for him what he wished to be done. And there was a 
pleasure in my services, most full, most exquisite, even though sad―because he 
claimed these services without painful shame or damping humiliation. He loved 
me so truly, that he knew no reluctance in profiting by my attendance: he felt that 
I loved him so fondly, that to yield that attendance was to indulge my sweetest 
wishes.
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The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde

You have one hour to answer this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to 
answer this question.

Write about some of the ways Stevenson creates shock and horror at different points 
in the novel.

In your response you should:

  •  refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
  •  show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
  •  refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

2 6

All at once, I saw two figures: one a little man who was stumping along eastward 
at a good walk, and the other a girl of maybe eight or ten who was running as 
hard as she was able down a cross-street. Well, sir, the two ran into one another 
naturally enough at the corner; and then came the horrible part of the thing; for the 
man trampled calmly over the child’s body and left her screaming on the ground. 
It sounds nothing to hear, but it was hellish to see. It wasn’t like a man; it was like 
some damned Juggernaut. I gave a view halloa, took to my heels, collared my 
gentleman, and brought him back to where there was already quite a group about 
the screaming child. He was perfectly cool and made no resistance, but gave me 
one look, so ugly that it brought out the sweat on me like running. The people who 
had turned out were the girl’s own family; and pretty soon the doctor, for whom she 
had been sent, put in his appearance. Well, the child was not much the worse, more 
frightened, according to the Sawbones; and there you might have supposed would 
be an end to it. But there was one curious circumstance. I had taken a loathing to 
my gentleman at first sight. So had the child’s family, which was only natural. But 
the doctor’s case was what struck me. He was the usual cut-and-dry apothecary, 
of no particular age and colour, with a strong Edinburgh accent, and about as 
emotional as a bagpipe. Well, sir, he was like the rest of us: every time he looked at 
my prisoner, I saw that Sawbones turned sick and white with the desire to kill him. 
I knew what was in his mind, just as he knew what was in mine; and killing being 
out of the question, we did the next best. We told the man we could and would 
make such a scandal out of this, as should make his name stink from one end of 
London to the other. If he had any friends or any credit, we undertook that he should 
lose them. And all the time, as we were pitching it in red hot, we were keeping the 
women off him as best we could, for they were as wild as harpies. I never saw a 
circle of such hateful faces; and there was the man in the middle, with a kind of 
black sneering coolness – frightened too, I could see that – but carrying it off, sir, 
really like Satan.

END OF PAPER


