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Introducing 19th-century
iterature at Key Stage 3

Teaching resources

This is a resource to help you develop the
confidence of your Key Stage 3 students when
reading 19th-century literature. It will introduce
skills that will be relevant to the study of
literature at Key Stage 4, and help your students
develop their understanding of contexts, as well
as some of the conventions established in literary
genres.

The resource includes:
e three sections: Childhood, Adventure and
Mystery, and C19th Settings

e extracts of texts, providing satisfying reading,
and plenty of opportunity for discussion and
exploration

e suggestions for further reading of whole books,
including both 19th century and modern texts.

Within each topic, we’ve provided suggestions
for the learning focus, with activities for reading,
discussion and sometimes for writing. You’ll have
plenty of material to adapt and use over a number
of sessions.

Links to GCSE Literature

Understanding and responding

AO1 Read, understand and respond to texts.
Students should be able to:
e maintain a critical style and develop an
informed personal response
e use textual references, including
quotations, to support and illustrate
interpretations.

Closer reading

AO2 Analyse the language, form and structure
used by a writer to create meanings and
effects, using relevant subject terminology
where appropriate.

Researching context

AO3 Show understanding of the relationships
between texts and the contexts in which
they were written.

Comparison

Candidates are required to show the abilities
described in AO1, AO2 and AO3 through tasks
which require them to make comparisons
across texts.
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Childhood and family 1:
motherless children

Aims:
e to understand family relationships in 19th-
century literature

e to understand aspects of the social and
historical context of the 19th century

e to understand the use of orphans and
vulnerable children as a literary device.

Suggestions for starter or hook

e Share examples from modern literature
and films of vulnerable or orphaned child
characters.

e Consider news stories about children and the
ways in which they are presented.

e Discuss how we respond to such stories in real
life and in fiction.

Researching the 19th-century context
e Mother and infant mortality rates.

e Workhouses and other provision for destitute
people in your local area.

Texts
Dombey and Son by Charles Dickens (1848)

Oliver Twist by Charles Dickens (1838)
Silas Marner by George Eliot (1861)

Understanding and responding

Extract 1

Dombey and Son by Charles Dickens (1848)
This scene at the birth of Dombey’s second child
reminds us that childbirth in the 19th century
was dangerous for both women and their babies.
Identify the details that suggest that Mrs Dombey
will die.

What are the reader’s impressions of Dombey?
What are his main concerns? How can we tell
that he takes great pride in his family name and
business? Does he have the same pride in all the
members of his family?

Florence, aged six, is Dombey’s first child. What
do you notice about the way in which she is
treated by the adults in this passage? What do
you understand about her relationship with her
father? And her mother?

What does Dombey’s sister, Louisa, bring to our
understanding of characters and the Dombey
family?

Discuss what this passage shows about men,
women and marriage in the 19th century.

What does this opening chapter show us about
the business of Dombey and Son, and its
reputation in society?

By the end of the chapter a mother has died
leaving her new baby and a young daughter. A
businessman has been widowed and is left with
the care of two young children. Where does your
sympathy lie? What do you think will happen next
with the family?

Closer reading

1. Examine the structure of the sentences in the
first three paragraphs. What pattern has the
author used? How does this pattern introduce
us to the characters and the business of
Dombey and Son?

2. Examine the nouns and noun phrases that
Dickens has used for characters in this
passage, and consider how they contribute
to our understanding of the characters, their
relationships and their values.

e The baby is referred to as ‘Son’ with a
capital letter.

e Later, we learn that he will be given the
name Paul.

e Dombey addresses his wife as ‘Mrs Dombey’
and only hesitatingly, and only once, uses
the term of endearment ‘my dear’.

e Florence is described as ‘a piece of base
coin’ and ‘a bad Boy’. Her father refers to
her as ‘the person’.




e The only utterances that Florence makes
address her mother as ‘Mama’.

3. Read this paragraph again:

e Those three words conveyed the one idea
of Mr Dombey’s life. The earth was made
for Dombey and Son to trade in, and the
sun and moon were made to give them
light. Rivers and seas were formed to float
their ships; rainbows gave them promise
of fair weather; winds blew for or against
their enterprises; stars and planets circled in
their orbits, to preserve inviolate a system of
which they were the centre.

Underline the details that refer to the natural
world. What impression do these details
convey of Dombey’s attitude and business?

Consider the number of times that the
pronouns ‘their’ and ‘them’ are used. What
effect is created?

4. Read again the section in which Dombey’s
sister, Louisa Chick, talks about the baby
and its mother. How would you describe her
attitude towards Mrs Dombey? Why does she
say “If dear Fanny were a Dombey!”?

5. Dickens describes Mrs Dombey’s death at
the end of the chapter by using a metaphor
based on the sea. Which words has he used to
create this metaphor? Do you think this is an
appropriate metaphor for death? In particular,
how does it suit the death of Mrs Dombey of
Dombey and Son? Which other metaphors
may be used to describe death?

Extract 2

From chapter 2 of Oliver Twist by Charles
Dickens

In this account of Oliver’s early life, Dickens is
criticising the authorities responsible for the care
of orphans.

1. Explain what is meant by ‘treachery and
deception’. How do they apply to what
happens to Oliver Twist?

2. There are two authorities at work in this
passage: the workhouse and the parish. Use
a dictionary and discuss your understanding
of the words ‘dignity’ , ‘humility’,
magnanimously’, and ‘humanely’. What does
the author’s use of these words suggest about
his view of how the authorities behaved? How
does the language suggest that the authorities
cared little about Oliver?

3. Oliver, and other babies in the same position
as him, are referred to in this passage as
‘juvenile offenders against the poor-laws’ and
‘culprits’. What do these phrases suggest
about how the children were regarded?

4. How did the woman who looked after the
babies cheat them?

5. How might readers respond to this description
of Oliver’s situation?

6. What impression does Dickens create of the
conditions in the workhouse?

7. What is Charles Dickens’s tone when he
describes the scene as ‘this festive composition’?

8. Why has Dickens made the master of the
workhouse ‘fat and healthy’?

9. Why does the gentleman in the white waistcoat
predict that Oliver Twist “will be hung”?

Extract 3

From Silas Marner by George Eliot

1. Consider George Eliot’s presentation of Molly.
What is her motivation in making this journey?
George Eliot shows that Godfrey Cass was
wrong to leave her, and shows that Molly too
has faults. What are they? Did she intend to
leave her child?

2. Read the description of Silas before he finds
the child. How does George Eliot create a
sense of his loneliness and despair? What does
the description of the snowy night contribute to
our understanding of his isolation?

3. What is his reaction to finding the child on his
hearth?

4. How does George Eliot show us at the end of
the passage that Molly is dead?

5. What is your prediction for what will happen to
Molly’s child?

Closer reading
1. Identify the words and phrases where the
author personifies opium, and explain how this
helps us to understand Molly’s predicament.
2. Explore the symbolism of the extract
e Underline the references to light and dark in
this extract. How are they used to create the
atmosphere, and what symbolic effect do
they convey?
e What do you think is the significance of
these events happening on New Year’s Eve?
¢ Silas mistakes the child’s golden hair for the
return of his stolen money.
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Understanding and responding to the three

texts together

1. How does the reader respond to each of these
motherless children? What do they have in
common, and how are they different?

2. Why might stories about children have been
popular with 19th century readers? Why are
they still popular?

3. Each passage might help us to understand
something more about human nature and the
society in which we live. What do you think
each one shows us?

Dombey and Son

4. We see that the children in two of these
extracts still have fathers, but it does not
seem that that will be enough to secure their
happiness. Has the role of fathers changed
over time?

5. What do these passages say about the
innocence of children and their need for love?

6. What do the extracts from Dombey and Son
and Silas Marner suggest that children may
bring into people’s lives?

by Charles Dickens (published as a complete novel in 1848)

Extract from chapter 1

Dombey sat in the corner of the darkened room
in the great arm-chair by the bedside, and Son
lay tucked up warm in a little basket bedstead,
carefully disposed on a low settee immediately
in front of the fire and close to it, as if his
constitution were analogous to that of a muffin,
and it was essential to toast him brown while he
was very new.

Dombey was about eight-and-forty years of age.
Son about eight-and-forty minutes. Dombey was
rather bald, rather red, and though a handsome
well-made man, too stern and pompous in
appearance, to be prepossessing. Son was very
bald, and very red, and though (of course) an
undeniably fine infant, somewhat crushed and
spotty in his general effect, as yet.

Dombey, exulting in the long-looked-for event,
Jjingled and jingled the heavy gold watch-chain
that depended from below his trim blue coat,
whereof the buttons sparkled phosphorescently
in the feeble rays of the distant fire. Son, with his
little fists curled up and clenched, seemed, in his
feeble way, to be squaring at existence for having
come upon him so unexpectedly.

‘The House will once again, Mrs Dombey,’ said Mr

Dombey, ‘be not only in name but in fact Dombey
and Son;’ and he added, in a tone of luxurious
satisfaction, with his eyes half-closed as if he

were reading the name in a device of flowers, and
inhaling their fragrance at the same time; ‘Dombey
and Son!’

The words had such a softening influence, that he
appended a term of endearment to Mrs Dombey’s
name (though not without some hesitation,

as being a man but little used to that form of
address): and said, ‘Mrs Dombey, my—my dear.’

A transient flush of faint surprise overspread the
sick lady’s face as she raised her eyes towards
him.

‘He will be christened Paul, my—Mrs Dombey— of
course.’

She feebly echoed, ‘Of course,’ or rather
expressed it by the motion of her lips, and closed
her eyes again.

‘His father’s name, Mrs Dombey, and his
grandfather’s! | wish his grandfather were alive this
day! There is some inconvenience in the necessity
of writing Junior,” said Mr Dombey, making a
fictitious autograph on his knee; ‘but it is merely




of a private and personal complexion. It doesn’t
enter into the correspondence of the House. Its
signature remains the same.’ And again he said
‘Dombey and Son,’ in exactly the same tone as
before.

Those three words conveyed the one idea of Mr
Dombey’s life. The earth was made for Dombey
and Son to trade in, and the sun and moon were
made to give them light. Rivers and seas were
formed to float their ships; rainbows gave them
promise of fair weather; winds blew for or against
their enterprises; stars and planets circled in their
orbits, to preserve inviolate a system of which
they were the centre.

He had risen, as his father had before him, in the
course of life and death, from Son to Dombey,
and for nearly twenty years had been the sole
representative of the Firm. Of those years he had
been married, ten—married, as some said, to a
lady with no heart to give him; whose happiness
was in the past, and who was content to bind her
broken spirit to the dutiful and meek endurance
of the present. Dombey and Son had often dealt
in hides, but never in hearts. They left that fancy
ware to boys and girls, and boarding-schools and
books. Mr Dombey would have reasoned: That

a matrimonial alliance with himself must, in the
nature of things, be gratifying and honourable

to any woman of common sense. That the hope
of giving birth to a new partner in such a House,
could not fail to awaken a glorious and stirring
ambition in the breast of the least ambitious of
her sex. That Mrs Dombey had entered on that
social contract of matrimony: almost necessarily
part of a genteel and wealthy station, even without
reference to the perpetuation of family Firms: with
her eyes fully open to these advantages. That

Mrs Dombey had had daily practical knowledge
of his position in society. That Mrs Dombey had
always sat at the head of his table, and done the
honours of his house in a remarkably lady-like and
becoming manner. That Mrs Dombey must have
been happy. That she couldn’t help it.

They had been married ten years, and until this
present day on which Mr Dombey sat jingling and
jingling his heavy gold watch-chain in the great
arm-chair by the side of the bed, had had no
issue.

— To speak of; none worth mentioning. There had
been a girl some six years before, and the child,

who had stolen into the chamber unobserved,
was now crouching timidly, in a corner whence
she could see her mother’s face. But what was
a girl to Dombey and Son! In the capital of the
House’s name and dignity, such a child was
merely a piece of base coin that couldn’t be
invested—a bad Boy—nothing more.

Mr Dombey'’s cup of satisfaction was so full at this
moment, however, that he felt he could afford a
drop or two of its contents, even to sprinkle on the
dust in the by-path of his little daughter.

So he said, ‘Florence, you may go and look at
your pretty brother, if you like, | daresay. Don’t
touch him!’

The child glanced keenly at the blue coat and stiff
white cravat, which, with a pair of creaking boots
and a very loud ticking watch, embodied her idea
of a father; but her eyes returned to her mother’s
face immediately, and she neither moved nor
answered.

Next moment, the lady had opened her eyes and
seen the child; and the child had run towards her;
and, standing on tiptoe, the better to hide her

face in her embrace, had clung about her with a
desperate affection very much at variance with her
years.

‘Oh Lord bless me!’ said Mr Dombey, rising testily.
‘A very ill-advised and feverish proceeding this, |
am sure. Please to ring there for Miss Florence’s
nurse. Really the person should be more care-’

‘Wait! I—had better ask Doctor Peps if he’ll have
the goodness to step upstairs again perhaps.

I’ll go down. I’ll go down. | needn’t beg you,’ he
added, pausing for a moment at the settee before
the fire, ‘to take particular care of this young
gentleman, Mrs ——’

‘Blockitt, Sir?’ suggested the nurse, a simpering
piece of faded gentility, who did not presume to
state her name as a fact, but merely offered it as a
mild suggestion.

‘Of this young gentleman, Mrs Blockitt.’

‘No, Sir, indeed. | remember when Miss Florence
was born—"’

‘Ay, ay, ay,’ said Mr Dombey, bending over the
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basket bedstead, and slightly bending his brows
at the same time. ‘Miss Florence was all very well,
but this is another matter. This young gentleman
has to accomplish a destiny. A destiny, little
fellow!’ As he thus apostrophised the infant he
raised one of his hands to his lips, and kissed

it; then, seeming to fear that the action involved
some compromise of his dignity, went, awkwardly
enough, away,.

To record of Mr Dombey that he was not in his
way affected by this intelligence, would be to do
him an injustice. He was not a man of whom it
could properly be said that he was ever startled,
or shocked; but he certainly had a sense within
him, that if his wife should sicken and decay,

he would be very sorry, and that he would find

a something gone from among his plate and
furniture, and other household possessions, which
was well worth the having, and could not be lost
without sincere regret. Though it would be a cool,
business-like, gentlemanly, self-possessed regret,
no doubt.

His meditations on the subject were soon
interrupted, first by the rustling of garments on the
staircase, and then by the sudden whisking into
the room of a lady rather past the middle age than
otherwise but dressed in a very juvenile manner,
particularly as to the tightness of her bodice, who,
running up to him with a kind of screw in her face
and carriage, expressive of suppressed emotion,

flung her arms around his neck, and said, in a
choking voice,

‘My dear Paul! He’s quite a Dombey!’

‘Well, welll’ returned her brother—for Mr Dombey
was her brother— I think he is like the family.
Don’t agitate yourself, Louisa.’

‘It’s very foolish of me,’ said Louisa, sitting down,
and taking out her pocket-handkerchief, ‘but
he’s—he’s such a perfect Dombey!’

Mr Dombey coughed.

‘It’s so extraordinary,’ said Louisa; smiling through
her tears, which indeed were not overpowering,
‘as to be perfectly ridiculous. So completely our
family. | never saw anything like it in my lifel’

‘But what is this about Fanny, herself?’ said Mr
Dombey. ‘How is Fanny?’

‘My dear Paul,’ returned Louisa, ‘it’s nothing
whatever. Take my word, it’s nothing whatever.
There is exhaustion, certainly, but nothing like
what | underwent myself, either with George or
Frederick. An effort is necessary. That’s all. If dear
Fanny were a Dombey!—But | daresay she’ll make
it; I have no doubt she’ll make it. Knowing it to be
required of her, as a duty, of course she’ll make

it. My dear Paul, it’s very weak and silly of me, |




know, to be so trembly and shaky from head to
foot; but | am so very queer that | must ask you for
a glass of wine and a morsel of that cake.’

Mr Dombey promptly supplied her with these
refreshments from a tray on the table.

‘I shall not drink my love to you, Paul,’ said Louisa:
‘I shall drink to the little Dombey. Good gracious
mel—it’s the most astonishing thing | ever knew in
all my days, he’s such a perfect Dombey.’

‘Why, my dear Paull’ exclaimed his sister, ‘you
look quite pale! There’s nothing the matter?’

‘I am sorry to say, Louisa, that they tell me that
Fanny—~’

‘Now, my dear Paul,’ returned his sister rising,
‘don’t believe it ... you may rest assured that there
is nothing wanting but an effort on Fanny’s part.
And that effort,” she continued, taking off her
bonnet, and adjusting her cap and gloves, in a
business-like manner, ‘she must be encouraged,
and really, if necessary, urged to make. Now, my
dear Paul, come upstairs with me.’

Mr Dombey, who, besides being generally
influenced by his sister for the reason already
mentioned, had really faith in her as an
experienced and bustling matron, acquiesceqd;
and followed her, at once, to the sick chamber.

The lady lay upon her bed as he had left her,
clasping her little daughter to her breast. The child
clung close about her, with the same intensity as
before, and never raised her head, or moved her
soft cheek from her mother’s face, or looked on
those who stood around, or spoke, or moved, or
shed a tear.

‘Restless without the little girl,” the Doctor
whispered Mr Dombey. ‘We found it best to have
her in again.’

‘Can nothing be done?’ asked Mr Dombey.

The Doctor shook his head. ‘We can do no more.’

The windows stood open, and the twilight was
gathering without.

The scent of the restoratives that had been tried
was pungent in the room, but had no fragrance in

the dull and languid air the lady breathed.

There was such a solemn stillness round the bed;
and the two medical attendants seemed to look
on the impassive form with so much compassion
and so little hope, that Mrs Chick was for the
moment diverted from her purpose. But presently
summoning courage, and what she called
presence of mind, she sat down by the bedside,
and said in the low precise tone of one who
endeavours to awaken a sleeper:

‘Fanny! Fanny!’

There was no sound in answer but the loud ticking
of Mr Dombey’s watch and Doctor Parker Peps’s
watch, which seemed in the silence to be running
a race.

‘Fanny, my dear,’ said Mrs Chick, with assumed
lightness, ‘here’s Mr Dombey come to see you.
Won’t you speak to him? They want to lay your
little boy—the baby, Fanny, you know; you have
hardly seen him yet, | think—in bed; but they can’t
till you rouse yourself a little. Don’t you think it’s
time you roused yourself a little? Eh?’

She bent her ear to the bed, and listened: at the
same time looking round at the bystanders, and
holding up her finger.

‘Eh?’ she repeated, ‘what was it you said, Fanny?
I didn’t hear you.’

No word or sound in answer. Mr Dombey’s watch
and Dr Parker Peps’s watch seemed to be racing
faster.

‘Now, really, Fanny my dear,’ said the sister-in-law,
altering her position, and speaking less confidently,
and more earnestly, in spite of herself, ‘| shall

have to be quite cross with you, if you don’t rouse
yourself. It’s necessary for you to make an effort,
and perhaps a very great and painful effort which
you are not disposed to make; but this is a world
of effort you know, Fanny, and we must never yield,
when so much depends upon us. Come! Try! |
must really scold you if you don’tl’

The race in the ensuing pause was fierce and
furious. The watches seemed to jostle, and to trip
each other up.

‘Fanny!’ said Louisa, glancing round, with a
gathering alarm. ‘Only look at me. Only open your

10
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eyes to show me that you hear and understand
me; will you? Good Heaven, gentlemen, what is to
be done!l’

The two medical attendants exchanged a look
across the bed; and the Physician, stooping
down, whispered in the child’s ear. Not having
understood the purport of his whisper, the little
creature turned her perfectly colourless face
and deep dark eyes towards him; but without
loosening her hold in the least.

The whisper was repeated.

‘Mama!’ said the child.

Glossary

Issue: children
Mrs Louisa Chick: Dombey’s sister

The little voice, familiar and dearly loved,
awakened some show of consciousness, even

at that ebb. For a moment, the closed eye lids
trembled, and the nostril quivered, and the faintest
shadow of a smile was seen.

‘Mamal’ cried the child sobbing aloud. ‘Oh dear
Mama! oh dear Mama!’

The Doctor gently brushed the scattered ringlets
of the child, aside from the face and mouth of the
mother. Alas how calm they lay there; how little
breath there was to stir them!

Thus, clinging fast to that slight spar within her
arms, the mother drifted out upon the dark and
unknown sea that rolls round all the world.

Spar: a thick, strong pole used as a mast on a ship

Oliver Twist

by Charles Dickens (1838)

Introduction

Oliver’s unmarried mother gave birth to him
in a workhouse house after she had been
found lying in the street. She died after giving
birth, and since no-one knew who she was,
her baby was left in the care of the charitable
institutions in the parish.

Extract 1

For the next eight or ten months, Oliver was
the victim of a systematic course of treachery
and deception. He was brought up by hand.
The hungry and destitute situation of the infant
orphan was duly reported by the workhouse
authorities to the parish authorities. The parish

authorities inquired with dignity of the workhouse
authorities, whether there was no female then
domiciled in ‘the house’ who was in a situation

to impart to Oliver Twist, the consolation and
nourishment of which he stood in need. The
workhouse authorities replied with humility, that
there was not. Upon this, the parish authorities
magnanimously and humanely resolved, that
Oliver should be ‘farmed,’ or, in other words, that
he should be dispatched to a branch-workhouse
some three miles off, where twenty or thirty other
juvenile offenders against the poor-laws, rolled
about the floor all day, without the inconvenience
of too much food or too much clothing, under
the parental superintendence of an elderly
female, who received the culprits at and for the

11



consideration of sevenpence-halfpenny per small
head per week. Sevenpence-halfpenny’s worth
per week is a good round diet for a child; a great
deal may be got for sevenpence-halfpenny, quite
enough to overload its stomach, and make it
uncomfortable. The elderly female was a woman
of wisdom and experience; she knew what was
good for children; and she had a very accurate
perception of what was good for herself. So,

she appropriated the greater part of the weekly
stipend to her own use, and consigned the rising
parochial generation to even a shorter allowance
than was originally provided for them.

Extract 2

On his ninth birthday, Oliver Twist is taken to
the workhouse where he will be put to work
to earn his keep in very harsh conditions. The
following, very well-known passage, shows
Oliver challenging the system.

The room in which the boys were fed, was a large
stone hall, with a copper at one end: out of which
the master, dressed in an apron for the purpose,
and assisted by one or two women, ladled the
gruel at mealtimes. Of this festive composition
each boy had one porringer, and no more—except
on occasions of great public rejoicing, when he
had two ounces and a quarter of bread besides.

The bowls never wanted washing. The boys
polished them with their spoons till they shone
again; and when they had performed this
operation (which never took very long, the spoons
being nearly as large as the bowls), they would
sit staring at the copper, with such eager eyes,
as if they could have devoured the very bricks of
which it was composed; employing themselves,
meanwhile, in sucking their fingers most
assiduously, with the view of catching up any
stray splashes of gruel that might have been cast
thereon. Boys have generally excellent appetites.
Oliver Twist and his companions suffered the
tortures of slow starvation for three months: at
last they got so voracious and wild with hunger,
that one boy, who was tall for his age, and hadn’t
been used to that sort of thing (for his father

had kept a small cook-shop), hinted darkly to his
companions, that unless he had another basin

of gruel per diem, he was afraid he might some
night happen to eat the boy who slept next him,
who happened to be a weakly youth of tender
age. He had a wild, hungry eye; and they implicitly

believed him. A council was held; lots were cast
who should walk up to the master after supper
that evening, and ask for more; and it fell to
Oliver Twist.

The evening arrived; the boys took their places.
The master, in his cook’s uniform, stationed
himself at the copper; his pauper assistants
ranged themselves behind him; the gruel was
served out; and a long grace was said over the
short commons. The gruel disappeared; the boys
whispered each other, and winked at Oliver; while
his next neighbors nudged him. Child as he was,
he was desperate with hunger, and reckless with
misery. He rose from the table; and advancing

to the master, basin and spoon in hand, said:
somewhat alarmed at his own temerity: ‘Please,
sir, | want some more.’

The master was a fat, healthy man; but he turned
very pale. He gazed in stupefied astonishment on
the small rebel for some seconds, and then clung
for support to the copper. The assistants were
paralysed with wonder; the boys with fear.

‘What!’ said the master at length, in a faint voice.
‘Please, sir,” replied Oliver, ‘| want some more.’

The master aimed a blow at Oliver’s head with the
ladle; pinioned him in his arm; and shrieked aloud
for the beadle.

The board were sitting in solemn conclave,

when Mr. Bumble rushed into the room in great
excitement, and addressing the gentleman in the
high chair, said, ‘Mr. Limbkins, | beg your pardon,
sir! Oliver Twist has asked for more!’

There was a general start. Horror was depicted on
every countenance.

‘For more!’ said Mr. Limbkins. ‘Compose
yourself, Bumble, and answer me distinctly. Do |
understand that he asked for more, after he had
eaten the supper allotted by the dietary?’

‘He did, sir,’ replied Bumble.

‘That boy will be hung,’ said the gentleman in the
white waistcoat. ‘I know that boy will be hung.’

Nobody controverted the prophetic gentleman’s
opinion. An animated discussion took place.
Oliver was ordered into instant confinement; and a
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bill was next morning pasted on the outside of the
gate, offering a reward of five pounds to anybody
who would take Oliver Twist off the hands of the
parish. In other words, five pounds and Oliver

Glossary

Per diem:
Assiduously:
Voraciously:

Gruel:

Temerity:

Beadle:
The bill was pasted:

for each day
hungrily or greedily
rashness or boldness

the notice was put up

Silas Marner

by George Eliot (1861)

Twist were offered to any man or woman who
wanted an apprentice to any trade, business,
or calling.

persevering with care and effort
a type of thin porridge associated with poverty

an officer in a church or parish

Introduction

Silas Marner is a weaver who lives alone,
isolated from the society around him after
being wrongly accused of theft in the village
where he grew up. Over the years he has
accumulated a fortune from his work, and his
pleasure in life has been to count his gold and
see his fortune grow. One night, though, his
hoard of money is stolen, and he feels that he
has nothing left in the world. Godfrey Cass,
the son of the wealthy squire of Raveloe, has
secretly married a poor woman called Molly
and then left her because he is ashamed to tell
his family about their relationship. He would
like instead to be free to marry Nancy. On
New Year’s Eve, Molly has decided to bring
their baby to the party at the Squire’s house to
confront her husband and reveal the secret.

Extract from Chapter 12

Molly’s journey
While Godfrey Cass was taking draughts of
forgetfulness from the sweet presence of Nancy,

willingly losing all sense of that hidden bond
which at other moments galled and fretted him
So as to mingle irritation with the very sunshine,
Godfrey’s wife was walking with slow uncertain
steps through the snow-covered Raveloe lanes,
carrying her child in her arms.

This journey on New Year’s Eve was a
premeditated act of vengeance which she had
kept in her heart ever since Godfrey, in a fit of
passion, had told her he would sooner die than
acknowledge her as his wife. There would be

a great party at the Red House on New Year’s
Eve, she knew: her husband would be smiling
and smiled upon, hiding her existence in the
darkest corner of his heart. But she would mar
his pleasure: she would go in her dingy rags, with
her faded face, once as handsome as the best,
with her little child that had its father’s hair and
eyes, and disclose herself to the Squire as his
eldest son’s wife. It is seldom that the miserable
can help regarding their misery as a wrong
inflicted by those who are less miserable. Molly
knew that the cause of her dingy rags was not
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her husband’s neglect, but the demon Opium to
whom she was enslaved, body and soul, except in
the lingering mother’s tenderness that refused to
give him her hungry child. She knew this well; and
yet, in the moments of wretched unbenumbed
consciousness, the sense of her want and
degradation transformed itself continually into
bitterness towards Godfrey. He was well off;

and if she had her rights she would be well off
too. The belief that he repented his marriage,

and suffered from it, only aggravated her
vindictiveness. Just and self-reproving thoughts
do not come to us too thickly, even in the purest
air, and with the best lessons of heaven and
earth;, how should those white-winged delicate
messengers make their way to Molly’s poisoned
chamber, inhabited by no higher memories than
those of a barmaid’s paradise of pink ribbons and
gentlemen’s jokes?

She had set out at an early hour, but had lingered
on the road, inclined by her indolence to believe
that if she waited under a warm shed the snow
would cease to fall. She had waited longer than
she knew, and now that she found herself belated

in the snow-hidden ruggedness of the long lanes,
even the animation of a vindictive purpose could
not keep her spirit from failing. It was seven
o’clock, and by this time she was not very far from
Raveloe, but she was not familiar enough with
those monotonous lanes to know how near she
was to her journey’s end.

Molly’s addiction overcomes her

She needed comfort, and she knew but one
comforter—the familiar demon in her bosom; but
she hesitated a moment, after drawing out the
black remnant, before she raised it to her lips. In
that moment the mother’s love pleaded for painful
consciousness rather than oblivion—pleaded to
be left in aching weariness, rather than to have
the encircling arms benumbed so that they could
not feel the dear burden. In another moment
Molly had flung something away, but it was not
the black remnant—it was an empty phial. And
she walked on again under the breaking cloud,
from which there came now and then the light of a
quickly veiled star, for a freezing wind had sprung
up since the snowing had ceased. But she walked
always more and more drowsily, and clutched
more and more automatically the sleeping child at
her bosom.

Slowly the demon was working his will, and cold
and weariness were his helpers. Soon she felt
nothing but a supreme immediate longing that
curtained off all futurity—the longing to lie down
and sleep. She had arrived at a spot where her
footsteps were no longer checked by a hedgerow,
and she had wandered vaguely, unable to
distinguish any objects, notwithstanding the wide
whiteness around her, and the growing starlight.
She sank down against a straggling furze bush,
an easy pillow enough; and the bed of snow,

too, was soft. She did not feel that the bed was
cold, and did not heed whether the child would
wake and cry for her. But her arms had not yet
relaxed their instinctive clutch; and the little one
slumbered on as gently as if it had been rocked in
a lace-trimmed cradle.

A baby left alone

But the complete torpor came at last: the fingers
lost their tension, the arms unbent; then the little
head fell away from the bosom, and the blue
eyes opened wide on the cold starlight. At first
there was a little peevish cry of “mammy”, and an
effort to regain the pillowing arm and bosom; but
mammy’s ear was deaf, and the pillow seemed
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to be slipping away backward. Suddenly, as the
child rolled downward on its mother’s knees, all
wet with snow, its eyes were caught by a bright
glancing light on the white ground, and, with the
ready transition of infancy, it was immediately
absorbed in watching the bright living thing
running towards it, yet never arriving. That bright
living thing must be caught; and in an instant

the child had slipped on all-fours, and held out
one little hand to catch the gleam. But the gleam
would not be caught in that way, and now the
head was held up to see where the cunning gleam
came from. It came from a very bright place; and
the little one, rising on its legs, toddled through
the snow, the old grimy shawl in which it was
wrapped trailing behind it, and the queer little
bonnet dangling at its back—toddled on to the
open door of Silas Marner’s cottage, and right

up to the warm hearth, where there was a bright
fire of logs and sticks, which had thoroughly
warmed the old sack (Silas’s greatcoat) spread out
on the bricks to dry. The little one, accustomed

to be left to itself for long hours without notice
from its mother, squatted down on the sack,

and spread its tiny hands towards the blaze, in
perfect contentment, gurgling and making many
inarticulate communications to the cheerful fire,
like a new-hatched gosling beginning to find itself
comfortable. But presently the warmth had a
lulling effect, and the little golden head sank down
on the old sack, and the blue eyes were veiled by
their delicate half-transparent lids.

Silas Marner finds the child

But where was Silas Marner while this strange
visitor had come to his hearth? He was in the
cottage, but he did not see the child. During the
last few weeks, since he had lost his money, he
had contracted the habit of opening his door and
looking out from time to time, as if he thought that
his money might be somehow coming back to
him, or that some trace, some news of it, might
be mysteriously on the road, and be caught by
the listening ear or the straining eye. It was chiefly
at night, when he was not occupied in his loom,
that he fell into this repetition of an act for which
he could have assigned no definite purpose, and
which can hardly be understood except by those
who have undergone a bewildering separation
from a supremely loved object. In the evening
twilight, and later whenever the night was not
dark, Silas looked out on that narrow prospect
round the Stone-pits, listening and gazing, not
with hope, but with mere yearning and unrest.

This morning he had been told by some of his
neighbours that it was New Year’s Eve, and that
he must sit up and hear the old year rung out and
the new rung in, because that was good luck, and
might bring his money back again. This was only a
friendly Raveloe-way of jesting with the half-crazy
oddities of a miser, but it had perhaps helped to
throw Silas into a more than usually excited state.
Since the on-coming of twilight he had opened
his door again and again, though only to shut it
immediately at seeing all distance veiled by the
falling snow. But the last time he opened it the
snow had ceased, and the clouds were parting
here and there. He stood and listened, and gazed
for a long while —there was really something

on the road coming towards him then, but he
caught no sign of it; and the stillness and the wide
trackless snow seemed to narrow his solitude, and
touched his yearning with the chill of despair. He
went in again, and put his right hand on the latch
of the door to close it—but he did not close it: he
was arrested, as he had been already since his
loss, by the invisible wand of catalepsy, and stood
like a graven image, with wide but sightless eyes,
holding open his door, powerless to resist either
the good or the evil that might enter there.

When Marner’s sensibility returned, he continued
the action which had been arrested, and

closed his door, unaware of the chasm in his
consciousness, unaware of any intermediate
change, except that the light had grown dim,
and that he was chilled and faint. He thought

he had been too long standing at the door and
looking out. Turning towards the hearth, where
the two logs had fallen apart, and sent forth only
a red uncertain glimmer, he seated himself on his
fireside chair, and was stooping to push his logs
together, when, to his blurred vision, it seemed
as if there were gold on the floor in front of the
hearth. Gold!—his own gold—brought back to
him as mysteriously as it had been taken away!
He felt his heart begin to beat violently, and for

a few moments he was unable to stretch out his
hand and grasp the restored treasure. The heap
of gold seemed to glow and get larger beneath
his agitated gaze. He leaned forward at last, and
stretched forth his hand; but instead of the hard
coin with the familiar resisting outline, his fingers
encountered soft warm curls. In utter amazement,
Silas fell on his knees and bent his head low to
examine the marvel: it was a sleeping child—a
round, fair thing, with soft yellow rings all over

its head. Could this be his little sister come back
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to him in a dream—his little sister whom he had
carried about in his arms for a year before she
died, when he was a small boy without shoes

or stockings? That was the first thought that
darted across Silas’s blank wonderment. Was it

a dream? He rose to his feet again, pushed his
logs together, and, throwing on some dried leaves
and sticks, raised a flame; but the flame did not
disperse the vision—it only lit up more distinctly
the little round form of the child, and its shabby
clothing. It was very much like his little sister.

Silas sank into his chair powerless, under the
double presence of an inexplicable surprise and

a hurrying influx of memories. How and when had
the child come in without his knowledge? He had
never been beyond the door. But along with that
question, and almost thrusting it away, there was a
vision of the old home and the old streets leading
to Lantern Yard—and within that vision another,
of the thoughts which had been present with

him in those far-off scenes. The thoughts were
strange to him now, like old friendships impossible
to revive; and yet he had a dreamy feeling that
this child was somehow a message come to

him from that far-off life: it stirred fibres that had
never been moved in Raveloe—old quiverings

of tenderness—old impressions of awe at the
presentiment of some Power presiding over his
life; for his imagination had not yet extricated itself
from the sense of mystery in the child’s sudden
presence, and had formed no conjectures of
ordinary natural means by which the event could
have been brought about.

Silas takes care of the child

But there was a cry on the hearth: the child had
awaked, and Marner stooped to lift it on his

knee. It clung round his neck, and burst louder
and louder into that mingling of inarticulate cries
with “mammy” by which little children express
the bewilderment of waking. Silas pressed it to
him, and almost unconsciously uttered sounds of
hushing tenderness, while he bethought himself
that some of his porridge, which had got cool by

Glossary

Indolence: laziness

Vindictiveness: spiteful or seeking revenge

the dying fire, would do to feed the child with if it
were only warmed up a little.

He had plenty to do through the next hour. The
porridge, sweetened with some dry brown sugar
from an old store which he had refrained from
using for himself, stopped the cries of the little
one, and made her lift her blue eyes with a wide
quiet gaze at Silas, as he put the spoon into her
mouth. Presently she slipped from his knee and
began to toddle about, but with a pretty stagger
that made Silas jump up and follow her lest she
should fall against anything that would hurt her.
But she only fell in a sitting posture on the ground,
and began to pull at her boots, looking up at him
with a crying face as if the boots hurt her. He took
her on his knee again, but it was some time before
it occurred to Silas’s dull bachelor mind that

the wet boots were the grievance, pressing on
her warm ankles. He got them off with difficulty,
and baby was at once happily occupied with the
primary mystery of her own toes, inviting Silas,
with much chuckling, to consider the mystery

too. But the wet boots had at last suggested

to Silas that the child had been walking on the
snow, and this roused him from his entire oblivion
of any ordinary means by which it could have
entered or been brought into his house. Under the
prompting of this new idea, and without waiting
to form conjectures, he raised the child in his
arms, and went to the door. As soon as he had
opened it, there was the cry of “mammy” again,
which Silas had not heard since the child’s first
hungry waking. Bending forward, he could just
discern the marks made by the little feet on the
virgin snow, and he followed their track to the
furze bushes. “Mammy!” the little one cried again
and again, stretching itself forward so as almost to
escape from Silas’s arms, before he himself was
aware that there was something more than the
bush before him—that there was a human boady,
with the head sunk low in the furze, and half-
covered with the shaken snow.

Catalepsy: a trance-like state, a fixed position, loss of sensation
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Childhood and family 2: education

Aims:
e to understand the nature of education during
the 19th century

e to be able to discuss the issues raised in
literary texts about the treatment of children

e to be able to compare different authors’
presentation of education in literature.

Starter or hook

Discuss modern stories and films set in schools.
Why are they popular? Which stock characters
do we recognise in them: the cruel teacher? The
bully? The nervous new pupil?

Researching the 19th-century context
e The history of education.

e Students might interview older friends and
relatives to compare their school experiences.

e Look at the prospectuses or websites of
boarding schools. What is their appeal and
what reassurances do they offer to parents and
families? Would day school students like to
attend boarding school?

Texts

Conditions

Jane Eyre by Charlotte Bronte (1847) —
extract 1 describing Jane’s experience
on arrival at Lowood School

Nicholas Nickleby by Charles Dickens
(1839) — extract 1

Teachers
Jane Eyre — extract 2 describing Miss
Temple

David Copperfield by Charles Dickens
(1850) — description of Mr Creakle

Curriculum
Nicholas Nickleby — extract 2

Hard Times by Charles Dickens (1854)

Punishment
Jane Eyre — extract 3

Understanding and responding

Conditions

1. List all the features that show the harsh
conditions for pupils at Lowood School and
Dotheboys Hall. What is their effect on the
children there?

2. Who has the power in these schools? Why
are the children powerless to change things?
Consider how some of the differences
between the 19th and 21st centuries such as
communications and transport and the legal
framework might be relevant.

3. Lowood School is a Christian charity
institution. How are its Christian values shown?

Teachers
1. Which of the teachers in these extracts is the
most liked and respected? Why?

2. Analyse the names that authors have given
to these teachers. What associations do they
suggest? How far do their names match their
personalities?

Curriculum

1. Compare the range of subjects in your own
education with those covered in the schools
in these extracts. What determines the school
curriculum? Which subjects do you think
should be studied? What is the balance in
your education between learning facts and
developing the imagination and wider skills? Is
the balance the right one?

2. What do you think is Charles Dickens’s view of
the curriculum on offer in this school?

Punishment

1. Only thirty years ago, corporal punishment was
still used in schools. The death penalty was
abolished in the UK only in 1998, though the
last hanging of a criminal was in 1965. What
was your response to the corporal punishment
of children in these extracts?

2. Do you think your response will be different
from that of contemporary readers?
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Jane Eyre

by Charlotte Bronte (1847)

Introduction

In this passage Jane Eyre, aged ten, describes
her introduction to Lowood School, which is a
charitable, boarding institution for orphaned
girls.

Extract 1

The night passed rapidly. | was too tired even to
dream; | only once awoke to hear the wind rave in
furious gusts, and the rain fall in torrents, and to
be sensible that Miss Miller had taken her place by
my side. When | again unclosed my eyes, a loud
bell was ringing; the girls were up and dressing;
day had not yet begun to dawn, and a rushlight

or two burned in the room. | too rose reluctantly;
it was bitter cold, and | dressed as well as | could
for shivering, and washed when there was a basin
at liberty, which did not occur soon, as there was
but one basin to six girls, on the stands down the
middle of the room. Again the bell rang: all formed
in file, two and two, and in that order descended
the stairs and entered the cold and dimly lit
schoolroom: here prayers were read by Miss
Miller; afterwards she called out—

“Form classes!”

A great tumult succeeded for some minutes,
during which Miss Miller repeatedly exclaimed,
“Silence!” and “Order!” When it subsided, | saw
them all drawn up in four semicircles, before four
chairs, placed at the four tables; all held books

in their hands, and a great book, like a Bible, lay
on each table, before the vacant seat. A pause of
some seconds succeeded, filled up by the low,
vague hum of numbers; Miss Miller walked from
class to class, hushing this indefinite sound.

A distant bell tinkled: immediately three ladies
entered the room, each walked to a table and
took her seat. Miss Miller assumed the fourth
vacant chair, which was that nearest the door, and
around which the smallest of the children were
assembled: to this inferior class | was called, and
placed at the bottom of it.

Business now began, the day’s Collect was

repeated, then certain texts of Scripture were
said, and to these succeeded a protracted reading
of chapters in the Bible, which lasted an hour. By
the time that exercise was terminated, day had
fully dawned. The indefatigable bell now sounded
for the fourth time: the classes were marshalled
and marched into another room to breakfast:

how glad | was to behold a prospect of getting
something to eat! | was now nearly sick from
inanition, having taken so little the day before.

In the following passage, Mr Brocklehurst,
a clergyman and benefactor of Lowood has
come to inspect the school.

Meantime, Mr. Brocklehurst, standing on the
hearth with his hands behind his back, majestically
surveyed the whole school. Suddenly his eye

gave a blink, as if it had met something that either
dazzled or shocked its pupil; turning, he said in
more rapid accents than he had hitherto used—
“Miss Temple, Miss Temple, what—what is that girl
with curled hair? Red hair, ma’am, curled—curled
all over?” And extending his cane he pointed to
the awful object, his hand shaking as he did so.

“It is Julia Severn,” replied Miss Temple, very
quietly.

“Julia Severn, ma’am! And why has she, or any
other, curled hair? Why, in defiance of every
precept and principle of this house, does she
conform to the world so openly—here in an
evangelical, charitable establishment—as to wear
her hair one mass of curls?”

“Julia’s hair curls naturally,” returned Miss Temple,
still more quietly.

“Naturally! Yes, but we are not to conform to
nature; | wish these girls to be the children of
Grace: and why that abundance? | have again

and again intimated that | desire the hair to be
arranged closely, modestly, plainly. Miss Temple,
that girl’s hair must be cut off entirely; | will send a
barber to-morrow: and | see others who have far
too much of the excrescence—that tall girl, tell her
to turn round. Tell all the first form to rise up and
direct their faces to the wall.”
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He scrutinised the reverse of these living medals
some five minutes, then pronounced sentence.

Nicholas Nickleby

by Charles Dickens (1839)

These words fell like the knell of doom— “All those
top-knots must be cut off.”

Extract 1

This passage describes the conditions in a
school called Dotheboys Hall

It was such a crowded scene, and there were so
many objects to attract attention, that, at first,
Nicholas stared about him, really without seeing
anything at all. By degrees, however, the place
resolved itself into a bare and dirty room, with a
couple of windows, whereof a tenth part might
be of glass, the remainder being stopped up with
old copy-books and paper. There were a couple
of long old rickety desks, cut and notched, and
inked, and damaged, in every possible way; two
or three forms; a detached desk for Squeers;
and another for his assistant. The ceiling was
supported, like that of a barn, by cross-beams
and rafters; and the walls were so stained

and discoloured, that it was impossible to tell
whether they had ever been touched with paint
or whitewash.

But the pupils - the young noblemen! How the last
faint traces of hope, the remotest glimmering of
any good to be derived from his efforts in this den,
faded from the mind of Nicholas as he looked in
dismay around! Pale and haggard faces, lank and
bony figures, children with the countenances of
old men, deformities with irons upon their limbs,
boys of stunted growth, and others whose long
meagre legs would hardly bear their stooping
bodies, all crowded on the view together; there
were the bleared eye, the hare-lip, the crooked
foot, and every ugliness or distortion that told of
unnatural aversion conceived by parents for their
offspring, or of young lives which, from the earliest
dawn of infancy, had been one horrible endurance
of cruelty and neglect. There were little faces
which should have been handsome, darkened
with the scowl of sullen, dogged suffering;

there was childhood with the light of its eye
quenched, its beauty gone, and its helplessness
alone remaining; there were vicious-faced boys,
brooding, with leaden eyes, like malefactors in a
jail; and there were young creatures on whom the
sins of their frail parents had descended, weeping
even for the mercenary nurses they had known,
and lonesome even in their loneliness. With every
kindly sympathy and affection blasted in its birth,
with every young and healthy feeling flogged and
starved down, with every revengeful passion that
can fester in swollen hearts, eating its evil way to
their core in silence, what an incipient Hell was
breeding here!
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Jane Eyre

by Charlotte Bronte (1847)

Extract 2

Jane Eyre describes Miss Temple,
superintendent of Lowood School

| suppose | have a considerable organ of
veneration, for | retain yet the sense of admiring
awe with which my eyes traced her steps. Seen
now, in broad daylight, she looked tall, fair, and
shapely; brown eyes with a benignant light in their
irids, and a fine pencilling of long lashes round,
relieved the whiteness of her large front; on each
of her temples her hair, of a very dark brown, was
clustered in round curls, according to the fashion
of those times, when neither smooth bands nor
long ringlets were in vogue; her dress, also in the
mode of the day, was of purple cloth, relieved

by a sort of Spanish trimming of black velvet;

a gold watch (watches were not so common

then as now) shone at her girdle. Let the reader
add, to complete the picture, refined features; a
complexion, if pale, clear; and a stately air and
carriage, and he will have, at least, as clearly as
words can give it, a correct idea of the exterior of
Miss Temple —Maria Temple, as | afterwards saw
the name written in a prayer-book intrusted to me
to carry to church.

David Copperfield

by Charles Dickens (1850)

The superintendent of Lowood (for such was this
lady) having taken her seat before a pair of globes
placed on one of the tables, summoned the first
class round her, and commenced giving a lesson
on geography; the lower classes were called

by the teachers: repetitions in history, grammar,
&c., went on for an hour; writing and arithmetic
succeeded, and music lessons were given by Miss
Temple to some of the elder girls. The duration of
each lesson was measured by the clock, which at
last struck twelve. The superintendent rose —

“I have a word to address to the pupils,” said she.

The tumult of cessation from lessons was already
breaking forth, but it sank at her voice. She went
on—

“You had this morning a breakfast which you
could not eat; you must be hungry: —1I have
ordered that a lunch of bread and cheese shall be
served to all.”

The teachers looked at her with a sort of surprise.

“It is to be done on my responsibility,” she added,
in an explanatory tone to them, and immediately
afterwards left the room.

David Copperfield describes his teacher,
Mr Creakle.

School began in earnest next day. A profound
impression was made upon me, | remember, by
the roar of voices in the schoolroom suddenly
becoming hushed as death when Mr. Creakle
entered after breakfast, and stood in the doorway
looking round upon us like a giant in a story-book
surveying his captives.

Tungay stood at Mr. Creakle’s elbow. He had
no occasion, | thought, to cry out ‘Silence!’
so ferociously, for the boys were all struck
speechless and motionless.

Mr. Creakle was seen to speak, and Tungay was
heard, to this effect.

‘Now, boys, this is a new half. Take care what
you’re about, in this new half. Come fresh up to
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the lessons, | advise you, for | come fresh up to the
punishment. | won’t flinch. It will be of no use your
rubbing yourselves; you won'’t rub the marks out
that | shall give you. Now get to work, every boy!’

When this dreadful exordium was over, and
Tungay had stumped out again, Mr. Creakle came
to where | sat, and told me that if | were famous
for biting, he was famous for biting, too. He

then showed me the cane, and asked me what |
thought of THAT, for a tooth? Was it a sharp tooth,
hey? Was it a double tooth, hey? Had it a deep
prong, hey? Did it bite, hey? Did it bite? At every
question he gave me a fleshy cut with it that made
me writhe; so | was very soon made free of Salem
House (as Steerforth said), and was very soon in
tears also.

Not that | mean to say these were special marks of
distinction, which only | received. On the contrary,

a large majority of the boys (especially the smaller

ones) were visited with similar instances of notice,

as Mr. Creakle made the round of the schoolroom.

Half the establishment was writhing and crying,

Nicholas Nickleby

by Charles Dickens (1839)

before the day’s work began; and how much of it
had writhed and cried before the day’s work was
over, | am really afraid to recollect, lest | should
seem to exaggerate.

I should think there never can have been a man
who enjoyed his profession more than Mr. Creakle
did. He had a delight in cutting at the boys, which
was like the satisfaction of a craving appetite. |
am confident that he couldn’t resist a chubby boy,
especially; that there was a fascination in such

a subject, which made him restless in his mind,
until he had scored and marked him for the day. |
was chubby myself, and ought to know. | am sure
when | think of the fellow now, my blood rises
against him with the disinterested indignation |
should feel if | could have known all about him
without having ever been in his power; but it

rises hotly, because | know him to have been an
incapable brute, who had no more right to be
possessed of the great trust he held, than to be
Lord High Admiral, or Commander-in-Chief — in
either of which capacities it is probable that he
would have done infinitely less mischief.

Extract 2

Nicholas Nickleby joins the school as an
assistant teacher and hears about the
curriculum.

‘This is the first class in English spelling and
philosophy, Nickleby,’ said Squeers, beckoning
Nicholas to stand beside him. ‘We’ll get up a
Latin one, and hand that over to you. Now, then,
where’s the first boy?’

‘Please, sir, he’s cleaning the back-parlour
window,’ said the temporary head of the
philosophical class.

‘So he is, to be sure,’ rejoined Squeers. ‘We go
upon the practical mode of teaching, Nickleby; the
regular education system. C-I-e-a- n, clean, verb

active, to make bright, to scour. W-i-n, win, d-e-r,
der, winder, a casement. When the boy knows
this out of book, he goes and does it. It’s just the
same principle as the use of the globes. Where’s
the second boy?’

‘Please, sir, he’s weeding the garden,’ replied a
small voice.

‘To be sure,’ said Squeers, by no means
disconcerted. ‘So he is. B-o-t, bot, t-i-n, tin,
bottin, n-e-y, ney, bottinney, noun substantive, a
knowledge of plants. When he has learned that
bottinney means a knowledge of plants, he goes
and knows ‘em. That’s our system, Nickleby: what
do you think of it?’

‘It’s very useful one, at any rate,” answered
Nicholas.
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‘I believe you,’ rejoined Squeers, not remarking
the emphasis of his usher. ‘Third boy, what’s a
horse?’

‘A beast, sir,’ replied the boy.
‘So it is,” said Squeers. ‘Ain’t it, Nickleby?’

‘I believe there is no doubt of that, sir,” answered
Nicholas.

‘Of course there isn’t,” said Squeers. ‘A horse is
a quadruped, and quadruped’s Latin for beast,
as everybody that’s gone through the grammar
knows, or else where’s the use of having
grammars at all?’

‘Where, indeed!’ said Nicholas abstractedly.

‘As you’re perfect in that,” resumed Squeers,
turning to the boy, ‘go and look after MY horse,
and rub him down well, or I’ll rub you down.

The rest of the class go and draw water up, till
somebody tells you to leave off, for it’s washing-
day tomorrow, and they want the coppers filled.’

Hard Times

by Charles Dickens (1854)

So saying, he dismissed the first class to their
experiments in practical philosophy, and eyed
Nicholas with a look, half cunning and half
doubtful, as if he were not altogether certain what
he might think of him by this time.

‘That’s the way we do it, Nickleby,’ he said, after a
pause.

Nicholas shrugged his shoulders in a manner that
was scarcely perceptible, and said he saw it was.

‘And a very good way it is, too,’ said Squeers.
‘Now, just take them fourteen little boys and hear
them some reading, because, you know, you must
begin to be useful. Idling about here won’t do.’

Mr Squeers said this, as if it had suddenly
occurred to him, either that he must not say too
much to his assistant, or that his assistant did not
say enough to him in praise of the establishment.
The children were arranged in a semicircle round
the new master, and he was soon listening to their
adull, drawling, hesitating recital of those stories of
engrossing interest which are to be found in the
more antiquated spelling-books.

Chapter 2 Murdering the Innocents

In this passage a teacher called Thomas
Gradgrind introduces himself and his teaching
methods. He is accompanied at the school by
an important gentleman who shares his view
of education.

‘Thomas Gradgrind, sir. A man of realities. A man
of fact and calculations. A man who proceeds
upon the principle that two and two are four, and
nothing over, and who is not to be talked into
allowing for anything over. Thomas Gradgrind, sir
- peremptorily Thomas - Thomas Gradgrind. With
a rule and a pair of scales, and the multiplication
table always in his pocket, sir, ready to weigh and
measure any parcel of human nature, and tell you

exactly what it comes to. It is a mere question of
figures, a case simple arithmetic.’

In such terms Mr. Gradgrind always mentally
introduced himself, whether to his private circle of
acquaintance, or to the public in general.

‘Girl number twenty,’” said Mr. Gradgrind, squarely
pointing with his square forefinger, ‘I don’t know
that girl. Who is that girl?’

‘Sissy Jupe, sir,” explained number twenty,
blushing, standing up, and curtseying.

‘Sissy is not a name,’ said Mr. Gradgrind. ‘Don’t
call yourself Sissy. Call yourself Cecilia.’
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‘My father as calls me Sissy, sir,” returned the young
girl in a trembling voice, and with another curtsey.

‘Then he has no business to do it,” said Mr.
Gradgrind. ‘Tell him he mustn’t. Cecilia Jupe. Let
me see. What is your father?’

‘He belongs to the horse-riding, if you please, sir.’

Mr. Gradgrind frowned, and waved off the
objectionable calling with his hand.

‘We don’t want to know anything about that, here.
You mustn’t tell us about that, here. Your father
breaks horses, does he?’

‘If you please, sir, when they can get any to break,
they do break horses in the ring, sir.’

‘You mustn’t tell us about the ring, here. Veery well,
then Describe your father as a horsebreaker. He
doctors sick horses, | dare say?’

‘Oh yes, sir.’

‘Very well, then. He is a veterinary surgeon, a
farrier and horsebreaker. Give me your definition
of a horse.’

(Sissy Jupe thrown into the greatest alarm by this
demand.)

‘Girl number twenty unable to define a horse!’ said
Mr. Gradgrind, for the general behoof of all the
little pitchers. ‘Girl number twenty possessed of
no facts, in reference to one of the commonest of
animals! Some boy’s definition of a horse. Bitzer,
yours.’

The square finger, moving here and there, lighted
suddenly on Bitzer, perhaps because he chanced
to sit in the same ray of sunlight which, darting

in at one of the bare windows of the intensely
whitewashed room, irradiated Sissy.

‘Bitzer,” said Thomas Gradgrind. ‘Your definition of
a horse.’

‘Quadruped. Graminivorous. Forty teeth, namely
twenty-four grinders, four eye-teeth, and twelve
incisive. Sheds coat in the spring; in marshy
countries, sheds hoofs, too. Hoofs hard, but
requiring to be shod with iron. Age known by
marks in mouth.’ Thus (and much more) Bitzer.

‘Now girl number twenty,’ said Mr. Gradgrind.
‘You know what a horse is.’

The gentleman now stepped forth.

‘Very well,” said this gentleman, briskly smiling and
folding his arms. ‘That’s a horse. Now, let me ask
you girls and boys, would you paper a room with
representations of horses?’

A pause.

“I'll explain to you, then,’ said the gentleman, after
another and a dismal pause, ‘why you wouldn’t
paper a room with representations of horses. Do
you ever see horses walking up and down the
sides of rooms in reality — in fact? Do you?’

‘Yes, sir!’ from one half. ‘No, sir!’ from the other.

‘Of course no,’ said the gentleman, with an
indignant look at the wrong half. ‘Why, then, you
are not to see anywhere, what you don’t see in
fact; you are not to have anywhere, what you
don’t have in fact. What is called Taste, is only
another name for Fact.’

Thomas Gradgrind nodded his approbation.

‘This is a new principle, a discovery, a great
discovery,’ said the gentleman. ‘Now, I’ll try you
again. Suppose you were going to carpet a room.
Would you use a carpet having a representation of
flowers upon it?’

There being a general conviction by this time
that ‘No, sirl’ was always the right answer to this
gentleman, the chorus of No was very strong.
Only a few feeble stragglers said Yes; among
them Sissy Jupe.

‘Girl number twenty,’ said the gentleman, smiling
in the calm strength of knowledge.

Sissy blushed, and stood up.

‘So you would carpet your room — or your
husband’s room, if you were a grown woman, and
had a husband - with representations of flowers,
would you,’ said the gentleman. ‘Why would you?’

‘If you please, sir, | am very fond of flowers,’
returned the girl.
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‘And is that why you would put tables and chairs
upon them, and have people walking over them
with heavy boots?’

‘It wouldn’t hurt them, sir. They wouldn’t crush
and wither if you please, sir. They would be the
pictures of what was very pretty and pleasant, and
I would fancy --’

‘Ay, ay, ay! But you mustn’t fancy,’ cried the
gentleman, quite elated by coming so happily to
his point. ‘That’s it! You are never to fancy.’

“You are not, Cecilia Jupe,” Thomas Gradgrind
solemnly repeated, ‘to do anything of that kind.’

‘Fact, fact, fact!’ said the gentleman. And ‘Fact,
fact, fact!’ repeated Thomas Gradgrind.

“You are to be in all things regulated and

governed,’ said the gentleman, ‘by fact. We hope
to have, before long, a board of fact, composed of

Jane Eyre

by Charlotte Bronte (1847)

commissioners of fact, who will force the people
to be a people of fact, and of nothing but fact.
You must discard the word Fancy altogether.
You have nothing to do with it. You are not to
have, in any object of use of ornament, what
would be a contradiction in fact. You don’t walk
upon flowers in fact; you cannot be allowed to
walk upon flowers in carpets. You don'’t find
that foreign birds and butterflies come and
perch upon your crockery. You never meet with
quadrupeds going up and down walls; you must
not have quadrupeds represented upon walls.
You must use,’ said the gentleman, ‘for all these
purposes, combinations and modifications (in
primary colours) of mathematical figures which are
susceptible of proof and demonstration. This is
the new discovery. This is fact. This is taste.’

The girl curtseyed, and sat down. She was very
young, and she looked as if she were frightened
by the matter of fact prospect the world afforded.

Extract 3

Punishment at Lowood School

At first, being little accustomed to learn by heart,
the lessons appeared to me both long and
difficult; the frequent change from task to task,
too, bewildered me; and | was glad when, about
three o’clock in the afternoon, Miss Smith put
into my hands a border of muslin two yards long,
together with needle, thimble, &c., and sent me
to sit in a quiet corner of the schoolroom, with
directions to hem the same. At that hour most of
the others were sewing likewise; but one class still
stood round Miss Scatcherd’s chair reading, and
as all was quiet, the subject of their lessons could
be heard, together with the manner in which each
girl acquitted herself, and the animadversions

or commendations of Miss Scatcherd on the
performance. It was English history: among

the readers | observed my acquaintance of the
verandah: at the commencement of the lesson,
her place had been at the top of the class, but for

some error of pronunciation, or some inattention
to stops, she was suddenly sent to the very
bottom. Even in that obscure position, Miss
Scatcherd continued to make her an object of
constant notice: she was continually addressing to
her such phrases as the following: —

“Burns” (such it seems was her name: the girls
here were all called by their surnames, as boys
are elsewhere), “Burns, you are standing on the
side of your shoe; turn your toes out immediately.”
“Burns, you poke your chin most unpleasantly;
draw it in.” “Burns, | insist on your holding your
head up; | will not have you before me in that
attitude,” &c. &c.

A chapter having been read through twice, the
books were closed and the girls examined. The
lesson had comprised part of the reign of Charles
1., and there were sundry questions about tonnage
and poundage and ship-money, which most of
them appeared unable to answer; still, every little

24



19TH-CENTURY LITERATURE AT KEY STAGE 3

difficulty was solved instantly when it reached
Burns: her memory seemed to have retained the
substance of the whole lesson, and she was ready
with answers on every point. | kept expecting that
Miss Scatcherd would praise her attention; but,
instead of that, she suddenly cried out—

“You dirty, disagreeable girl! you have never
cleaned your nails this morning!”

Burns made no answer: | wondered at her silence.
“Why,” thought I, “does she not explain that she
could neither clean her nails nor wash her face, as
the water was frozen?”

My attention was now called off by Miss Smith
desiring me to hold a skein of thread: while she
was winding it, she talked to me from time to time,
asking whether | had ever been at school before,
whether | could mark, stitch, knit, &c.; till she
dismissed me, | could not pursue my observations
on Miss Scatcherd’s movements. When | returned
to my seat, that lady was just delivering an order
of which I did not catch the import; but Burns

Glossary

Collect: a prayer
Indefatigable: never tiring
Inanition: exhaustion caused
by lack of food

immediately left the class, and going into the small
inner room where the books were kept, returned
in half a minute, carrying in her hand a bundle of
twigs tied together at one end. This ominous tool
she presented to Miss Scatcherd with a respectful
curtsey; then she quietly, and without being told,
unloosed her pinafore, and the teacher instantly
and sharply inflicted on her neck a dozen strokes
with the bunch of twigs. Not a tear rose to Burns’
eye; and, while | paused from my sewing, because
my fingers quivered at this spectacle with a
sentiment of unavailing and impotent anger, not

a feature of her pensive face altered its ordinary
expression.

“Hardened girl!” exclaimed Miss Scatcherd;
“nothing can correct you of your slatternly habits:
carry the rod away.”

Burns obeyed: | looked at her narrowly as she
emerged from the book-closet; she was just
putting back her handkerchief into her pocket, and
the trace of a tear glistened on her thin cheek.
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Childhood and family 3:

girls and boys

Aims:

e to explore the presentation of relationships
between young people in literature

e to understand aspects 19th century
conventions of courtship and marriage

e to be able to reflect on the ways in which

authors help us to understand aspects of the
human condition.

Starter or hook
Share examples of family trees to explore the
complexity and variety of family relationships.

Use clips of films or TV to show sibling rivalry and
relationships.

Compare students’ experiences with siblings, and
with other groups of siblings from other families.

e Discuss sibling relationships and students’
experiences of sharing good times and having
arguments.

e How do siblings regard their older and younger
brothers and sisters?

e How do our relationships with brothers and
sisters differ from those with friends?

Texts

1. Children from different families
Wuthering Heights by Emily Bronte
(1847)

. A big brother and little sister
The Mill on the Floss by George Eliot —
extract from chapter 5 (1860)

. Boy meets girl
Northanger Abbey by Jane Austen
(1817) — extract from chapter 7

. Unwanted attention
Tess of the D’Urbervilles by Thomas
Hardy (1891) — extract from chapter 8

Understanding and responding

Children from different families
Read the extract from Wuthering Heights.

1. The novel deals with parallels and contrasts.
Make two columns under the headings
Wuthering Heights and Thrushcross Grange
and then list details from the passage that
show parallels or contrasts between them.

2. Wuthering Heights is set in the wild moors
of Yorkshire. Identify the details from the
passage that describe the natural world. What
atmosphere has Emily Bronte created? How do
you think that Catherine and Heathcliff respond
to the natural word?

3. The Linton family is of a high social class.
Which details show their wealth and status?

4. There are two pairs of children in this passage:
Catherine and Heathcliff from Wuthering
Heights, and Edgar and Isabella Linton at
Thrushcross Grange. How are they presented
and how do you respond to them?

5. Why do the Lintons treat Catherine differently
from Heathcliff?

6. This is Heathcliff’'s account of the events that
happened. What feelings does he express
towards Catherine and towards the Lintons?

7. How does Emily Bronte create a realistic
impression of the characters in this passage?

A big brother and a little sister
Read the extract from Chapter 5 of The Mill on
the Floss.

1. How does Maggie feel towards Tom?
2. How does Tom feel towards Maggie?

3. The passage starts happily. What is the turning
point when things start to go wrong?

4. Do you sympathise more with Maggie or with
Tom in this extract?

5. Is this a realistic portrayal of how sisters and
brothers behave?

6. Read again the final paragraph. What
does George Eliot tell us here about sibling
relationships?
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Boy meets girl
Read extract 1 from chapter 7 of Northanger
Abbey.

1. Which details does the author use to suggest
romantic interest between Isabella Thorpe and
James Morland?

2. ldentify the assertions that John Thorpe
makes about his horse and his carriage. Does
Jane Austen show him to be accurate? What
aspects of his character does she reveal
through this conversation?

3. Judging from how he speaks, do you consider
John Thorpe to be an attractive character?

4. A modern day equivalent of John Thorpe’s
boastfulness about his horse and carriage
might be showing off about a car. What is the
appeal of speed and high performance? How
do young people use such things to impress
members of the opposite sex?

5. Jane Austen tells us that Catherine Morland
doubted the propriety of accepting John
Thorpe’s offer of a ride in his carriage. What
does this show us about the behaviour
expected of young men and women at the
time? How is it different now?

Unwanted attention

Extract 1 from Tess of the D’Urbervilles chapter 8.

1. What is Alec D’Urberville’s reason for driving
recklessly fast in this extract?

How does Tess respond?
3. Identify the details that Hardy has used to
create an impression of speed and danger.

4. Tess is a naive girl from a lower class than
Alec. Compare the two characters and identify
the details that show her to be innocent and
him to be dangerous.

5. How does Tess manage to escape Alec’s
attentions?

no

Wuthering Heights

by Emily Bronte (1847)

Introduction

Heathcliff was adopted as a young child by the
Earnshaw family whose daughter Catherine
came to love him as a brother and friend.
When her parents died, her older brother
Hindley returned with his wife to take over

the house, Wuthering Heights, where they live
together. Jealous of the place he had gained

in the family, Hindley held a longstanding
resentment and dislike of Heathcliff, whom

he treated cruelly and tried to separate from
Catherine. This part of the story is told by the
housekeeper, Nellie Dean. Thrushcross Grange
is a grand house a little distance away from
Wuthering Heights where the Linton family
lives.

They both promised fair to grow up as rude

as savages; the young master being entirely
negligent how they behaved, and what they did,
so they kept clear of him. He would not even

have seen after their going to church on Sundays,
only Joseph and the curate reprimanded his
carelessness when they absented themselves;
and that reminded him to order Heathcliff a
flogging, and Catherine a fast from dinner or
supper. But it was one of their chief amusements
to run away to the moors in the morning and
remain there all day, and the after punishment
grew a mere thing to laugh at. The curate might
set as many chapters as he pleased for Catherine
to get by heart, and Joseph might thrash
Heathcliff till his arm ached; they forgot everything
the minute they were together again: at least the
minute they had contrived some naughty plan of
revenge; and many a time I’ve cried to myself to
watch them growing more reckless daily, and |
not daring to speak a syllable, for fear of losing
the small power I still retained over the unfriended
creatures. One Sunday evening, it chanced that
they were banished from the sitting-room, for
making a noise, or a light offence of the kind;

and when | went to call them to supper, | could
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discover them nowhere. We searched the house,
above and below, and the yard and stables; they
were invisible: and, at last, Hindley in a passion
told us to bolt the doors, and swore nobody
should let them in that night. The household went
to bed; and I, too, anxious to lie down, opened my
lattice and put my head out to hearken, though

it rained: determined to admit them in spite of

the prohibition, should they return. In a while, |
distinguished steps coming up the road, and the
light of a lantern glimmered through the gate. |
threw a shawl over my head and ran to prevent
them from waking Mr. Earnshaw by knocking.
There was Heathcliff, by himself: it gave me a start
to see him alone.

‘Where is Miss Catherine?’ | cried hurriedly. ‘No
accident, | hope?’ ‘At Thrushcross Grange,’ he
answered; ‘and | would have been there too,

but they had not the manners to ask me to stay.’
‘Well, you will catch it!’ | said: ‘you’ll never be
content till you’re sent about your business. What
in the world led you wandering to Thrushcross
Grange?’ ‘Let me get off my wet clothes, and

I’ll tell you all about it, Nelly,” he replied. | bid

him beware of rousing the master, and while he
undressed and | waited to put out the candle,

he continued— ‘Cathy and | escaped from the
wash-house to have a ramble at liberty, and
getting a glimpse of the Grange lights, we thought
we would just go and see whether the Lintons
passed their Sunday evenings standing shivering
in corners, while their father and mother sat
eating and drinking, and singing and laughing,
and burning their eyes out before the fire. Do you
think they do? Or reading sermons, and being
catechised by their manservant, and set to learn
a column of Scripture names, if they don’t answer
properly?’ ‘Probably not,’ | responded. ‘They are
good children, no doubt, and don’t deserve the
treatment you receive, for your bad conduct.’
‘Don’t cant, Nelly,” he said: ‘nonsense! We ran
from the top of the Heights to the park, without
stopping — Catherine completely beaten in the
race, because she was barefoot. You’ll have to
seek for her shoes in the bog to-morrow. We
crept through a broken hedge, groped our way up
the path, and planted ourselves on a flower-plot
under the drawing-room window. The light came
from thence; they had not put up the shutters,
and the curtains were only half closed. Both of us
were able to look in by standing on the basement,
and clinging to the ledge, and we saw—ah! it

was beautiful—a splendid place carpeted with

crimson, and crimson-covered chairs and tables,
and a pure white ceiling bordered by gold, a
shower of glass-drops hanging in silver chains
from the centre, and shimmering with little soft
tapers. Old Mr. and Mrs. Linton were not there;
Edgar and his sisters had it entirely to themselves.
Shouldn’t they have been happy? We should have
thought ourselves in heaven! And now, guess
what your good children were doing? Isabella—|
believe she is eleven, a year younger than
Cathy—lay screaming at the farther end of the
room, shrieking as if witches were running red-
hot needles into her. Edgar stood on the hearth
weeping silently, and in the middle of the table sat
a little dog, shaking its paw and yelping; which,
from their mutual accusations, we understood
they had nearly pulled in two between them.

The idiots! That was their pleasure! to quarrel

who should hold a heap of warm hair, and each
begin to cry because both, after struggling to get
it, refused to take it. We laughed outright at the
petted things; we did despise them! When would
you catch me wishing to have what Catherine
wanted? or find us by ourselves, seeking
entertainment in yelling, and sobbing, and rolling
on the ground, divided by the whole room? I’d not
exchange, for a thousand lives, my condition here,
for Edgar Linton’s at Thrushcross Grange—not if |
might have the privilege of flinging Joseph off the
highest gable, and painting the house-front with
Hindley’s blood!’

‘Hush, hush!’ I interrupted. ‘Still you have not told
me, Heathcliff, how Catherine is left behind?’

‘I told you we laughed,’ he answered. ‘The
Lintons heard us, and with one accord they shot
like arrows to the door; there was silence, and
then a cry, “Oh, mamma, mamma! Oh, papa! Oh,
mamma, come here. Oh, papa, oh!” They really
did howl out something in that way. We made
frightful noises to terrify them still more, and then
we dropped off the ledge, because somebody
was drawing the bars, and we felt we had better
flee. | had Cathy by the hand, and was urging her
on, when all at once she fell down. “Run, Heathcliff,
run!” she whispered. “They have let the bull-dog
loose, and he holds me!” The devil had seized her
ankle, Nelly: | heard his abominable snorting. She
did not yell out—no! she would have scorned to do
it, if she had been spitted on the horns of a mad
cow. | did, though: | vociferated curses enough

to annihilate any fiend in Christendom; and | got

a stone and thrust it between his jaws, and tried
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with all my might to cram it down his throat. A
beast of a servant came up with a lantern, at last,
shouting— “Keep fast, Skulker, keep fast!” He
changed his note, however, when he saw Skulker’s
game. The dog was throttled off; his huge, purple
tongue hanging half a foot out of his mouth, and
his pendent lips streaming with bloody slaver. The
man took Cathy up; she was sick: not from fear, I'm
certain, but from pain. He carried her in; | followed,
grumbling execrations and vengeance. “What

prey, Robert?” hallooed Linton from the entrance.
“Skulker has caught a little girl, sir,” he replied;
“and there’s a lad here,” he added, making a clutch
at me, “who looks an out-and-outer! Very like the
robbers were for putting them through the window
to open the doors to the gang after all were asleep,
that they might murder us at their ease. Hold your
tongue, you foul-mouthed thief, you! You shall go
to the gallows for this. Mr. Linton, sir, don’t lay by
your gun.”

He pulled me under the chandelier, and Mrs.
Linton placed her spectacles on her nose and
raised her hands in horror. The cowardly children
crept nearer also, Isabella lisping— “Frightful
thing! Put him in the cellar, papa. He’s exactly like
the son of the fortune-teller that stole my tame
pheasant. Isn’t he, Edgar?”

‘While they examined me, Cathy came round; she
heard the last speech, and laughed. Edgar Linton,
after an inquisitive stare, collected sufficient wit to
recognise her. They see us at church, you know,
though we seldom meet them elsewhere. “That’s
Miss Earnshaw?” he whispered to his mother,
“and look how Skulker has bitten her—how her
foot bleeds!”

“Miss Earnshaw? Nonsense!” cried the dame;
“Miss Earnshaw scouring the country with a gipsy!
And yet, my dear, the child is in mourning—surely
it is—and she may be lamed for lifel”

““What culpable carelessness in her brother!”
exclaimed Mr. Linton, turning from me to

Glossary

Catherine. “I've understood from Shielders™ (that
was the curate, sir) “that he lets her grow up in
absolute heathenism. But who is this? Where did
she pick up this companion? Oho! | declare he is
that strange acquisition my late neighbour made,
in his journey to Liverpool—a little Lascar, or an
American or Spanish castaway.”

““A wicked boy, at all events,” remarked the old
lady, “and quite unfit for a decent house! Did you
notice his language, Linton? I’'m shocked that my
children should have heard it.”

‘Il recommenced cursing—don’t be angry, Nelly—
and so Robert was ordered to take me off. |
refused to go without Cathy; he dragged me into
the garden, pushed the lantern into my hand,
assured me that Mr. Earnshaw should be informed
of my behaviour, and, bidding me march directly,
secured the door again. The curtains were still
looped up at one corner, and | resumed my
station as spy; because, if Catherine had wished
to return, | intended shattering their great glass
panes to a million of fragments, unless they let
her out. She sat on the sofa quietly. Mrs. Linton
took off the grey cloak of the dairy-maid which we
had borrowed for our excursion, shaking her head
and expostulating with her, | suppose: she was a
young lady, and they made a distinction between
her treatment and mine. Then the woman-servant
brought a basin of warm water, and washed her
feet; and Mr. Linton mixed a tumbler of negus, and
Isabella emptied a plateful of cakes into her lap,
and Edgar stood gaping at a distance. Afterwards,
they dried and combed her beautiful hair, and
gave her a pair of enormous slippers, and wheeled
her to the fire; and | left her, as merry as she could
be, dividing her food between the little dog and
Skulker, whose nose she pinched as he ate; and
kindling a spark of spirit in the vacant blue eyes

of the Lintons—a dim reflection from her own
enchanting face. | saw they were full of stupid
admiration; she is so immeasurably superior to
them—to everybody on earth, is she not, Nelly?’

Joseph: a miserable and deeply religious old man who is the chief servant at

Wouthering Heights

Negus: a hot drink of port, sugar, lemon and spice

29



The Mill on the Floss

by George Eliot (1860)

Introduction

Tom Tulliver has been away at school. His
mother and nine year old sister, Maggie, are
ready to welcome him home.

Extract from Chapter 5

Tom Comes Home

Mrs. Tulliver stood with her arms open; Maggie
jumped first on one leg and then on the other;
while Tom descended from the gig, and said, with
masculine reticence as to the tender emotions,
“Hallo! Yap—what! are you there?”

Nevertheless he submitted to be kissed willingly
enough, though Maggie hung on his neck in rather
a strangling fashion, while his blue-gray eyes
wandered toward the croft and the lambs and the
river, where he promised himself that he would
begin to fish the first thing to-morrow morning.

“Maggie,” said Tom, confidentially, taking her into
a corner, as soon as his mother was gone out to

examine his box and the warm parlor had taken
off the chill he had felt from the long drive, “you
don’t know what I've got in my pockets,” nodding
his head up and down as a means of rousing her
sense of mystery.

“No,” said Maggie. “How stodgy they look, Tom!
Is it marls (marbles) or cobnuts?” Maggie’s heart
sank a little, because Tom always said it was

“no good” playing with her at those games, she
played so badly.

“Marls! no; I've swopped all my marls with the
little fellows, and cobnuts are no fun, you silly,
only when the nuts are green. But see here!” He
drew something half out of his right-hand pocket.

“What is it?” said Maggie, in a whisper. “I can see
nothing but a bit of yellow.”

“Why, it’'s—a—new—-guess, Maggie!”

“Oh, | can’t guess, Tom,” said Maggie, impatiently.
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19TH-CENTURY LITERATURE AT KEY STAGE 3

“Don’t be a spitfire, else | won't tell you,” said
Tom, thrusting his hand back into his pocket and
looking determined.

“No, Tom,” said Maggie, imploringly, laying hold
of the arm that was held stiffly in the pocket. “I'm
not cross, Tom; it was only because | can’t bear
guessing. Please be good to me.”

Tom’s arm slowly relaxed, and he said, “Well,

then, it's a new fish-line-two new uns,—one for
you, Maggie, all to yourself. | wouldn’t go halves in
the toffee and gingerbread on purpose to save the
money; and Gibson and Spouncer fought with me
because | wouldn’t. And here’s hooks; see here—|
say, won’t we go and fish to-morrow down by the
Round Pool? And you shall catch your own fish,
Maggie and put the worms on, and everything;
won'’t it be fun?”

Maggie’s answer was to throw her arms round
Tom’s neck and hug him, and hold her cheek
against his without speaking, while he slowly
unwound some of the line, saying, after a pause,—

“Wasn’t | a good brother, now, to buy you a line all
to yourself? You know, | needn’t have bought it, if
| hadn’t liked.”

“Yes, very, very good-I do love you, Tom.”

Tom had put the line back in his pocket, and was
looking at the hooks one by one, before he spoke
again.

“And the fellows fought me, because | wouldn’t
give in about the toffee.”

“Oh, dear! | wish they wouldn’t fight at your
school, Tom. Didn’t it hurt you?”

“Hurt me? no,” said Tom, putting up the hooks
again, taking out a large pocket-knife, and slowly
opening the largest blade, which he looked at
meditatively as he rubbed his finger along it. Then
he added,—

“I gave Spouncer a black eye, | know; that’s what
he got by wanting to leather me; | wasn’t going to
go halves because anybody leathered me.”

“Oh, how brave you are, Tom! | think you’re like
Samson. If there came a lion roaring at me, | think
you’d fight him, wouldn’t you, Tom?”

“How can a lion come roaring at you, you silly
thing? There’s no lions, only in the shows.”

“No; but if we were in the lion countries—I mean
in Africa, where it’s very hot; the lions eat people
there. | can show it you in the book where | read
it.”

“Well, I should get a gun and shoot him.”

“But if you hadn’t got a gun,—we might have gone
out, you know, not thinking, just as we go fishing;
and then a great lion might run toward us roaring,
and we couldn’t get away from him. What should
you do, Tom?”

Tom paused, and at last turned away
contemptuously, saying, “But the lion isn’t
coming. What’s the use of talking?”

“But | like to fancy how it would be,” said Maggie,
following him. “Just think what you would do,
Tom.”

“Oh, don’t bother, Maggie! you’re such a silly. |
shall go and see my rabbits.”

Maggie’s heart began to flutter with fear. She
dared not tell the sad truth at once, but she
walked after Tom in trembling silence as he went
out, thinking how she could tell him the news so
as to soften at once his sorrow and his anger; for
Maggie dreaded Tom’s anger of all things; it was
quite a different anger from her own.

“Tom,” she said, timidly, when they were out of
doors, “how much money did you give for your
rabbits?”

“Two half-crowns and a sixpence,” said Tom,
promptly.

“I think I've got a great deal more than that in my
steel purse upstairs. I'll ask mother to give it you.”

“What for?” said Tom. “l don’t want your money,
you silly thing. I've got a great deal more money
than you, because I’'m a boy. | always have half-
sovereigns and sovereigns for my Christmas boxes
because | shall be a man, and you only have five-
shilling pieces, because you’re only a girl.”

“Well, but, Tom-if mother would let me give you
two half-crowns and a sixpence out of my purse
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to put into your pocket and spend, you know, and
buy some more rabbits with it?”

“More rabbits? | don’t want any more.”
“Oh, but, Tom, they’re all dead.”

Tom stopped immediately in his walk and turned
round toward Maggie. “You forgot to feed ‘em,
then, and Harry forgot?” he said, his colour
heightening for a moment, but soon subsiding.
“I'll pitch into Harry. I'll have him turned away. And
I don’t love you, Maggie. You sha’n’t go fishing
with me to-morrow. I told you to go and see the
rabbits every day.” He walked on again.

“Yes, but | forgot—and | couldn’t help it, indeed,