
Pages
A Christmas Carol 2
Silas Marner 3
War of the Worlds  4
Pride and Prejudice 5
Jane Eyre 6

 The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde 7

© WJEC CBAC Ltd.

GCSE

C722U20-B

ENGLISH LITERATURE 
COMPONENT 2
19th Century Prose
1 hour

Sample Assessment for 2022 ONLY

ADDITIONAL MATERIALS
A WJEC pink 16-page answer booklet. 
The use of a dictionary is not permitted in this examination.

INSTRUCTIONS TO CANDIDATES
Use black ink or black ball-point pen. Do not use pencil or gel pen. Do not use correction fluid. 
Answer on one text only. 
Write your answers in the separate answer booklet provided.
Use both sides of the paper. Write only within the white areas of the booklet.
Write the question number in the two boxes in the left-hand margin at the start of each answer, 
for example,                   .2 1

INFORMATION FOR CANDIDATES
Each question carries 40 marks.



2

19th Century Prose

Answer on one text only.

A Christmas Carol

You are advised to spend about one hour on this question.

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

Write about some members of the Cratchit family and how they are important to the 
novel as a whole. 

In your response you should:

• refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
• show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
• refer to the contexts of the novel [40]
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2 1

The children drank the toast after her. It was the first of their proceedings which 
had no heartiness in it. Tiny Tim drank it last of all, but he didn’t care twopence for it. 
Scrooge was the ogre of the family. The mention of his name cast a dark shadow on 
the party, which was not dispelled for a full five minutes. 

After it had passed away they were ten times merrier than before, from the mere 
relief of Scrooge the Baleful being done with. Bob Cratchit told them how he had 
a situation in his eye for Master Peter, which would bring in, if obtained, full five-
and-sixpence weekly. The two young Cratchits laughed tremendously at the idea of 
Peter’s being a man of business; and Peter himself looked thoughtfully at the fire from 
between his collars, as if he were deliberating what particular investments he should 
favour when he came into the receipt of that bewildering income. Martha, who was a 
poor apprentice at a milliner’s, then told them what kind of work she had to do, and 
how many hours she worked at a stretch, and how she meant to lie a-bed tomorrow 
morning for a good long rest; tomorrow being a holiday she passed at home. Also how 
she had seen a countess and a lord some days before, and how the lord “was much 
about as tall as Peter”; at which Peter pulled up his collars so high that you couldn’t 
have seen his head if you had been there. All this time the chestnuts and the jug went 
round and round; and by and by they had a song, about a lost child travelling in the 
snow, from Tiny Tim, who had a plaintive little voice, and sang it very well indeed.

There was nothing of high mark in this. They were not a handsome family; they 
were not well dressed; their shoes were far from being waterproof; their clothes were 
scanty; and Peter might have known, and very likely did, the inside of a pawnbroker’s. 
But they were happy, grateful, pleased with one another, and contented with the time; 
and when they faded, and looked happier yet in the bright sprinklings of the Spirit’s 
torch at parting, Scrooge had his eye upon them, and especially on Tiny Tim, until 
the last.
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Silas Marner

You are advised to spend about one hour on this question.

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

Write about the importance of money in Silas Marner and how George Eliot presents 
this at different points in the novel.

In your response you should:

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

2 2

This is the history of Silas Marner until the fifteenth year after he came to Raveloe. 
The livelong day he sat in his loom, his ear filled with its monotony, his eyes bent close 
down on the slow growth of sameness in the brownish web, his muscles moving with 
such even repetition that their pause seemed almost as much a constraint as the 
holding of his breath. But at night came his revelry: at night he closed his shutters, 
and made fast his doors, and drew out his gold. Long ago the heap of coins had 
become too large for the iron pot to hold them, and he had made for them two thick 
leather bags, which wasted no room in their resting place, but lent themselves flexibly 
to every corner. How the guineas shone as they came pouring out of the dark leather 
mouths! The silver bore no large proportion in amount to the gold, because the long 
pieces of linen which formed his chief work were always partly paid for in gold, and 
out of the silver he supplied his own bodily wants, choosing always the shillings and 
sixpences to spend in this way. He loved the guineas best, but he would not change 
the silver–the crowns and half-crowns that were his own earnings, begotten by his 
labour; he loved them all. He spread them out in heaps and bathed his hands in them; 
then he counted them and set them up in regular piles, and felt their rounded outline 
between his thumb and fingers, and thought fondly of the guineas that were only 
half-earned by the work in his loom, as if they had been unborn children–thought of 
the guineas that were coming slowly through the coming years, through all his life, 
which spread far away before him, the end quite hidden by countless days of weaving. 
No wonder his thoughts were still with his loom and his money when he made his 
journeys through the fields and the lanes to fetch and carry home his work, so that 
his steps never wandered to the hedge-banks and the lane-side in search of the once 
familiar herbs: these too belonged to the past, from which his life had shrunk away, 
like a rivulet that has sunk far down from the grassy fringe of its old breadth into a little 
shivering thread, that cuts a groove for itself in the barren sand.

But about the Christmas of that fifteenth year, a second great change came over 
Marner’s life, and his history became blent in a singular manner with the life of his 
neighbours.
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War of the Worlds

You are advised to spend about one hour on this question.

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

Write about some of the ways people react to the Martian invasion. How are these 
reactions presented at different points in the novel?

In your response you should:

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

2 3

The arrival of a second fighting-machine drove us from our peephole into the 
scullery, for we feared that from his elevation the Martian might see down upon us 
behind our barrier. At a later date we began to feel less in danger of their eyes, for 
to an eye in the dazzle of the sunlight outside our refuge must have been blank 
blackness, but at first the slightest suggestion of approach drove us into the scullery 
in heart-throbbing retreat. Yet terrible as was the danger we incurred, the attraction 
of peeping was for both of us irresistible. And I recall now with a sort of wonder that, 
in spite of the infinite danger in which we were between starvation and a still more 
terrible death, we could yet struggle bitterly for that horrible privilege of sight. We 
would race across the kitchen in a grotesque way between eagerness and the dread 
of making a noise, and strike each other, and thrust and kick, within a few inches of 
exposure. 

The fact is that we had absolutely incompatible dispositions and habits of thought 
and action, and our danger and isolation only accentuated the incompatibility. At 
Halliford I had already come to hate the curate’s trick of helpless exclamation, his 
stupid rigidity of mind. His endless muttering monologue vitiated every effort I made 
to think out a line of action, and drove me at times, thus pent up and intensified, 
almost to the verge of craziness. He was as lacking in restraint as a silly woman. He 
would weep for hours together, and I verily believe that to the very end this spoiled 
child of life thought his weak tears in some way efficacious. And I would sit in the 
darkness unable to keep my mind off him by reason of his importunities. He ate more 
than I did, and it was in vain I pointed out that our only chance of life was to stop in the 
house until the Martians had done with their pit, that in that long patience a time might 
presently come when we should need food. He ate and drank impulsively in heavy 
meals at long intervals. He slept little. 

As the days wore on, his utter carelessness of any consideration so intensified 
our distress and danger that I had, much as I loathed doing it, to resort to threats, and 
at last to blows. That brought him to reason for a time. But he was one of those weak 
creatures, void of pride, timorous, anaemic, hateful souls, full of shifty cunning, who 
face neither God nor man, who face not even themselves.



Turn over.

5

© WJEC CBAC Ltd.

Pride and Prejudice

You are advised to spend about one hour on this question.

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

Write about the relationship between Elizabeth and Jane and how it is presented at 
different points in the novel.

In your response you should:

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

2 4

A day or two passed before Jane had courage to speak of her feelings to Elizabeth; but at last, 
on Mrs Bennet’s leaving them together, after a longer irritation than usual about Netherfield and 
its master, she could not help saying, 

“Oh that my dear mother had more command over herself! She can have no idea of the pain 
she gives me by her continual reflections on him. But I will not repine. It cannot last long. He will 
be forgot, and we shall all be as we were before.” 

Elizabeth looked at her sister with incredulous solicitude, but said nothing. 
“You doubt me,” cried Jane, slightly colouring; “indeed you have no reason. He may live in 

my memory as the most amiable man of my acquaintance, but that is all. I have nothing either 
to hope or fear, and nothing to reproach him with. Thank God! I have not that pain. A little time 
therefore–I shall certainly try to get the better.”

With a stronger voice she soon added, “I have this comfort immediately, that it has not been 
more than an error of fancy on my side, and that it has done no harm to anyone but myself.”

“My dear Jane!” exclaimed Elizabeth, “you are too good. Your sweetness and disinterestedness 
are really angelic; I do not know what to say to you. I feel as if I had never done you justice, or 
loved you as you deserve.” 

Miss Bennet eagerly disclaimed all extraordinary merit, and threw back the praise on her 
sister’s warm affection.

“Nay,” said Elizabeth, “this is not fair. You wish to think all the world respectable, and are hurt 
if I speak ill of anybody. I only want to think you perfect, and you set yourself against it. Do not be 
afraid of my running into any excess, of my encroaching on your privilege of universal good-will. 
You need not. There are few people whom I really love, and still fewer of whom I think well. The 
more I see of the world, the more am I dissatisfied with it; and every day confirms my belief of 
the inconsistency of all human characters, and of the little dependence that can be placed on the 
appearance of either merit or sense. I have met with two instances lately, one I will not mention; 
the other is Charlotte’s marriage. It is unaccountable! in every view it is unaccountable!” 

“My dear Lizzy, do not give way to such feelings as these. They will ruin your happiness. You 
do not make allowance enough for difference of situation and temper. Consider Mr Collins’s 
respectability, and Charlotte’s prudent, steady character. Remember that she is one of a large 
family; that as to fortune, it is a most eligible match; and be ready to believe, for everybody’s sake, 
that she may feel something like regard and esteem for our cousin.” 

“To oblige you, I would try to believe almost anything, but no one else could be benefited 
by such a belief as this; for were I persuaded that Charlotte had any regard for him, I should 
only think worse of her understanding than I now do of her heart. My dear Jane, Mr Collins is a 
conceited, pompous, narrow-minded, silly man; you know he is, as well as I do; and you must 
feel, as well as I do, that the woman who marries him cannot have a proper way of thinking. You 
shall not defend her, though it is Charlotte Lucas. You shall not, for the sake of one individual, 
change the meaning of principle and integrity, nor endeavour to persuade yourself or me, that 
selfishness is prudence, and insensibility of danger security for happiness.”
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Jane Eyre

You are advised to spend about one hour on this question.

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

‘The female characters in Jane Eyre struggle to be treated fairly.’ Write about some of 
the times female characters are treated unfairly and how this is presented in the novel.

In your response you should:

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

2 5

Hitherto, while gathering up the discourse of Mr Brocklehurst and Miss Temple, 
I had not, at the same time, neglected precautions to secure my personal safety; 
which I thought would be effected, if I only could elude observation. To this end, I had 
sat well back on the form, and while seeming to be busy with my sum, had held my 
slate in such a manner as to conceal my face: I might have escaped notice, had not 
my treacherous slate somehow happened to slip from my hand, and falling with an 
obtrusive crash, directly drawn every eye upon me; I knew it was all over now, and, 
as I stooped to pick up the two fragments of slate, I rallied my forces for the worst. 
It came. 

‘A careless girl!’ said Mr Brocklehurst, and immediately after – ‘it is the new pupil, 
I perceive.’ And before I could draw breath, ‘I must not forget I have a word to say 
respecting her.’ Then aloud – how loud it seemed to me! ‘Let the child who broke her 
slate come forward!’

Of my own accord, I could not have stirred; I was paralysed: but the two great girls 
who sat on each side of me set me on my legs and pushed me towards the dread 
judge, and then Miss Temple gently assisted me to his very feet, and I caught her 
whispered counsel –

‘Don’t be afraid, Jane, I saw it was an accident; you shall not be punished.’ 
The kind whisper went to my heart like a dagger. 
‘Another minute and she will despise me for a hypocrite,’ thought I; and an impulse 

of fury against Reed, Brocklehurst, and Co. bounded in my pulses at the conviction. 
I was no Helen Burns. 

‘Fetch that stool,’ said Mr Brocklehurst, pointing to a very high one from which a 
monitor had just risen: it was brought.

‘Place the child upon it.’ 
And I was placed there, by whom I don’t know. I was in no condition to note 

particulars. I was only aware that they had hoisted me up to the height of Mr 
Brocklehurst’s nose, that he was within a yard of me, and that a spread of shot 
orange and purple silk pelisses, and a cloud of silvery plumage extended and waved 
below me. 

Mr Brocklehurst hemmed. 
‘Ladies,’ said he, turning to his family; ‘Miss Temple, teachers, and children, you 

all see this girl?’ 
Of course they did; for I felt their eyes directed like burning- glasses against my 

scorched skin. 
‘You see she is yet young; you observe she possesses the ordinary form of 

childhood; God has graciously given her the shape that He has given to all of us; no 
single deformity points her out as a marked character. Who would think that the Evil 
One had already found a servant and agent in her? Yet such, I grieve to say, is the 
case.’
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The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde

You are advised to spend about one hour on this question.

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

Write about Dr Jekyll and how he is presented at different points in the novel.

In your response you should:

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

2 6

A FORTNIGHT LATER, by excellent good fortune, the doctor gave one of his 
pleasant dinners to some five or six old cronies, all intelligent reputable men, and 
all judges of good wine; and Mr Utterson so contrived that he remained behind after 
the others had departed. This was no new arrangement, but a thing that had befallen 
many scores of times. Where Utterson was liked, he was liked well. Hosts loved to 
detain the dry lawyer, when the light-hearted and the loose-tongued had already their 
foot on the threshold; they liked to sit awhile in his unobtrusive company, practising for 
solitude, sobering their minds in the man’s rich silence, after the expense and strain 
of gaiety. To this rule Dr Jekyll was no exception; and as he now sat on the opposite 
side of the fire – a large, well-made, smooth-faced man of fifty, with something of a 
slyish cast perhaps, but every mark of capacity and kindness – you could see by his 
looks that he cherished for Mr Utterson a sincere and warm affection.

‘I have been wanting to speak to you, Jekyll,’ began the latter. ‘You know that will 
of yours?’

A close observer might have gathered that the topic was distasteful; but the doctor 
carried it off gaily. ‘My poor Utterson,’ said he, ‘you are unfortunate in such a client. I 
never saw a man so distressed as you were by my will; unless it were that hide-bound 
pedant, Lanyon, at what he called my scientific heresies. O, I know he’s a good fellow 
– you needn’t frown – an excellent fellow, and I always mean to see more of him;
but a hide-bound pedant for all that; an ignorant, blatant pedant. I was never more
disappointed in any man than Lanyon.’

‘You know I never approved of it,’ pursued Utterson, ruthlessly disregarding the 
fresh topic.

‘My will? Yes, certainly, I know that,’ said the doctor, a trifle sharply. ‘You have told 
me so.’

‘Well, I tell you so again,’ continued the lawyer. ‘I have been learning something of 
young Hyde.’

The large handsome face of Dr Jekyll grew pale to the very lips, and there came 
a blackness about his eyes. ‘I do not care to hear more,’ said he. ‘This is a matter I 
thought we had agreed to drop.’

‘What I heard was abominable,’ said Utterson.
‘It can make no change. You do not understand my position,’ returned the doctor, 

with a certain incoherency of manner. ‘I am painfully situated, Utterson; my position is 
a very strange – a very strange one. It is one of those affairs that cannot be mended 
by talking.’

END OF PAPER
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