
Eduqas A Level English Literature Component 4 Prose Study Part (3) 
Extracts for Prose Criticism Practice

Extract (a) 

If you really want to hear about it, the first thing you’ll 
probably want to know is where I was born, and what 
my lousy childhood was like, and how my parents 
were occupied and all before they had me, and all that 
David Copperfield kind of crap, but I don’t feel like 
going into it, if you want to know the truth. In the first 
place, that stuff bores me, and in the second place, my 
parents would have two haemorrhages apiece if I told 
anything pretty personal about them. They’re quite 
touchy about anything like that, especially my father. 
They’re nice and all – I’m not saying that – but they’re 
also touchy as hell. Besides, I’m not going to tell you 
my whole goddam autobiography or anything. I’ll just 
tell you about this madman stuff that happened to me 
last Christmas just before I got pretty run-down and 
had to come out and take it easy.

Extract (b) 

Emma Woodhouse, handsome, clever, and rich, with 
a comfortable home and happy disposition, seemed 
to unite some of the best blessings of existence; 
and had lived nearly twenty-one years in the world 
with very little to distress or vex her. She was the 
youngest of the two daughters of a most affectionate, 
indulgent father, and had, in consequence of her 
sister’s marriage, been mistress of his house from a 
very early period. Her mother had died too long ago 
for her to have more than an indistinct remembrance 
of her caresses, and her place had been supplied by 
an excellent woman as governess, who had fallen little 
short of a mother in affection….

The real evils indeed of Emma’s situation were the 
power of having rather too much her own way, and 
a disposition to think a little too well of herself; these 
were the disadvantages which threatened alloy to 
her many enjoyments. The danger, however, was 
at present so unperceived, that they did not by any 
means rank as misfortunes with her.

Extract (c) 

It seems she had one haemorrhage after 
another. They couldn’t stop it. I went into 
the room and stayed with Catherine until 
she died. She was unconscious all the 
time, and it did not take her very long to 
die. Outside the room in the hall I spoke 
to the doctor. 

‘Is there anything I can do to-night?’ 
‘No. There is nothing to do. Can I take you 
to your hotel?’ 
‘No, thank you. I am going to stay here a 
while.’ 
‘I know there is nothing to say. I cannot 
tell you.’ 
‘No’ I said. ‘There’s nothing to say.’ 
‘Good night.’ he said. ‘I cannot take you to your hotel?’ 
‘No, thank you.’ 
‘It was the only thing to do’ he said, ‘The operation 
proved that.’ 
‘I do not want to talk about it,’ I said. 
‘I would like to take you to your hotel.’ 
‘No, thank you.’ 
He went down the hall. I went to the door of the room. 
‘You can’t come in now,’ one of the nurses said. 
‘Yes, I can,’ I said. 
‘You can’t come in yet.’ 
‘You get out,’ I said. ‘The other one too.’ 

But after I had got them out and shut the door and 
turned off the light it wasn’t any good. It was like 
saying good-bye to a statue. After a while I went out 
and left the hospital and walked back to the hotel in 
the rain.

Extract (d) 

London. Michaelmas term lately over, and the 
Lord Chancellor sitting in Lincoln’s Inn Hall. 
Implacable November weather. As much mud in 
the streets as if the waters had but newly retired 
from the face of the earth, and it would not be 
wonderful to meet a Megalosaurus, forty feet 
long or so, waddling like an elephantine lizard up 
Holborn Hill. Smoke lowering down from chimney-
pots, making a soft black drizzle, with flakes of 
soot in it as big as full-grown snowflakes—gone 
into mourning, one might imagine, for the death of 
the sun. Dogs, undistinguishable in mire. Horses, 
scarcely better; splashed to their very blinkers. 
Foot passengers, jostling one another’s umbrellas 
in a general infection of ill temper, and losing 
their foot-hold at street-corners, where tens of 
thousands of other foot passengers have been 
slipping and sliding since the day broke (if this day 
ever broke), adding new deposits to the crust upon 
crust of mud, sticking at those points tenaciously 
to the pavement, and accumulating at compound 
interest.


