
This document has 24 pages. Any blank pages are indicated.

DC (RCL (DF)) 204996/4
© UCLES 2021 [Turn over

*
3
8
4
0
3
5
5
3
5
7
*

Cambridge International AS & A Level

LITERATURE IN ENGLISH 9695/43

Paper 4 Pre- and Post-1900 Poetry and Prose October/November 2021

 2 hours

You must answer on the enclosed answer booklet.

You will need: Answer booklet (enclosed)

INSTRUCTIONS
 ● Answer two questions in total. You must answer one poetry question and one prose question.

Section A: answer one question.
Section B: answer one question.

 ● Follow the instructions on the front cover of the answer booklet. If you need additional answer paper, 
ask the invigilator for a continuation booklet.

 ● Dictionaries are not allowed.

INFORMATION
 ● The total mark for this paper is 50.
 ● All questions are worth equal marks.
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Section A: Pre-1900 Poetry and Prose

Answer one question from this section.

JANE AUSTEN: Persuasion

1 Either (a) Discuss the significance of Austen’s use of different settings in Persuasion.

 Or (b) Paying close attention to language, tone and narrative methods, discuss the 
following passage, showing its significance to the novel’s meaning and effects.

There was too much wind to make the high part of the new Cobb pleasant 
for the ladies, and they agreed to get down the steps to the lower, and all were 
contented to pass quietly and carefully down the steep flight, excepting Louisa; she 
must be jumped down them by Captain Wentworth. In all their walks, he had had 
to jump her from the stiles; the sensation was delightful to her. The hardness of the 
pavement for her feet, made him less willing upon the present occasion; he did it, 
however; she was safely down, and instantly, to shew her enjoyment, ran up the 
steps to be jumped down again. He advised her against it, thought the jar too great; 
but no, he reasoned and talked in vain; she smiled and said, ‘I am determined I 
will:’ he put out his hands; she was too precipitate by half a second, she fell on the 
pavement on the Lower Cobb, and was taken up lifeless!

There was no wound, no blood, no visible bruise; but her eyes were closed, 
she breathed not, her face was like death. – The horror of that moment to all who 
stood around!

Captain Wentworth, who had caught her up, knelt with her in his arms, looking 
on her with a face as pallid as her own, in an agony of silence. ‘She is dead! she 
is dead!’ screamed Mary, catching hold of her husband, and contributing with his 
own horror to make him immoveable; and in another moment, Henrietta, sinking 
under the conviction, lost her senses too, and would have fallen on the steps, but for 
Captain Benwick and Anne, who caught and supported her between them.

‘Is there no one to help me?’ were the first words which burst from Captain 
Wentworth, in a tone of despair, and as if all his own strength were gone.

‘Go to him, go to him,’ cried Anne, ‘for heaven’s sake go to him. I can support 
her myself. Leave me, and go to him. Rub her hands, rub her temples; here are 
salts, – take them, take them.’

Captain Benwick obeyed, and Charles at the same moment, disengaging 
himself from his wife, they were both with him; and Louisa was raised up and 
supported more firmly between them, and every thing was done that Anne had 
prompted, but in vain; while Captain Wentworth, staggering against the wall for his 
support, exclaimed in the bitterest agony,

‘Oh God! her father and mother!’
‘A surgeon!’ said Anne.
He caught the word; it seemed to rouse him at once, and saying only ‘True, 

true, a surgeon this instant,’ was darting away, when Anne eagerly suggested,
‘Captain Benwick, would not it be better for Captain Benwick? He knows where 

a surgeon is to be found.’
Every one capable of thinking felt the advantage of the idea, and in a moment (it 

was all done in rapid moments) Captain Benwick had resigned the poor corpse-like 
figure entirely to the brother’s care, and was off for the town with the utmost rapidity.

(from Volume 1 Chapter 12)
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TURN OVER FOR QUESTION 2.
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GEOFFREY CHAUCER: The Knight’s Tale

2 Either (a) Emily says: ‘I
   Desire to ben a mayden al my lif
   Ne nevere wol I be no love ne wyf.’

   Discuss Chaucer’s presentation of Emily in The Knight’s Tale in the light of her 
comment about herself.

 Or (b) Paying close attention to Chaucer’s poetic methods, discuss the following extract, 
showing its significance to The Knight’s Tale.

But shortly for to speken of this thyng,
With Creon, which that was of Thebes kyng,
He faught, and slough hym manly as a knyght
In pleyn bataille, and putte the folk to flyght;
And by assaut he wan the citee after,
And rente adoun bothe wall and sparre and rafter;
And to the ladyes he restored agayn
The bones of hir freendes that were slayn,
To doon obsequies, as was tho the gyse.
But it were al to longe for to devyse
The grete clamour and the waymentynge
That the ladyes made at the brennynge
Of the bodies, and the grete honour
That Theseus, the noble conquerour,
Dooth to the ladyes, whan they from hym wente;
But shortly for to telle is myn entente.
 Whan that this worthy duc, this Theseus,
Hath Creon slayn and wonne Thebes thus,
Stille in that feeld he took al nyght his reste,
And dide with al the contree as hym leste.
 To ransake in the taas of bodyes dede,
Hem for to strepe of harneys and of wede,
The pilours diden bisynesse and cure
After the bataille and disconfiture.
And so bifel that in the taas they founde,
Thurgh-girt with many a grevous blody wounde,
Two yonge knyghtes liggynge by and by,
Bothe in oon armes, wroght ful richely,
Of whiche two Arcita highte that oon,
And that oother knyght highte Palamon.
Nat fully quyke, ne fully dede they were,
But by hir cote-armures and by hir gere
The heraudes knewe hem best in special
As they that weren of the blood roial
Of Thebes, and of sustren two yborn.
Out of the taas the pilours han hem torn,
And han hem caried softe unto the tente
Of Theseus; and he ful soone hem sente
To Atthenes, to dwellen in prisoun
Perpetuelly – he nolde no raunsoun.
And whan this worthy duc hath thus ydon,
He took his hoost, and hoom he rit anon
With laurer crowned as a conquerour;

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40



5

9695/43/O/N/21© UCLES 2021 [Turn over

And ther he lyveth in joye and in honour
Terme of his lyf; what nedeth wordes mo?
And in a tour, in angwissh and in wo,
This Palamon and his felawe Arcite
For everemoore; ther may no gold hem quite.

45
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CHARLES DICKENS: Oliver Twist

3 Either (a) Discuss some of the ways Dickens presents characters who take on the role of 
parents in Oliver Twist.

 Or (b) Paying close attention to language, tone and narrative methods, discuss the 
following passage, showing its significance to the novel’s meaning and effects.

He was walking along, thinking how happy and contented he ought to feel; 
and how much he would give for only one look at poor little Dick, who, starved and 
beaten, might be weeping bitterly at that very moment; when he was startled by a 
young woman screaming out very loud, ‘Oh, my dear brother!’ And he had hardly 
looked up, to see what the matter was, when he was stopped by having a pair of 
arms thrown tight round his neck.

‘Don’t,’ cried Oliver, struggling. ‘Let go of me. Who is it? What are you stopping 
me for?’

The only reply to this, was a great number of loud lamentations from the young 
woman who had embraced him; and who had a little basket and a street-door key 
in her hand.

‘Oh my gracious!’ said the young woman, ‘I’ve found him! Oh! Oliver! Oliver! 
Oh you naughty boy, to make me suffer sich distress on your account! Come home, 
dear, come. Oh, I’ve found him. Thank gracious goodness heavins, I’ve found 
him!’ With these incoherent exclamations, the young woman burst into another 
fit of crying, and got so dreadfully hysterical, that a couple of women who came 
up at the moment asked a butcher’s boy with a shiny head of hair anointed with 
suet, who was also looking on, whether he didn’t think he had better run for the 
doctor. To which, the butcher’s boy: who appeared of a lounging, not to say indolent 
disposition: replied, that he thought not.

‘Oh, no, no, never mind,’ said the young woman, grasping Oliver’s hand; ‘I’m 
better now. Come home directly, you cruel boy! Come!’

‘What’s the matter, ma’am?’ inquired one of the women. 
‘Oh, ma’am,’ replied the young woman, ‘he ran away, near a month ago, from 

his parents, who are hard-working and respectable people; and went and joined a 
set of thieves and bad characters; and almost broke his mother’s heart.’ 

‘Young wretch!’ said one woman. 
‘Go home, do, you little brute,’ said the other. 
‘I am not,’ replied Oliver, greatly alarmed. ‘I don’t know her. I haven’t any sister, 

or father and mother either. I’m an orphan; I live at Pentonville.’
‘Only hear him, how he braves it out!’ cried the young woman.
‘Why, it’s Nancy!’ exclaimed Oliver; who now saw her face for the first time; and 

started back, in irrepressible astonishment.
‘You see he knows me!’ cried Nancy, appealing to the bystanders. ‘He can’t 

help himself. Make him come home, there’s good people, or he’ll kill his dear mother 
and father, and break my heart!’

‘What the devil’s this?’ said a man, bursting out of a beer-shop, with a white 
dog at his heels; ‘young Oliver! Come home to your poor mother, you young dog! 
Come home directly.’

‘I don’t belong to them. I don’t know them. Help! help!’ cried Oliver, struggling in 
the man’s powerful grasp.

‘Help!’ repeated the man. ‘Yes; I’ll help you, you young rascal! What books are 
these? You’ve been a stealing ’em, have you? Give ’em here.’ With these words, the 
man tore the volumes from his grasp, and struck him on the head.

‘That’s right!’ cried a looker-on, from a garret-window. ‘That’s the only way of 
bringing him to his senses!’
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‘To be sure!’ cried a sleepy-faced carpenter, casting an approving look at the 
garret-window.

‘It’ll do him good!’ said the two women.
‘And he shall have it, too!’ rejoined the man, administering another blow, and 

seizing Oliver by the collar. ‘Come on, you young villain! Here, Bull’s-eye, mind him, 
boy! Mind him!’

Weak with recent illness; stupefied by the blows and the suddenness of the 
attack; terrified by the fierce growling of the dog, and the brutality of the man; 
overpowered by the conviction of the bystanders that he really was the hardened 
little wretch he was described to be; what could one poor child do? Darkness had 
set in; it was a low neighbourhood; no help was near; resistance was useless. In 
another moment he was dragged into a labyrinth of dark narrow courts, and was 
forced along them at a pace which rendered the few cries he dared to give utterance 
to, unintelligible. It was of little moment, indeed, whether they were intelligible or no; 
for there was nobody to care for them, had they been ever so plain.

* * * * * * *
The gas-lamps were lighted; Mrs Bedwin was waiting anxiously at the open 

door; the servant had run up the street twenty times to see if there were any traces 
of Oliver; and still the two old gentlemen sat, perseveringly, in the dark parlour, with 
the watch between them.

(from Chapter 15)
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EMILY DICKINSON: Selected Poems

4 Either (a) Discuss some of the effects created by Dickinson’s presentation of fear. You should 
refer to three poems in your answer.

 Or (b) Analyse the following poem, showing what it adds to your understanding of 
Dickinson’s methods and concerns, here and elsewhere in the selection.

This World is not Conclusion

This World is not Conclusion.
A Species stands beyond –
Invisible, as Music –
But positive, as Sound –
It beckons, and it baffles –
Philosophy – don’t know –
And through a Riddle, at the last –
Sagacity, must go –
To guess it, puzzles scholars –
To gain it, Men have borne
Contempt of Generations
And Crucifixion, shown –
Faith slips – and laughs, and rallies –
Blushes, if any see –
Plucks at a twig of Evidence –
And asks a Vane, the way –
Much Gesture, from the Pulpit –
Strong Hallelujahs roll –
Narcotics cannot still the Tooth 
That nibbles at the soul –
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TURN OVER FOR QUESTION 5.
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THOMAS HARDY: Tess of the D’Urbervilles

5 Either (a) ‘Angel is a hypocrite who is unworthy of the love of a woman like Tess.’

   How far, and in what ways, do you agree with this comment on the role and 
characterisation of Angel Clare?

 Or (b) Paying close attention to language, tone and narrative methods, discuss the 
following passage, showing its significance to the novel as a whole.

Left to his reflections, Abraham soon grew drowsy. Tess was not skilful in the 
management of a horse, but she thought that she could take upon herself the entire 
conduct of the load for the present, and allow Abraham to go to sleep if he wished 
to do so. She made him a sort of nest in front of the hives, in such a manner that he 
could not fall, and, taking the rope-reins into her own hands, jogged on as before.

Prince required but slight attention, lacking energy for superfluous movements 
of any sort. With no longer a companion to distract her, Tess fell more deeply into 
reverie than ever, her back leaning against the hives. The mute procession past 
her of trees and hedges became attached to fantastic scenes outside reality, and 
the occasional heave of the wind became the sigh of some immense sad soul, 
conterminous with the universe in space, and with history in time.

Then, examining the mesh of events in her own life, she seemed to see the 
vanity of her father’s pride; the gentlemanly match awaiting herself in her mother’s 
fancy; to see him as a grimacing personage, laughing at her poverty, and her 
shrouded knightly ancestry. Everything grew more and more extravagant, and she 
no longer knew how time passed. A sudden jerk shook her in her seat, and Tess 
awoke from the sleep into which she, too, had fallen.

They were a long way farther on than when she had lost consciousness, and 
the waggon had stopped. A hollow groan, unlike anything she had ever heard in her 
life, came from the front, followed by a shout of ‘Hoi there!’

The lantern hanging at her waggon had gone out, but another was shining in 
her face – much brighter than her own had been. Something terrible had happened. 
The harness was entangled with an object which blocked the way.

In consternation Tess jumped down, and discovered the dreadful truth. The 
groan had proceeded from her father’s poor horse Prince. The morning mail-cart, 
with its two noiseless wheels, speeding along these lanes like an arrow, as it always 
did, had driven into her slow and unlighted equipage. The pointed shaft of the cart 
had entered the breast of the unhappy Prince like a sword, and from the wound his 
life’s blood was spouting in a stream, and falling with a hiss into the road.

In her despair Tess sprang forward and put her hand upon the hole, with the 
only result that she became splashed from face to skirt with the crimson drops. 
Then she stood helplessly looking on. Prince also stood firm and motionless as long 
as he could; till he suddenly sank down in a heap.

By this time the mail-cart man had joined her, and began dragging and 
unharnessing the hot form of Prince. But he was already dead, and seeing that 
nothing more could be done immediately the mail-cart man returned to his own 
animal, which was uninjured.

‘You was on the wrong side,’ he said. ‘I am bound to go on with the mail-bags, 
so that the best thing for you to do is to bide here with your load. I’ll send somebody 
to help you as soon as I can. It will soon be daylight, and you have nothing to fear.’

He mounted and sped on his way; while Tess stood and waited. The atmosphere 
turned pale, the birds shook themselves in the hedges, arose, and twittered; the 
lane showed all its white features, and Tess showed hers, still whiter. The huge 
pool of blood in front of her was already assuming the iridescence of coagulation; 
and when the sun rose a million prismatic hues were reflected from it. Prince lay 
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alongside still and stark; his eyes half open, the hole in his chest looking scarcely 
large enough to have let out all that had animated him.

‘’Tis all my doing – all mine!’ the distracted girl cried, gazing intently at the 
spectacle. ‘No excuse for me – none. What will father and mother live on now? Aby, 
Aby!’ She shook the child, who had slept soundly through the whole disaster. ‘We 
can’t go on with our load – Prince is killed!’

When Abraham realized all, the furrows of fifty years were extemporized on his 
young face.

‘Why, I danced and laughed only yesterday!’ she went on to herself. ‘To think 
that I was such a fool!’

‘’Tis because we be on a blighted star, and not a sound one, isn’t it, Tess?’ 
murmured Abraham through his tears.

(from Chapter 4)
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JOHN MILTON: Paradise Lost, Books IX and X

6 Either (a) In what ways, and with what effects, does Milton present freedom and the desire to 
be free in Paradise Lost, Books IX and X?

 Or (b) Paying close attention to Milton’s poetic methods, discuss the following extract, 
showing what it adds to your understanding of his concerns in Paradise Lost, Books 
IX and X.

Meanwhile in Paradise the hellish pair
Too soon arrived, Sin there in power before,
Once actual, now in body, and to dwell
Habitual habitant; behind her Death
Close following pace for pace, not mounted yet
On his pale horse: to whom Sin thus began.
 Second of Satan sprung, all conquering Death,
What think’st thou of our empire now, though earned
With travail difficult, not better far
Than still at Hell’s dark threshold to have sat watch,
Unnamed, undreaded, and thyself half-starved?
 Whom thus the Sin-born monster answered soon.
To me, who with eternal famine pine,
Alike is Hell, or Paradise, or Heaven,
There best, where most with ravin I may meet;
Which here, though plenteous, all too little seems
To stuff this maw, this vast unhidebound corpse.
 To whom th’ incestuous mother thus replied.
Thou therefore on these herbs, and fruits, and flow’rs
Feed first, on each beast next, and fish, and fowl,
No homely morsels, and whatever thing
The scythe of Time mows down, devour unspared,
Till I in man residing through the race,
His thoughts, his looks, words, actions all infect,
And season him thy last and sweetest prey.
 This said, they both betook them several ways,
Both to destroy, or unimmortal make
All kinds, and for destruction to mature
Sooner or later; which th’ Almighty seeing,
From his transcendent seat the saints among,
To those bright orders uttered thus his voice.
 See with what heat these dogs of Hell advance
To waste and havoc yonder world, which I
So fair and good created, and had still
Kept in that state, had not the folly of man
Let in these wasteful Furies, who impute
Folly to me, so doth the Prince of Hell
And his adherents, that with so much ease
I suffer them to enter and possess
A place so Heav’nly, and conniving seem
To gratify my scornful enemies,
That laugh, as if transported with some fit
Of passion, I to them had quitted all,
At random yielded up to their misrule;
And know not that I called and drew them thither
My Hell-hounds, to lick up the draff and filth
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Which man’s polluting sin with taint hath shed
On what was pure, till crammed and gorged, nigh burst
With sucked and glutted offal, at one sling
Of thy victorious arm, well-pleasing Son,
Both Sin, and Death, and yawning grave at last
Through Chaos hurled, obstruct the mouth of Hell
For ever, and seal up his ravenous jaws.
Then heav’n and earth renewed shall be made pure
To sanctity that shall receive no stain:
Till then the curse pronounced on both precedes.

(from Book 10)
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Section B: Post-1900 Poetry and Prose

Answer one question from this section.

MARGARET ATWOOD: The Handmaid’s Tale

7 Either (a) Discuss some of the ways Atwood shapes a reader’s response to the Commander 
in the novel.

 Or (b) Discuss the effects of the writing in the following passage, considering in what ways
it is characteristic of Atwood’s methods and concerns.

Tonight I will say my prayers.

Content removed due to copyright restrictions. 
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 How can I keep on living?

(from Chapter 30)

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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JACKIE KAY: Selected Poems from Darling

8 Either (a) Discuss some of the ways Kay creates and uses different personas in her poems. In 
your answer you should refer in detail to three poems from the selection.

 Or (b) Analyse the following poem, considering in what ways it is characteristic of Kay’s
poetic methods and concerns, here and elsewhere in the selection.

Keeping Orchids

The orchids my mother gave me when we first met

cutting the stems with a sharp knife.

Content removed due to copyright restrictions 
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TURN OVER FOR QUESTION 9.
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BARBARA KINGSOLVER: The Poisonwood Bible

9 Either (a) In what ways, and with what effects, does Kingsolver present the crashing together 
of ‘two opposite worlds’ in the novel?

 Or (b) Analyse the effects of the writing in the following passage, considering in what ways
it is characteristic of Kingsolver’s presentation of Adah, here and elsewhere in the
novel.

Live was I ere I saw evil.

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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 That 
is what it means to be a beast in the kingdom.

(from Adah, Book 3: The Judges)

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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STEPHEN SPENDER: Selected Poems

10 Either (a) In what ways, and with what effects, does Spender’s poetry express attitudes to 
modern life? In your answer you should refer to three poems from the selection.

 Or (b) Analyse the following poem, considering how far it is characteristic of Spender’s
poetic methods and concerns, here and elsewhere in the selection.

Missing My Daughter

This wall-paper has lines that rise

The roses raced around her name.

Content removed due to copyright restrictions. 
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DEREK WALCOTT: Selected Poems

11 Either (a) Discuss some of the ways Walcott’s poetry explores his feelings about his cultural 
heritage. In your answer you should refer in detail to three poems from the selection.

 Or (b) Analyse the following poem, considering how far it is characteristic of Walcott’s
poetic methods and feelings about death, here and elsewhere in the selection.

Oddjob, a Bull Terrier

You prepare for one sorrow,

love-deep.

Content removed due to copyright restrictions. 
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VIRGINIA WOOLF: Mrs Dalloway

12 Either (a) In what ways, and with what effects, does Woolf present the relationship between 
Clarissa and Richard Dalloway?

 Or (b) Discuss the effects of the writing in the following passage, considering in what ways 
it is characteristic of Woolf’s methods and concerns, here and elsewhere in the 
novel.

At tea Rezia told him that Mrs Filmer’s daughter was expecting a baby. She 
could not grow old and have no children! She was very lonely, she was very 
unhappy! She cried for the first time since they were married. Far away he heard her 
sobbing; he heard it accurately, he noticed it distinctly; he compared it to a piston 
thumping. But he felt nothing.

His wife was crying, and he felt nothing; only each time she sobbed in this 
profound, this silent, this hopeless way, he descended another step into the pit.

At last, with a melodramatic gesture which he assumed mechanically and with 
complete consciousness of its insincerity, he dropped his head on his hands. Now 
he had surrendered; now other people must help him. People must be sent for. He 
gave in.

Nothing could rouse him. Rezia put him to bed. She sent for a doctor – Mrs 
Filmer’s Dr Holmes. Dr Holmes examined him. There was nothing whatever the 
matter, said Dr Holmes. Oh, what a relief! What a kind man, what a good man! 
thought Rezia. When he felt like that he went to the music hall, said Dr Holmes. 
He took a day off with his wife and played golf. Why not try two tabloids of bromide 
dissolved in a glass of water at bedtime? These old Bloomsbury houses, said Dr 
Holmes, tapping the wall, are often full of very fine panelling, which the landlords 
have the folly to paper over. Only the other day, visiting a patient, Sir Somebody 
Something, in Bedford Square –

So there was no excuse; nothing whatever the matter, except the sin for which 
human nature had condemned him to death; that he did not feel. He had not cared 
when Evans was killed; that was worst; but all the other crimes raised their heads 
and shook their fingers and jeered and sneered over the rail of the bed in the early 
hours of the morning at the prostrate body which lay realising its degradation; how 
he had married his wife without loving her; had lied to her; seduced her; outraged 
Miss Isabel Pole, and was so pocked and marked with vice that women shuddered 
when they saw him in the street. The verdict of human nature on such a wretch was 
death.

Dr Holmes came again. Large, fresh-coloured, handsome, flicking his boots, 
looking in the glass, he brushed it all aside – headaches, sleeplessness, fears, 
dreams – nerve symptoms and nothing more, he said. If Dr Holmes found himself 
even half a pound below eleven stone six, he asked his wife for another plate of 
porridge at breakfast. (Rezia would learn to cook porridge.) But, he continued, 
health is largely a matter in our own control. Throw yourself into outside interests; 
take up some hobby. He opened Shakespeare – Antony and Cleopatra; pushed 
Shakespeare aside. Some hobby, said Dr Holmes, for did he not owe his own 
excellent health (and he worked as hard as any man in London) to the fact that he 
could always switch off from his patients on to old furniture? And what a very pretty 
comb, if he might say so, Mrs Warren Smith was wearing!

When the damned fool came again, Septimus refused to see him. Did he 
indeed? said Dr Holmes, smiling agreeably. Really he had to give that charming 
little lady, Mrs Smith, a friendly push before he could get past her into her husband’s 
bedroom.

‘So you’re in a funk,’ he said agreeably, sitting down by his patient’s side. He 
had actually talked of killing himself to his wife, quite a girl, a foreigner, wasn’t she? 
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Didn’t that give her a very odd idea of English husbands? Didn’t one owe perhaps 
a duty to one’s wife? Wouldn’t it be better to do something instead of lying in bed? 
For he had had forty years’ experience behind him; and Septimus could take Dr 
Holmes’s word for it – there was nothing whatever the matter with him. And next time 
Dr Holmes came he hoped to find Smith out of bed and not making that charming 
little lady his wife anxious about him.

Human nature, in short, was on him – the repulsive brute, with the blood-red 
nostrils. Holmes was on him. Dr Holmes came quite regularly every day. Once you 
stumble, Septimus wrote on the back of a postcard, human nature is on you. Holmes 
is on you. Their only chance was to escape, without letting Holmes know; to Italy – 
anywhere, anywhere, away from Dr Holmes.

But Rezia could not understand him. Dr Holmes was such a kind man. He was 
so interested in Septimus. He only wanted to help them, he said. He had four little 
children and he had asked her to tea, she told Septimus.
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