
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Paper 2, Section A 

Unseen Extracts 

Booklet 



Section A – Shorter Extracts or Texts 

Nothing’s Changed – Tatamkhulu Afrika 

The speaker has returned to District 6, an area of Cape Town in South Africa which is being ‘re-

gentrified’ in the post-Apartheid era. 

Small round hard stones click  

under my heels,  

seeding grasses thrust  

bearded seeds  

into trouser cuffs, cans,  

trodden on, crunch  

in tall, purple-flowering,  

amiable weeds.  

 

District Six.  

No board says it is:  

but my feet know,  

and my hands,  

and the skin about my bones,  

and the soft labouring of my lungs,  

and the hot, white, inwards turning  

anger of my eyes.  

 

Brash with glass,  

name flaring like a flag,  

it squats  

in the grass and weeds,  

incipient Port Jackson trees:  

new, up-market, haute cuisine,  

guard at the gatepost,  

whites only inn.  

 

 

No sign says it is:  

but we know where we belong.  

 

I press my nose  

to the clear panes, know,  

before I see them, there will be  

crushed ice white glass,  

linen falls,  

the single rose.  

Down the road,  

working man's cafe sells  

bunny chows.  

Take it with you, eat  

it at a plastic table's top,  

wipe your fingers on your jeans,  

spit a little on the floor:  

it's in the bone.  

 

I back from the  

glass,  

boy again,  

leaving small mean O  

of small mean mouth.  

Hands burn  

for a stone, a bomb,  

to shiver down the glass.  

Nothing's changed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Grapes of Wrath – John Steinbeck (1939) 

The novel follows a family from Oklahoma as they head west in desperate search of work 

during the Depression in 1930s America.  

And the dispossessed, the migrants, flowed into California, two hundred and fifty thousand, 
and three hundred thousand.  Behind them new tractors were going on the land and the 
tenants were being forced off.  And new waves were on the way, new waves of the 
dispossessed and the homeless, hardened, intent, and dangerous.  

… 

And a homeless hungry man, driving the roads with his wife beside him and his thin children 
in the back seat, could look at the fallow fields which might produce food but not profit and 
that man could know how a fallow field is a sin and the unused land a crime against the thin 
children.  An such a man drove along the roads and knew temptation at every filed, and knew 
the lust to take these fields and make them grow strength for his children and a little comfort 
for his wife.  The temptation was before him always.  The fields goaded him, and the company 
ditches with good water flowing were a goad to him.  

And in the south he saw the golden oranges hanging on the trees, the little golden oranges 
on the dark green trees; and guards with shotguns patrolling the lines so a man might not pick 
an orange for a thin child, oranges to be dumped if the price was low.  

He drove his old car into a town.  He scoured the farms for work.  Where can we sleep the 
night?  

Well, there’s a Hooverville on the edge of the river.  There’s a whole raft of Okies there.  

He drove his old car to Hooverville.  He never asked again, for there was a Hooverville on the 
edge of every town.  

The rag town lay close to water; and the houses were tents, and weed-thatched enclosures, 
paper houses, a great junk pile.  The man drove his family in and became a citizen of 
Hooverville--always they were called Hooverville.  The man put up his own tent as near to 
water as he could get; or if he had no tent, he went to the city dump and brought back cartons 
and built a house of corrugated paper.  And when the rains came the house melted and 
washed away.  He settled in Hooverville and he scoured the countryside for work, and the 
little money he had went for gasoline to look for work.  In the evening the men gathered and 
talked of the land they had seen.  

There’s thirty thousan’ acres, out west of here.  Layin’ there.  Jesus, what I could do with that, 
with five acres of that!  Why, hell, I’d have ever’thing to eat. 

  

 

 



Harvest – Jim Crace (2013) 

The novel takes place at some point in English history (Crace has been vague about a specific 

time), which sees the process of changing land use, removing villagers’ rights to shared land 

and the enclosing of fields for private gain.  

It was only when the gentleman returned in the fullness of the afternoon and stood at our 

backs on the bristle of the field to quantify and measure us that we began again to wonder 

what awaited these treasured neighbourhoods and to feel uneasy. What was he wanting 

from our soil, what were his charts securing? We saw his finger wagging on the count. We 

heard him numbering, until he reached the paltry fifty-eight that represented us. We know 

enough to understand that in the greater world flour, meat and cheese are not divided into 

shares and portions for the larder, as they are here, but only weighed and sized for selling. 

Was Mr Quill the confirmation of the rumour that had gone about our doors that Master 

Kent was in such narrows now he was a widower that he would need to measure and sell 

our land? No amount of openness and jollity could raise our spirits once that fear took 

hold. Our observer’s ready smile was menacing. 

We were slow to broadcast our alarm. But we tackled our last barley stands more silently, 

less lewdly – and more scrupulously, as we were being watched. Now each barking deer 

or woodcock call was a warning. Each darkling cloud reminded us how nothing in our 

fields was guaranteed. We only muttered to ourselves, too anxious to raise our voices 

loud enough to reach our neighbours down the reaping line. Some of the younger men set 

faces which declared they’d defend our acres with their lives or with the lives of anyone 

that crossed them.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Section B – Longer Extracts or Texts - exam question work 

 

From The Broken World – Adam Foulds (2008) 

It is the 1950s, and Tom has returned to the family farm in Kenya after finishing school in England. 

Before returning to Britain to attend university, he is caught up in the brutal British suppression of 

the Mau Mau uprising.  

 

Talk was of Frank Grayson and Charles Hewitt, 

the two old boys who dined together, 

clobbered by their own servants, 

just absolutely butchered. 

And there were other incidents –  

Everyone had something from his own farm. 

And the Governor was no more use 

than a margarine dildo. 

 

Tom had had a nightmare the previous night: 

He and Kate in the corridor  

down to matron’s room, 

building a barricade of chairs, 

permeable, collapsing, clatteringly rebuilt, 

which wouldn’t keep anybody out. 

Aside from that, he’d found it hard to fear  

consistently. At home he kept forgetting. 

Everything looked so much as always, 

the objects placid, the weather, the days like 

others. 

Here among these men who’d simmered 

for weeks in their adrenalin, 

his own fear took shape, hardened, 

with edge, between his lungs. 

 

No one really spoke to him. 

Prior of the KPR* was there 

and closest to Tom’s age 

but he spoke to no one, 

or nodded at what Jenkins said. 

 

In the panelled room 

the men’s tans looked wrong. 

Nervy, thickening, strained, 

their faces looked dirtied by the sun. 

Unsettled: they’d thought their major war 

over.  

Sitting by Tom’s father, Monty Parker’s 

face had a cracked glaze, 

white crows’ feet showing through. 

One of the old set, 

his vigorous enterprise 

with other men’s wives might not 

have surprised Tom if he’d been told. 

He remembered him jogging 

round a pool in dripping trunks, 

smiling out to his incisors, 

instigating games. 

 

 



You bunking up here tonight? 

 

Tom answered, his father watching: 

We weren’t planning on it. 

 

Monty leaned back, slid 

his palms down his chest. 

I suppose it’s not too far for you. 

I will. MMBA for me to get back. 

Then unpacked the familiar slang 

with leisured loathing: 

Miles and miles of bloody Africa. 

 

A message for Jenkins pulled him from the 

room. 

It looked urgent. 

Trouble in the nursery 

got no laughs. 

 

When he returned, he was followed  

by a Home Guard Johnny 

who loitered by the door 

unaware of his audacity, 

breathing hard, in a filthy uniform, 

shoes splashed, Tom noticed, and not with 

mud.  

 

Jenkins stood in the middle of the room. 

Gentleman, there’s a hunt on. 

There’s been a ferocious carve-up, 

maybe a hundred loyalists are dead. 

The Mau Mau are out there 

in their villages right now, or hiding. 

Would you all care to join me 

in going after these fucking apes. 

There are guns for everybody.  

 

 

*Kenya Police Reserve 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Hard Times – Charles Dickens (1854) 

Stephen Blackpool, a ‘Hand’ as the workers in Mr Bounderby’s factory are known, has come to see his 

boss on a personal matter. Coketown is a town purely concerned with work and production.  

 

The Fairy palaces burst into illumination, before pale morning showed the monstrous serpents of 

smoke trailing themselves over Coketown.  A clattering of clogs upon the pavement; a rapid ringing of 

bells; and all the melancholy mad elephants, polished and oiled up for the day’s monotony, were at 

their heavy exercise again. 

Stephen bent over his loom, quiet, watchful, and steady.  A special contrast, as every man was in the 

forest of looms where Stephen worked, to the crashing, smashing, tearing piece of mechanism at 

which he laboured.  Never fear, good people of an anxious turn of mind, that Art will consign Nature 

to oblivion.  Set anywhere, side by side, the work of God and the work of man; and the former, even 

though it be a troop of Hands of very small account, will gain in dignity from the comparison. 

So many hundred Hands in this Mill; so many hundred horse Steam Power.  It is known, to the force 

of a single pound weight, what the engine will do; but, not all the calculators of the National Debt can 

tell me the capacity for good or evil, for love or hatred, for patriotism or discontent, for the 

decomposition of virtue into vice, or the reverse, at any single moment in the soul of one of these its 

quiet servants, with the composed faces and the regulated actions.  There is no mystery in it; there is 

an unfathomable mystery in the meanest of them, for ever.—Supposing we were to reverse our 

arithmetic for material objects, and to govern these awful unknown quantities by other means! 

The day grew strong, and showed itself outside, even against the flaming lights within.  The lights were 

turned out, and the work went on.  The rain fell, and the Smoke-serpents, submissive to the curse of 

all that tribe, trailed themselves upon the earth.  In the waste-yard outside, the steam from the escape 

pipe, the litter of barrels and old iron, the shining heaps of coals, the ashes everywhere, were 

shrouded in a veil of mist and rain. 

The work went on, until the noon-bell rang.  More clattering upon the pavements.  The looms, and 

wheels, and Hands all out of gear for an hour. 

Stephen came out of the hot mill into the damp wind and cold wet streets, haggard and worn.  He 

turned from his own class and his own quarter, taking nothing but a little bread as he walked along, 

towards the hill on which his principal employer lived, in a red house with black outside shutters, green 

inside blinds, a black street door, up two white steps, Bounderby (in letters very like himself) upon a 

brazen plate, and a round brazen door-handle underneath it, like a brazen full-stop. 

Mr. Bounderby was at his lunch.  So Stephen had expected.  Would his servant say that one of the 

Hands begged leave to speak to him?  Message in return, requiring name of such Hand.  Stephen 

Blackpool.  There was nothing troublesome against Stephen Blackpool; yes, he might come in. 

Stephen Blackpool in the parlour.  Mr. Bounderby (whom he just knew by sight), at lunch on chop and 

sherry.  Mrs. Sparsit netting at the fireside, in a side-saddle attitude, with one foot in a cotton stirrup.  

It was a part, at once of Mrs. Sparsit’s dignity and service, not to lunch.  She supervised the meal 

officially, but implied that in her own stately person she considered lunch a weakness. 

‘Now, Stephen,’ said Mr. Bounderby, ‘what’s the matter with you?’ 



Stephen made a bow.  Not a servile one—these Hands will never do that!  Lord bless you, sir, you’ll 

never catch them at that, if they have been with you twenty years!—and, as a complimentary toilet 

for Mrs. Sparsit, tucked his neckerchief ends into his waistcoat. 

‘Now, you know,’ said Mr. Bounderby, taking some sherry, ‘we have never had any difficulty with you, 

and you have never been one of the unreasonable ones.  You don’t expect to be set up in a coach and 

six, and to be fed on turtle soup and venison, with a gold spoon, as a good many of ’em do!’  Mr. 

Bounderby always represented this to be the sole, immediate, and direct object of any Hand who was 

not entirely satisfied; ‘and therefore I know already that you have not come here to make a complaint.  

Now, you know, I am certain of that, beforehand.’ 

‘No, sir, sure I ha’ not coom for nowt o’ th’ kind.’ 

Mr. Bounderby seemed agreeably surprised, notwithstanding his previous strong conviction.  ‘Very 

well,’ he returned.  ‘You’re a steady Hand, and I was not mistaken.  Now, let me hear what it’s all 

about.  As it’s not that, let me hear what it is.  What have you got to say?  Out with it, lad!’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Translations – Brian Friel (1980) 

The play takes place in a hedge-school in Baile Beag, an Irish-speaking community in County Donegal, 

Ireland in 1833. Hugh is a school master who teaches the locals Latin (although some would prefer to 

learn to speak English). He has two sons, Manus and Owen. Owen, who does speak English, has just 

returned from an absence, bringing with him a contingent from the British Army who have come to 

map out the local area. The English mistakenly refer to Owen as Roland in this scene.  

 

LANCEY: … what we are doing is this. (He looks at OWEN. OWEN nods reassuringly.) His majesty’s 

government has ordered the first ever comprehensive survey of thus entire country – a general 

triangulation which will embrace detailed hydrographic and topographic information and which will 

be executed to a scale of six inches to the English mile. 

HUGH: (Pouring a drink) Excellent – excellent.  

            (LANCEY looks at OWEN.) 

OWEN: A new map is being made of the whole country. 

            (LANCEY looks at OWEN: Is that all? OWEN smiles reassuringly and indicates to proceed.) 

LANCEY: This enormous task has been embarked on so that the military authorities will be equipped 

with up-to-date and accurate information on every corner of this part of the Empire. 

Owen: The job is being done by soldiers because they are skilled in this work. 

LANCEY: And also so that the entire basis of land valuation can be reassessed for purposes of more 

equitable land taxation. 

OWEN: This map will take the place of the estate agent’s map so that from now on you will know 

exactly what is yours in law. 

LANCEY: In conclusion I wish to quote two brief extracts from the white paper which is our governing 

charter: (Reads) ‘All formers surveys of Ireland originated in forfeiture and violent transfers of 

property; the present survey has for its object the relief which can be afforded to the proprietors and 

occupiers of land from unequal taxation.’ 

OWEN: The captain hopes that the public will cooperate with the sappers and that the new map will 

mean that taxes are reduced. 

HUGH: A worthy enterprise – opus honestum! And Extract B? 

LANCEY: ‘Ireland is privileged. No such survey is being undertaken in England. So this survey cannot 

but be received as proof of the disposition of this government to advance the interests of Ireland.’ My 

sentiments, too. 

OWEN: This survey demonstrates the government’s interest in Ireland and the captain thanks you for 

listening so attentively to him. 

HUGH: Our pleasure, Captain. 

LANCEY: Lieutenant Yolland? 

YOLLAND: I – I- I’ve nothing to say – really – 



OWEN: The Captain is the man who actually makes the new map. George’s task is to see that the 

place-names on this map are … correct. (To YOLLAND.) Just a few words – they’d like to hear you. (To 

class.) Don’t you want to hear George, too? 

MAIRE: Has he anything to say? 

YOLLAND: (To MAIRE) Sorry – sorry? 

OWEN: She says she’s dying to hear you. 

YOLLAND: (To MAIRE) Very kind of you – thank you … (To class) I can only say that I feel – I feel very 

foolish to – to – to be working here and not speak your language. But I intend to rectify that  - with 

Roland’s help – Indeed I do. 

OWEN: He wants me to teach him Irish! 

HUGH: You are doubly welcome, Sir. 

YOLLAND: I think your countryside is – is – is – is very beautiful. I’ve fallen in love with it already. I hope 

were not too – too – crude an intrusion on your lives. And I know that I’m going to be happy, very 

happy, here. 

OWEN: He’s already a committed Hibernophile –  

JIMMY: He loves – 

OWEN: All right, Jimmy – we know – he loves Baile Beag; and he loves you all. 

HUGH: Please … May I …? 

            (HUGH is now drunk. He holds onto the edge of the table.) 

OWEN: Go ahead, Father. (Hands up for quiet.) Please – please. 

HUGH: And we, gentlemen, we in turn are happy to offer you our friendship, our hospitality, and every 

assistance that you may require. Gentlemen – welcome! 

          (A few desultory claps. The formalities are over. General conversation. The soldiers meet the 

locals. MANUS and OWEN meet down stage.) 

OWEN: Lancey’s a bloody ramrod but George’s all right. How are you anyway? 

MANUS: What sort of a translation was that, Owen? 

OWEN: Did I make a mess of it? 

MANUS: You weren’t saying what Lancey was saying! 

OWEN: ‘Uncertainty in meaning is incipient poetry’ – who said that? 

MANUS: There was nothing uncertain about what Lancey said: it’s a bloody military operation, Owen” 

And what’s Yolland’s function? What’s ‘incorrect’ about the place-names we have here? 

OWEN: Nothing at all. They’re just going to be standardized.  

MANUS: You mean changed into English? 

OWEN: Where there’s ambiguity, they’ll be Anglicised. 



The Well of Loneliness – Radclyffe Hall (1928) 

Radclyffe Hall’s protagonist, an upper-class young woman called Stephen Gordon growing up in 

Edwardian England, realises at a young age that she loves women. Radclyffe Hall wrote the novel, 

she said, to seek ‘a more tolerant understanding’ of homosexuality. The novel was involved in an 

obscenity trial in 1928 and would not be officially published in Britain until 1949.  

Men - they were selfish, arrogant, possessive. What could they do for Mary LIewellyn? What could a 

man give that she could not? A child? But she would give Mary such a love as would be complete in 

itself without children. Mary would have no room in her heart, in her life, for a child, if she came to 

Stephen. All things they would be the one to the other, should they stand in that limitless relationship; 

father, mother, friend, and lover, all things - the amazing complete­ness of it; and Mary, the child, the 

friend, the beloved. With the terrible bonds of her dual nature, she could bind Mary fast, and the pain 

would be sweetness, so that the girl would cry out for that sweetness, hugging her chains always closer 

to her. The world would condemn but they would rejoice; glorious outcasts, unashamed, triumphant! 

She began to pace restlessly up and down the room, as had ever been her wont in moments of 

emotion. Her face grew ominous, heavy and brooding; the fine line of her mouth was a little marred; 

her eyes were less clear, less the servants of her spirit than the slaves of her anxious and passionate 

body; the red scar on her cheek stood out like a wound. Then quite suddenly she had opened the door, 

and was staring at the dimly lighted staircase. She took a step forward and then stopped; appalled, 

dumbfounded at herself, at this thing she was doing. And as she stood there as though turned to 

stone, she remembered another and spacious study, she remembered a lanky colt of a girl whose 

glance had kept straying towards the windows; she remembered a man who had held out his hand: 

'Stephen, come here .... What is honour, my daughter?' 

Honour, good God! Was this her honour? Mary, whose nerves had been strained to breaking I A 

dastardly thing it would be to drag her through the maze of passion, with no word of warning. Was 

she to know nothing of what lay before her, of the price she would have to pay for such love? She was 

young and completely ignorant of life; she knew only that she loved, and the young were ardent. She 

would give all that Stephen might ask of her and more, for the young were not only ardent but 

generous. And through giving all she would be left defenceless, neither forewarned nor forearmed 

against a world that would turn like a merciless beast and rend her. It was horrible. No, Mary must 

not give until she had counted the cost of that gift, until she was restored in body and mind, and was 

able to form a considered judgment.  

Then Stephen must tell her the cruel truth, she must say: 'I am one of those whom God marked on the 

forehead: Like Cain, I am marked and blemished. If you come to me, Mary, the world will abhor you, 

will persecute you, will call you unclean. Our love may be faithful even unto death and beyond - yet 

the world will call it unclean. We may harm no living creature by our love; we may grow more perfect 

in understanding and in charity because of our loving; but all this will not save you from the scourge 

of a world that will turn away its eyes from your noblest actions, finding only corruption and vileness 

in you. You will see men and women defiling each other, laying the burden of their sins upon their 

children. You will see unfaithfulness, lies and deceit among those whom the world views with 

approbation. You will find that many have grown hard of heart, have grown greedy, selfish, cruel and 

lustful; and then you will turn to me and will say: "You and I are more worthy of respect than these 

people. Why does the world persecute us, Stephen?" And I shall answer: "Because in this world there 

is only toleration for the so-called normal." And when you come to me for protection, I shall say: "I 

cannot protect you, Mary, the world has deprived me of my right to protect; I am utterly helpless, I 

can only love you." 



From Howl – Allen Ginsberg (1955) 

Allen Ginsberg was an American poet who became a leading member of the San Francisco poetry 

scene. He is often referred to a Beat Poet. He opposed much of what he saw as American militarism, 

capitalism and conformity. Howl was at the centre of an Obscenity Trial and its publication initially  

banned in 1956.  

I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical naked, 
     dragging themselves through the negro streets at dawn looking for an angry fix, 
angelheaded hipsters burning for the ancient heavenly connection to the starry dynamo in 

the machinery of night, 
who poverty and tatters and hollow-eyed and high sat up smoking in the supernatural 

darkness of cold-water flats floating across the tops of cities contemplating jazz, 
who bared their brains to Heaven under the El and saw Mohammedan angels staggering 

on tenement roofs illuminated, 
who passed through universities with radiant cool eyes hallucinating Arkansas and Blake-

light tragedy among the scholars of war, 
who were expelled from the academies for crazy & publishing obscene odes on the 

windows of the skull, 
who cowered in unshaven rooms in underwear, burning their money in wastebaskets and 

listening to the Terror through the wall, 
who got busted in their pubic beards returning through Laredo with a belt of marijuana 

for New York, 
who ate fire in paint hotels or drank turpentine in Paradise Alley, death, or purgatoried 

their torsos night after night 
with dreams, with drugs, with waking nightmares, alcohol and cock and endless balls, 

incomparable blind streets of shuddering cloud and lightning in the mind leaping 
toward poles of Canada & Paterson, illuminating all the motionless world of Time 
between, 

Peyote solidities of halls, backyard green tree cemetery dawns, wine drunkenness over the 
rooftops, storefront boroughs of teahead joyride neon blinking traffic light, sun and 
moon and tree vibrations in the roaring winter dusks of Brooklyn, ashcan rantings and 
kind king light of mind, 

who chained themselves to subways for the endless ride from Battery to holy Bronx on 
benzedrine until the noise of wheels and children brought them down shuddering 
mouth-wracked and battered bleak of brain all drained of brilliance in the drear light of 
Zoo, 

who sank all night in submarine light of Bickford’s floated out and sat through the stale 
beer afternoon in desolate Fugazzi’s, listening to the crack of doom on the hydrogen 
jukebox, 

who talked continuously seventy hours from park to pad to bar to Bellevue to museum to 
the Brooklyn Bridge, 

a lost battalion of platonic conversationalists jumping down the stoops off fire escapes off 
windowsills off Empire State out of the moon, 

yacketayakking screaming vomiting whispering facts and memories and anecdotes and 
eyeball kicks and shocks of hospitals and jails and wars, 
 

 



The Trial – Franza Kafka (written 1914-15; published 1925) 

Josef K. is arrested by two unnamed agents of an unnamed authority, and learns he is to be out on 

trial. The authorities will not tell him what crime he is accused of having committed.  

‘He was no longer able to get the thought of the trial out of his head. He had often wondered whether 

it might not be a good idea to work out a written defence and hand it in to the court. It would contain 

a short description of his life and explain why he had acted the way he had at each event that was in 

any way important, whether he now considered he had acted well or ill, and his reasons for each. 

There was no doubt of the advantages a written defence of this sort would have over relying on the 

lawyer, who was anyway not without his shortcomings. K. had no idea what actions the lawyer was 

taking; it was certainly not a lot, it was more than a month since the lawyer had summoned him, and 

none of the previous discussions had given K. the impression that this man would be able to do much 

for him. Most importantly, he had asked him hardly any questions. And there were so many questions 

here to be asked. Asking questions were the most important thing. K. had the feeling that he would 

be able to ask all the questions needed here himself. The lawyer, in contrast, did not ask questions 

but did all the talking himself or sat silently facing him, leant forward slightly over the desk, probably 

because he was hard of hearing, pulled on a strand of hair in the middle of his beard and looked down 

at the carpet, perhaps at the very spot where K. had lain with Leni. Now and then he would give K. 

some vague warning of the sort you give to children. His speeches were as pointless as they were 

boring, and K. decided that when the final bill came he would pay not a penny for them. Once the 

lawyer thought he had humiliated K. sufficiently, he usually started something that would raise his 

spirits again. He had already, he would then say, won many such cases, partly or in whole, cases which 

may not really have been as difficult as this one but which, on the face of it, had even less hope of 

success. He had a list of these cases here in the drawer - here he would tap on one or other of the 

drawers in his desk – but could, unfortunately, not show them to K. as they dealt with official secrets. 

Nonetheless, the great experience he had acquired through all these cases would, of course, be of 

benefit to K. He had, of course, begun work straight away and was nearly ready to submit the first 

documents. They would be very important because the first impression made by the defence will often 

determine the whole course of the proceedings. Unfortunately, though, he would still have to make 

it clear to K. that the first documents submitted are sometimes not even read by the court. They simply 

put them with the other documents and point out that, for the time being, questioning and observing 

the accused are much more important than anything written. If the applicant becomes insistent, then 

they add that before they come to any decision, as soon as all the material has been brought together, 

with due regard, of course, to all the documents, then these first documents to have been submitted 

will also be checked over. But unfortunately, even this is not usually true, the first documents 

submitted are usually mislaid or lost completely, and even if they do keep them right to the end they 

are hardly read, although the lawyer only knew about this from rumour. This is all very regrettable, 

but not entirely without its justifications. But K. should not forget that the trial would not be public, if 

the court deems it necessary it can be made public but there is no law that says it has to be. As a result, 

the accused and his defence don't have access even to the court records, and especially not to the 

indictment, and that means we generally don't know - or at least not precisely - what the first 

documents need to be about, which means that if they do contain anything of relevance to the case 

it's only by a lucky coincidence. If anything about the individual charges and the reasons for them 

comes out clearly or can be guessed at while the accused is being questioned, then it's possible to 

work out and submit documents that really direct the issue and present proof, but not before. 

Conditions like this, of course, place the defence in a very unfavourable and difficult position. But that 

is what they intend. In fact, defence is not really allowed under the law…’ 



A Room of One’s Own - Virginia Woolf (1929) 

This literary non-fiction extract comes from a set of speeches Woolf gave to an audience of 

women students at Cambridge in 1928 (it is worth noting that female undergraduates could 

not be awarded a degree at Cambridge until 1948). The main thrust of her argument is that 

women need time and space from routine responsibilities in order to be able to fulfil their 

potential.   

Let me imagine, since facts are so hard to come by, what would have happened had 

Shakespeare had a wonderfully gifted sister, called Judith, let us say. Shakespeare himself 

went, very probably, - his mother was an heiress – to the grammar school, where he may have 

learnt Latin – Ovid, Virgil and Horace – and the elements of grammar and logic. He was, it is 

well known, a wild boy who poached rabbits, perhaps shot a deer, and had, rather sooner 

than he should have done, to marry a woman in the neighbourhood  who bore him a child 

rather quicker than was right. That escapade sent him to seek his fortune in London. He had, 

it seemed, a taste for the theatre; he began by holding horses at the stage door. Very soon he 

got work in the theatre, became a successful actor, and lived at the hub of the universe, 

meeting everybody, knowing everybody, practising his art on the boards, exercising his wits 

in the streets, and even getting access to the palace of the queen. Meanwhile his 

extraordinarily gifted sister, let us suppose, remained at home. She was as adventurous, as 

imaginative, as agog to see the world as he was. But she was not sent to school. She had no 

chance of studying grammar and logic, let alone of reading Horace and Virgil. She picked up a 

book now and then, one of her brother’s perhaps, and read a few pages. But then her parents 

came in and told her to mend the stockings or mind the stew and not moon about with books 

and papers. They would have spoken sharply but kindly, for they were substantial people who 

knew the conditions of life for a woman and loved their daughter – indeed, more likely than 

not she was the apple of her father’s eye. Perhaps she scribbled some pages up in an apple 

loft on the sly, but was careful to hide them or set fire to them. Soon, however, before she 

was out of her teens, she was to be betrothed to the son of a neighbouring wool-stapler. She 

cried out that marriage was hateful to her, and for that she was severely beaten by her father. 

Then he ceased to scold her. He begged her instead not to hurt him, not to shame him in this 

matter of her marriage. He would give her a chain of beads or a fine petticoat, he said; and 

there were tears on his eyes. How could she disobey him? How could she break his heart? 

The force of her own gift alone drove her to it. She made up a small parcel of her belongings, 

let herself down by a rope one summer’s night and took the road to London. She was not 

seventeen. The birds that sang in the hedge were not more musical than she was. She had 

the quickest fancy, a gift like her brother’s, for the tune of words. Like him, she had a state 

for the theatre. She stood at the stage door; she wanted to act, she said. Men laughed in her 

face. The manager – a fat, loose-lipped man – guffawed. He bellowed something about 

poodles dancing and women acting – no woman, he said, could possibly be an actress. He 

hinted – you can imagine what. She could get no training on her craft. Could she even seek 

her dinner in a tavern or roam the streets at midnight? Yet her genius was for fiction and 

lusted to feed abundantly upon the lives of men and women and the study of their ways. At 

last – for she was very young, oddly like Shakespeare the poet in her face, with the same grey 

eyes and rounded brows – at last Nick Greene the actor-manager took pity on her; she found 



herself with child by that gentleman and so – who shall measure the heat and violence of the 

poet’s heart when caught and tangled in a woman’s body? – killed herself one winter’s night 

and lies buried at some crossroads where the omnibuses now stop outside the Elephant and 

Castle.  

That, more or less, is how the story would run, I think, if a woman in Shakespeare’s day had 

had Shakespeare’s genius. 


