Mrs. Jennings was a widow, with an ample jointure.1 She had only two daughters, both of whom she had lived to see
respectably married, and she had now therefore nothing to do but to marry all the rest of the world. In the promotion
of this object she was zealously active, as far as her ability reached; and missed no opportunity of projecting
weddings among all the young people of her acquaintance. She was remarkably quick in the discovery of
attachments, and had enjoyed the advantage of raising the blushes and the vanity of many a young lady by
insinuations of her power over such a young man; and this kind of discernment enabled her soon after her arrival at
Barton decisively to pronounce that Colonel Brandon was very much in love with Marianne Dashwood. She rather
suspected it to be so, on the very first evening of their being together, from his listening so attentively while she sang
to them; and when the visit was returned by the Middletons’ dining at the cottage, the fact was ascertained by his
listening to her again. It must be so. She was perfectly convinced of it. It would be an excellent match, for he was
rich and she was handsome. Mrs. Jennings had been anxious to see Colonel Brandon well married, ever since her
connection with Sir John first brought him to her knowledge; and she was always anxious to get a good husband for
every pretty girl.
The immediate advantage to herself was by no means inconsiderable, for it supplied her with endless jokes against
them both. At the park she laughed at the colonel, and in the cottage at Marianne. To the former her raillery was
probably, as far as it regarded only himself, perfectly indifferent; but to the latter it was at first incomprehensible;
and when its object was understood, she hardly knew whether most to laugh at its absurdity, or censure its
impertinence, for she considered it as an unfeeling reflection on the colonel’s advanced years, and on his forlorn
condition as an old bachelor.
Mrs. Dashwood, who could not think a man five years younger than herself, so exceedingly ancient as he appeared
to the youthful fancy of her daughter, ventured to clear Mrs. Jennings from the probability of wishing to throw
ridicule on his age.
“But at least, mama, you cannot deny the absurdity of the accusation, though you may not think it intentionally illnatured. Colonel Brandon is certainly younger than Mrs. Jennings, but he is old enough to be my father; and if he
were ever animated enough to be in love, must have long outlived every sensation of the kind. It is too ridiculous!
When is a man to be safe from such wit, if age and infirmity will not protect him?”
“Infirmity!” said Elinor,2 “do you call Colonel Brandon infirm? I can easily suppose that his age may appear much
greater to you than to my mother; but you can hardly deceive yourself as to his having the use of his limbs!”
“Did not you hear him complain of the rheumatism? and is not that the commonest infirmity of declining life?”
“My dearest child,” said her mother laughing, “at this rate you must be in continual terror of my decay; and it must
seem to you a miracle that my life has been extended to the advanced age of forty.”
“Mama, you are not doing me justice. I know very well that Colonel Brandon is not old enough to make his friends
yet apprehensive of losing him in the course of nature. He may live twenty years longer. But thirty-five has nothing
to do with matrimony.”
(1811)
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Pity me not because the light of day
At close of day no longer walks the sky;
Pity me not for beauties passed away
From field and thicket as the year goes by;
Pity me not the waning of the moon,
Nor that the ebbing tide goes out to sea,
Nor that a man’s desire is hushed so soon,
And you no longer look with love on me.
This have I known always: Love is no more
Than the wide blossom which the wind assails,
Than the great tide that treads the shifting shore,
Strewing fresh wreckage gathered in the gales:
Pity me that the heart is slow to learn
What the swift mind beholds at every turn.
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Read the following passage carefully before you choose your answers.
Isabel Archer was a young person of many theories; her imagination was remarkably active. It had been her fortune
to possess a finer mind than most of the persons among whom her lot was cast; to have a larger perception of
surrounding facts and to care for knowledge that was tinged with the unfamiliar. It is true that among her
contemporaries she passed for a young woman of extraordinary profundity; for these excellent people never
withheld their admiration from a reach of intellect of which they themselves were not conscious, and spoke of Isabel
as a prodigy of learning, a creature reported to have read the classic authors—in translations. Her paternal aunt, Mrs.
Varian, once spread the rumour that Isabel was writing a book—Mrs. Varian having a reverence for books, and
averred that the girl would distinguish herself in print. Mrs. Varian thought highly of literature, for which she
entertained that esteem that is connected with a sense of privation. Her own large house, remarkable for its
assortment of mosaic tables and decorated ceilings, was unfurnished with a library, and in the way of printed
volumes contained nothing but half a dozen novels in paper on a shelf in the apartment of one of the Miss Varians.
Practically, Mrs. Varian’s acquaintance with literature was confined to The New York Interviewer; as she very justly
said, after you had read the Interviewer you had lost all faith in culture. Her tendency, with this, was rather to keep
the Interviewer out of the way of her daughters; she was determined to bring them up properly, and they read
nothing at all. Her impression with regard to Isabel’s labours was quite illusory; the girl had never attempted to write
a book and had no desire for the laurels of authorship. She had no talent for expression and too little of the
consciousness of genius; she only had a general idea that people were right when they treated her as if she were
rather superior. Whether or no she were superior, people were right in admiring her if they thought her so; for it
seemed to her often that her mind moved more quickly than theirs, and this encouraged an impatience that might
easily be confounded with superiority. It may be affirmed without delay that Isabel was probably very liable to the
sin of self-esteem; she often surveyed with complacency the field of her own nature; she was in the habit of taking
for granted, on scanty evidence, that she was right; she treated herself to occasions of homage. Meanwhile her errors
and delusions were frequently such as a biographer interested in preserving the dignity of his subject must shrink
from specifying. Her thoughts were a tangle of vague outlines which had never been corrected by the judgement of
people speaking with authority. In matters of opinion she had had her own way, and it had led her into a thousand
ridiculous zigzags. At moments she discovered she was grotesquely wrong, and then she treated herself to a week of
passionate humility. After this she held her head higher than ever again; for it was of no use, she had an
unquenchable desire to think well of herself.
(1881)

