
PAPER 1 SECTION B 
EDITH WHARTON: The Age of Innocence !

ESSAY QUESTIONS 
Arranged by trigger and topic !
1. ‘The novel is not just a love story. It is a study of a young man’s quest for maturity.’  

How far do you agree with this comment? (2012 CJC JC1 Promo) !
2. ‘The main theme of the novel is Archer’s realisation of his place in society.’  

How far do you agree with this view of the novel? !
3. Discuss the presentation of entrapment and sacrifice in the novel. !
4. ‘We’ll look, not at visions, but at realities.’ 

Discuss the significance of visions and realities in the novel. !
5. ‘The women in the novel are docile creatures moulded by convention.’ 

How far do you agree with this comment? !
6. ‘Wharton’s intention is to expose the deficiencies of Old New York.’  

How far do you agree with this comment on the novel? (2013 CJC JC2 Prelim) !
7. How far do you agree that The Age of Innocence is more concerned with social change than with 

stability? (2013 ‘A’ Level) !
8. ‘If we don't all stand together, there'll be no such thing as Society left.’ (Chapter 6) 

How far do you think the novel reflects Mrs Archer’s comment? !
9. ‘A society wholly absorbed in barricading itself against the unpleasant.’ (Chapter 11)  

In what ways does the novel explore this view of Old New York? !
10. ‘This is a novel in which nothing is private.’  

How far do you find this a helpful comment on social life in the novel? (2013 Cambridge Specimen) !
11. ‘Newland Archer’s failing is his overly romanticised view of his life.’  

How far and in what ways do you agree with this comment? !
12. ‘Wharton uses Countess Olenska’s story as a means of social commentary.’ 

How far and in what ways do you agree with this comment? (2013 CJC JC2 Foundation) !
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13. ‘Ellen, in spite of all her opportunities and her privileges, had become simply “Bohemian.”’ (Ch 26)  
Discuss the role and presentation of Ellen Olenska. (2013 CJC JC1 Promo) !

14. ‘...she had represented peace, stability, comradeship, and the steadying sense of an inescapable 
duty.’ (Ch 21) Discuss the role and presentation of May Welland in the novel. !!

HIGH-LEVEL ESSAY QUESTIONS 
From lectures and for enrichment workshops !
15. ‘A theatre of petty prohibitions and broken dreams.’ 

Discuss the ways in which Wharton presents New York in the novel.  !
16. ‘Honour’s always been honour… and will be till I’m carried out of it feet first,’ says Mrs Mingott. 

Comment on the ways in which this view bears out in the novel. !
17. Discuss the presentation and importance of marriage in the social world of the novel. !
18. ‘An outsider suffocated by New York.’  

How far would you agree with this assessment of Ellen Olenska? !
19. ‘Ellen Olenska is the heart of the novel, its one true independent spirit.’  

How far do you agree with this comment? !
20. ‘Ellen, more than Newland, realises that they are prisoners of their world.’  

How far do you agree with this comment? !
21. ‘A man twice removed from reality.’  

How far would you agree with this comment on Newland Archer? !
22. ‘For all that he aspires to, Newland Archer learns nothing of himself.’  

In the light of your reading of the novel, discuss how far you agree with this comment. !
23. ‘The ending of the novel is one of hope and fulfilment for the protagonist and his world.’  

How far is this a helpful comment in your reading of The Age of Innocence? !
24. ‘The Age of Innocence is above all a work of nostalgia.’ Comment on the ways in which this view bears 

out in the novel. 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PASSAGE-BASED QUESTIONS !
1. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the effects of social 

convention, here and elsewhere in the novel. (2013 ‘A’ Level)!!
As he dropped into his armchair near the fire his eyes rested on a large 

photograph of May Welland, which the young girl had given him in the first 
days of their romance, and which had now displaced all the other portraits on 
the table. With a new sense of awe he looked at the frank forehead, serious 
eyes and gay innocent mouth of the young creature whose soul's custodian 
he was to be. That terrifying product of the social system he belonged to and 
believed in, the young girl who knew nothing and expected everything, looked 
back at him like a stranger through May Welland's familiar features; and once 
more it was borne in on him that marriage was not the safe anchorage he had 
been taught to think, but a voyage on uncharted seas. !

The case of the Countess Olenska had stirred up old settled convictions 
and set them drifting dangerously through his mind. His own exclamation: 
"Women should be free—as free as we are," struck to the root of a problem 
that it was agreed in his world to regard as non-existent. "Nice" women, 
however wronged, would never claim the kind of freedom he meant, and 
generous-minded men like himself were therefore—in the heat of argument—
the more chivalrously ready to concede it to them. Such verbal generosities 
were in fact only a humbugging disguise of the inexorable conventions that 
tied things together and bound people down to the old pattern. But here he 
was pledged to defend, on the part of his betrothed's cousin, conduct that, on 
his own wife's part, would justify him in calling down on her all the thunders of 
Church and State. Of course the dilemma was purely hypothetical; since he 
wasn't a blackguard Polish nobleman, it was absurd to speculate what his 
wife's rights would be if he were. But Newland Archer was too imaginative not 
to feel that, in his case and May's, the tie might gall for reasons far less gross 
and palpable. What could he and she really know of each other, since it was 
his duty, as a "decent" fellow, to conceal his past from her, and hers, as a 
marriageable girl, to have no past to conceal? What if, for some one of the 
subtler reasons that would tell with both of them, they should tire of each 
other, misunderstand or irritate each other? He reviewed his friends' 
marriages—the supposedly happy ones—and saw none that answered, even 
remotely, to the passionate and tender comradeship which he pictured as his 
permanent relation with May Welland. He perceived that such a picture 
presupposed, on her part, the experience, the versatility, the freedom of 
judgment, which she had been carefully trained not to possess; and with a 
shiver of foreboding he saw his marriage becoming what most of the other 
marriages about him were: a dull association of material and social interests 
held together by ignorance on the one side and hypocrisy on the other. 
Lawrence Lefferts occurred to him as the husband who had most completely 
realised this enviable ideal. As became the high-priest of form, he had formed 
a wife so completely to his own convenience that, in the most conspicuous 
moments of his frequent love-affairs with other men's wives, she went about 
in smiling unconsciousness, saying that "Lawrence was so frightfully strict";!
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and had been known to blush indignantly, and avert her gaze, when some one 
alluded in her presence to the fact that Julius Beaufort (as became a 
"foreigner" of doubtful origin) had what was known in New York as "another 
establishment.”!

Archer tried to console himself with the thought that he was not quite such 
an ass as Larry Lefferts, nor May such a simpleton as poor Gertrude; but the 
difference was after all one of intelligence and not of standards. In reality they 
all lived in a kind of hieroglyphic world, where the real thing was never said or 
done or even thought, but only represented by a set of arbitrary signs; as 
when Mrs. Welland, who knew exactly why Archer had pressed her to 
announce her daughter's engagement at the Beaufort ball (and had indeed 
expected him to do no less), yet felt obliged to simulate reluctance, and the air 
of having had her hand forced, quite as, in the books on Primitive Man that 
people of advanced culture were beginning to read, the savage bride is 
dragged with shrieks from her parents' tent. !!

Chapter 6
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2. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of 
Newland Archer here and elsewhere in the novel.!!

!

The young man was sincerely but placidly in love. He delighted in the 
radiant good looks of his betrothed, in her health, her horsemanship, her 
grace and quickness at games, and the shy interest in books and ideas that 
she was beginning to develop under his guidance. (She had advanced far 
enough to join him in ridiculing the Idyls of the King, but not to feel the beauty 
of Ulysses and the Lotus Eaters.) She was straightforward, loyal and brave; 
she had a sense of humour (chiefly proved by her laughing at his jokes); and 
he suspected, in the depths of her innocently-gazing soul, a glow of feeling 
that it would be a joy to waken. But when he had gone the brief round of her 
he returned discouraged by the thought that all this frankness and innocence 
were only an artificial product. Untrained human nature was not frank and 
innocent; it was full of the twists and defences of an instinctive guile. And he 
felt himself oppressed by this creation of factitious purity, so cunningly 
manufactured by a conspiracy of mothers and aunts and grandmothers and 
long-dead ancestresses, because it was supposed to be what he wanted, 
what he had a right to, in order that he might exercise his lordly pleasure in 
smashing it like an image made of snow. !

There was a certain triteness in these reflections: they were those 
habitual to young men on the approach of their wedding day. But they were 
generally accompanied by a sense of compunction and self-abasement of 
which Newland Archer felt no trace. He could not deplore (as Thackeray's 
heroes so often exasperated him by doing) that he had not a blank page to 
offer his bride in exchange for the unblemished one she was to give to him. 
He could not get away from the fact that if he had been brought up as she had 
they would have been no more fit to find their way about than the Babes in the 
Wood; nor could he, for all his anxious cogitations, see any honest reason 
(any, that is, unconnected with his own momentary pleasure, and the passion 
of masculine vanity) why his bride should not have been allowed the same 
freedom of experience as himself. !

Such questions, at such an hour, were bound to drift through his mind; but 
he was conscious that their uncomfortable persistence and precision were 
due to the inopportune arrival of the Countess Olenska. Here he was, at the 
very moment of his betrothal—a moment for pure thoughts and cloudless 
hopes—pitchforked into a coil of scandal which raised all the special problems 
he would have preferred to let lie. "Hang Ellen Olenska!" he grumbled, as he 
covered his fire and began to undress. He could not really see why her fate 
should have the least bearing on his; yet he dimly felt that he had only just 
begun to measure the risks of the championship which his engagement had 
forced upon him.!!

Chapter 6
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3. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the importance of 
setting here and elsewhere in the novel. (2013 Cambridge Specimen)!!

!

It was odd to have summoned him in that way, and then forgotten him; but 
Archer felt more curious than mortified. The atmosphere of the room was so 
different from any he had ever breathed that self-consciousness vanished in 
the sense of adventure. He had been before in drawing-rooms hung with red 
damask, with pictures "of the Italian school"; what struck him was the way in 
which Medora Manson's shabby hired house, with its blighted background of 
pampas grass and Rogers statuettes, had, by a turn of the hand, and the 
skilful use of a few properties, been transformed into something intimate, 
"foreign," subtly suggestive of old romantic scenes and sentiments. He tried to 
analyse the trick, to find a clue to it in the way the chairs and tables were 
grouped, in the fact that only two Jacqueminot roses (of which nobody ever 
bought less than a dozen) had been placed in the slender vase at his elbow, 
and in the vague pervading perfume that was not what one put on 
handkerchiefs, but rather like the scent of some far-off bazaar, a smell made 
up of Turkish coffee and ambergris and dried roses. !

His mind wandered away to the question of what May's drawing-room 
would look like. He knew that Mr. Welland, who was behaving "very 
handsomely," already had his eye on a newly built house in East Thirty-ninth 
Street. The neighbourhood was thought remote, and the house was built in a 
ghastly greenish-yellow stone that the younger architects were beginning to 
employ as a protest against the brownstone of which the uniform hue coated 
New York like a cold chocolate sauce; but the plumbing was perfect. Archer 
would have liked to travel, to put off the housing question; but, though the 
Wellands approved of an extended European honeymoon (perhaps even a 
winter in Egypt), they were firm as to the need of a house for the returning 
couple. The young man felt that his fate was sealed: for the rest of his life he 
would go up every evening between the cast-iron railings of that greenish-
yellow doorstep, and pass through a Pompeian vestibule into a hall with a 
wainscoting of varnished yellow wood. But beyond that his imagination could 
not travel. He knew the drawing-room above had a bay window, but he could 
not fancy how May would deal with it. She submitted cheerfully to the purple 
satin and yellow tuftings of the Welland drawing-room, to its sham Buhl tables 
and gilt vitrines full of modern Saxe. He saw no reason to suppose that she 
would want anything different in her own house; and his only comfort was to 
reflect that she would probably let him arrange his library as he pleased—
which would be, of course, with "sincere" Eastlake furniture, and the plain new 
bookcases without glass doors. !

The round-bosomed maid came in, drew the curtains, pushed back a log, 
and said consolingly: "Verra—verra." When she had gone Archer stood up 
and began to wander about. Should he wait any longer? His position was 
becoming rather foolish. Perhaps he had misunderstood Madame Olenska—
perhaps she had not invited him after all.!!

Chapter 9
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4. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, paying particular attention to the 
importance of social obligations here and elsewhere in the novel.!!

It was on his lips to exclaim: "My poor child—far more harm than 
anywhere else!" Instead, he answered, in a voice that sounded in his ears like 
Mr. Letterblair's: "New York society is a very small world compared with the 
one you've lived in. And it's ruled, in spite of appearances, by a few people 
with—well, rather old-fashioned ideas." !

She said nothing, and he continued: "Our ideas about marriage and 
divorce are particularly old-fashioned. Our legislation favours divorce—our 
social customs don't." !

"Never?" !
"Well—not if the woman, however injured, however irreproachable, has 

appearances in the least degree against her, has exposed herself by any 
unconventional action to—to offensive insinuations—"!

She drooped her head a little lower, and he waited again, intensely hoping 
for a flash of indignation, or at least a brief cry of denial. None came. !

A little travelling clock ticked purringly at her elbow, and a log broke in two 
and sent up a shower of sparks. The whole hushed and brooding room 
seemed to be waiting silently with Archer. !

"Yes," she murmured at length, "that's what my family tell me." !
He winced a little. "It's not unnatural—" !
"Our family," she corrected herself; and Archer coloured. "For you'll be my 

cousin soon," she continued gently. !
"I hope so." !
"And you take their view?" !
He stood up at this, wandered across the room, stared with void eyes at 

one of the pictures against the old red damask, and came back irresolutely to 
her side. How could he say: "Yes, if what your husband hints is true, or if 
you've no way of disproving it?" !

"Sincerely—" she interjected, as he was about to speak. !
He looked down into the fire. "Sincerely, then—what should you gain that 

would compensate for the possibility—the certainty—of a lot of beastly talk?" !
"But my freedom—is that nothing?"!
It flashed across him at that instant that the charge in the letter was true, 

and that she hoped to marry the partner of her guilt. How was he to tell her 
that, if she really cherished such a plan, the laws of the State were inexorably 
opposed to it? The mere suspicion that the thought was in her mind made him 
feel harshly and impatiently toward her. "But aren't you as free as air as it is?" 
he returned. "Who can touch you? Mr. Letterblair tells me the financial 
question has been settled—" !

"Oh, yes," she said indifferently. !
"Well, then: is it worth while to risk what may be infinitely disagreeable 

and painful? Think of the newspapers—their vileness! It's all stupid and 
narrow and unjust—but one can't make over society." !

"No," she acquiesced; and her tone was so faint and desolate that he felt 
a sudden remorse for his own hard thoughts. !

"The individual, in such cases, is nearly always sacrificed to what is 
supposed to be the collective interest: people cling to any convention that 
keeps the family together—protects the children, if there are any," he rambled 
on, pouring out all the stock phrases that rose to his lips in his intense desire 
to cover over the ugly reality which her silence seemed to have laid bare. 
Since she would not or could not say the one word that would have cleared 
the air, his wish was not to let her feel that he was trying to probe into her 
secret. Better keep on the surface, in the prudent old New York way, than risk 
uncovering a wound he could not heal. 
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!
"It's my business, you know," he went on, "to help you to see these things 

as the people who are fondest of you see them. The Mingotts, the Wellands, 
the van der Luydens, all your friends and relations: if I didn't show you 
honestly how they judge such questions, it wouldn't be fair of me, would it?" 
He spoke insistently, almost pleading with her in his eagerness to cover up 
that yawning silence. !

She said slowly: "No; it wouldn't be fair." !
The fire had crumbled down to greyness, and one of the lamps made a 

gurgling appeal for attention. Madame Olenska rose, wound it up and 
returned to the fire, but without resuming her seat.!!

Chapter 12
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5. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of 
Newland Archer here and elsewhere in the novel.!!

Madame Olenska, in a burst of irritation, had said to Archer that he and she 
did not talk the same language; and the young man knew that in some respects 
this was true. But Beaufort understood every turn of her dialect, and spoke it 
fluently: his view of life, his tone, his attitude, were merely a coarser reflection of 
those revealed in Count Olenski's letter. This might seem to be to his 
disadvantage with Count Olenski's wife; but Archer was too intelligent to think that 
a young woman like Ellen Olenska would necessarily recoil from everything that 
reminded her of her past. She might believe herself wholly in revolt against it; but 
what had charmed her in it would still charm her, even though it were against her 
will. !

Thus, with a painful impartiality, did the young man make out the case for 
Beaufort, and for Beaufort's victim. A longing to enlighten her was strong in him; 
and there were moments when he imagined that all she asked was to be 
enlightened. !

That evening he unpacked his books from London. The box was full of things 
he had been waiting for impatiently; a new volume of Herbert Spencer, another 
collection of the prolific Alphonse Daudet's brilliant tales, and a novel called 
"Middlemarch," as to which there had lately been interesting things said in the 
reviews. He had declined three dinner invitations in favour of this feast; but though 
he turned the pages with the sensuous joy of the book-lover, he did not know what 
he was reading, and one book after another dropped from his hand. Suddenly, 
among them, he lit on a small volume of verse which he had ordered because the 
name had attracted him: "The House of Life." He took it up, and found himself 
plunged in an atmosphere unlike any he had ever breathed in books; so warm, so 
rich, and yet so ineffably tender, that it gave a new and haunting beauty to the 
most elementary of human passions. All through the night he pursued through 
those enchanted pages the vision of a woman who had the face of Ellen Olenska; 
but when he woke the next morning, and looked out at the brownstone houses 
across the street, and thought of his desk in Mr. Letterblair's office, and the family 
pew in Grace Church, his hour in the park of Skuytercliff became as far outside 
the pale of probability as the visions of the night.!

"Mercy, how pale you look, Newland!" Janey commented over the coffee-cups 
at breakfast; and his mother added: "Newland, dear, I've noticed lately that you've 
been coughing; I do hope you're not letting yourself be overworked?" For it was 
the conviction of both ladies that, under the iron despotism of his senior partners, 
the young man's life was spent in the most exhausting professional labours—and 
he had never thought it necessary to undeceive them.!

The next two or three days dragged by heavily. The taste of the usual was like 
cinders in his mouth, and there were moments when he felt as if he were being 
buried alive under his future. He heard nothing of the Countess Olenska, or of the 
perfect little house, and though he met Beaufort at the club they merely nodded at 
each other across the whist-tables. It was not till the fourth evening that he found 
a note awaiting him on his return home. "Come late tomorrow: I must explain to 
you. Ellen." These were the only words it contained. !

The young man, who was dining out, thrust the note into his pocket, smiling a 
little at the Frenchness of the "to you." After dinner he went to a play; and it was 
not until his return home, after midnight, that he drew Madame Olenska's missive 
out again and re-read it slowly a number of times. There were several ways of 
answering it, and he gave considerable thought to each one during the watches of 
an agitated night. That on which, when morning came, he finally decided was to 
pitch some clothes into a portmanteau and jump on board a boat that was leaving 
that very afternoon for St. Augustine.!!

Chapter 15
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6. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of 
Newland Archer’s dilemma here and elsewhere in the novel. (2013 CJC JC2 Prelim)!!

Archer looked down with wonder at the familiar spectacle. It surprised him 
that life should be going on in the old way when his own reactions to it had so 
completely changed. It was Newport that had first brought home to him the 
extent of the change. In New York, during the previous winter, after he and 
May had settled down in the new greenish-yellow house with the bow-window 
and the Pompeian vestibule, he had dropped back with relief into the old 
routine of the office, and the renewal of this daily activity had served as a link 
with his former self. Then there had been the pleasurable excitement of 
choosing a showy grey stepper for May's brougham (the Wellands had given 
the carriage), and the abiding occupation and interest of arranging his new 
library, which, in spite of family doubts and disapprovals, had been carried out 
as he had dreamed, with a dark embossed paper, Eastlake book-cases and 
‘sincere’ arm-chairs and tables. At the Century he had found Winsett again, 
and at the Knickerbocker the fashionable young men of his own set; and what 
with the hours dedicated to the law and those given to dining out or 
entertaining friends at home, with an occasional evening at the Opera or the 
play, the life he was living had still seemed a fairly real and inevitable sort of 
business. !

But Newport represented the escape from duty into an atmosphere of 
unmitigated holiday-making. Archer had tried to persuade May to spend the 
summer on a remote island off the coast of Maine (called, appropriately 
enough, Mount Desert), where a few hardy Bostonians and Philadelphians 
were camping in ‘native’ cottages, and whence came reports of enchanting 
scenery and a wild, almost trapper-like existence amid woods and waters. !

But the Wellands always went to Newport, where they owned one of the 
square boxes on the cliffs, and their son-in-law could adduce no good reason 
why he and May should not join them there. As Mrs. Welland rather tartly 
pointed out, it was hardly worth while for May to have worn herself out trying 
on summer clothes in Paris if she was not to be allowed to wear them; and 
this argument was of a kind to which Archer had as yet found no answer. !

May herself could not understand his obscure reluctance to fall in with so 
reasonable and pleasant a way of spending the summer. She reminded him 
that he had always liked Newport in his bachelor days, and as this was 
indisputable he could only profess that he was sure he was going to like it 
better than ever now that they were to be there together. But as he stood on 
the Beaufort verandah and looked out on the brightly peopled lawn it came 
home to him with a shiver that he was not going to like it at all. !

It was not May's fault, poor dear. If, now and then, during their travels, they 
had fallen slightly out of step, harmony had been restored by their return to 
the conditions she was used to. He had always foreseen that she would not 
disappoint him; and he had been right. He had married (as most young men 
did) because he had met a perfectly charming girl at the moment when a 
series of rather aimless sentimental adventures were ending in premature 
disgust; and she had represented peace, stability, comradeship, and the 
steadying sense of an unescapable duty. 
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He could not say that he had been mistaken in his choice, for she had 
fulfilled all that he had expected. It was undoubtedly gratifying to be the 
husband of one of the handsomest and most popular young married women 
in New York, especially when she was also one of the sweetest-tempered and 
most reasonable of wives; and Archer had never been insensible to such 
advantages. As for the momentary madness which had fallen upon him on the 
eve of his marriage, he had trained himself to regard it as the last of his 
discarded experiments. The idea that he could ever, in his senses, have 
dreamed of marrying the Countess Olenska had become almost unthinkable, 
and she remained in his memory simply as the most plaintive and poignant of 
a line of ghosts. !

But all these abstractions and eliminations made of his mind a rather 
empty and echoing place, and he supposed that was one of the reasons why 
the busy animated people on the Beaufort lawn shocked him as if they had 
been children playing in a graveyard.!!

Chapter 21
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7. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of May 
Welland here and elsewhere in the novel.!!

!

"I'm so sorry: it shan't happen again," she answered, in the firm bright tone 
she had learned from her mother; and it exasperated Archer to feel that she 
was already beginning to humour him like a younger Mr. Welland. She bent 
over to lower the wick, and as the light struck up on her white shoulders and 
the clear curves of her face he thought: "How young she is! For what endless 
years this life will have to go on!" !

He felt, with a kind of horror, his own strong youth and the bounding blood 
in his veins. "Look here," he said suddenly, "I may have to go to Washington 
for a few days—soon; next week perhaps." !

Her hand remained on the key of the lamp as she turned to him slowly. 
The heat from its flame had brought back a glow to her face, but it paled as 
she looked up. !

"On business?" she asked, in a tone which implied that there could be no 
other conceivable reason, and that she had put the question automatically, as 
if merely to finish his own sentence. !

"On business, naturally. There's a patent case coming up before the 
Supreme Court—" He gave the name of the inventor, and went on furnishing 
details with all Lawrence Lefferts's practised glibness, while she listened 
attentively, saying at intervals: "Yes, I see." !

"The change will do you good," she said simply, when he had finished; 
"and you must be sure to go and see Ellen," she added, looking him straight 
in the eyes with her cloudless smile, and speaking in the tone she might have 
employed in urging him not to neglect some irksome family duty. !

It was the only word that passed between them on the subject; but in the 
code in which they had both been trained it meant: "Of course you understand 
that I know all that people have been saying about Ellen, and heartily 
sympathise with my family in their effort to get her to return to her husband. I 
also know that, for some reason you have not chosen to tell me, you have 
advised her against this course, which all the older men of the family, as well 
as our grandmother, agree in approving; and that it is owing to your 
encouragement that Ellen defies us all, and exposes herself to the kind of 
criticism of which Mr. Sillerton Jackson probably gave you, this evening, the 
hint that has made you so irritable.... Hints have indeed not been wanting; but 
since you appear unwilling to take them from others, I offer you this one 
myself, in the only form in which well-bred people of our kind can 
communicate unpleasant things to each other: by letting you understand that I 
know you mean to see Ellen when you are in Washington, and are perhaps 
going there expressly for that purpose; and that, since you are sure to see 
her, I wish you to do so with my full and explicit approval—and to take the 
opportunity of letting her know what the course of conduct you have 
encouraged her in is likely to lead to." !

Her hand was still on the key of the lamp when the last word of this mute 
message reached him. She turned the wick down, lifted off the globe, and 
breathed on the sulky flame. !

"They smell less if one blows them out," she explained, with her bright 
housekeeping air. On the threshold she turned and paused for his kiss.! !

Chapter 26
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8. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of 
death and freedom here and elsewhere in the novel.!!

She was so placed that Archer, by merely raising his eyes, could see her 
bent above her work-frame, her ruffled elbow-sleeves slipping back from her 
firm round arms, the betrothal sapphire shining on her left hand above her 
broad gold wedding-ring, and the right hand slowly and laboriously stabbing 
the canvas. As she sat thus, the lamplight full on her clear brow, he said to 
himself with a secret dismay that he would always know the thoughts behind 
it, that never, in all the years to come, would she surprise him by an 
unexpected mood, by a new idea, a weakness, a cruelty or an emotion. She 
had spent her poetry and romance on their short courting: the function was 
exhausted because the need was past. Now she was simply ripening into a 
copy of her mother, and mysteriously, by the very process, trying to turn him 
into a Mr. Welland. He laid down his book and stood up impatiently; and at 
once she raised her head. !

"What's the matter?" !
"The room is stifling: I want a little air." !
He had insisted that the library curtains should draw backward and 

forward on a rod, so that they might be closed in the evening, instead of 
remaining nailed to a gilt cornice, and immovably looped up over layers of 
lace, as in the drawing-room; and he pulled them back and pushed up the 
sash, leaning out into the icy night. The mere fact of not looking at May, 
seated beside his table, under his lamp, the fact of seeing other houses, 
roofs, chimneys, of getting the sense of other lives outside his own, other 
cities beyond New York, and a whole world beyond his world, cleared his 
brain and made it easier to breathe. !

After he had leaned out into the darkness for a few minutes he heard her 
say: "Newland! Do shut the window. You'll catch your death." !

He pulled the sash down and turned back. "Catch my death!" he echoed; 
and he felt like adding: "But I've caught it already. I am dead—I've been dead 
for months and months." !

And suddenly the play of the word flashed up a wild suggestion. What if it 
were she who was dead! If she were going to die—to die soon—and leave 
him free! The sensation of standing there, in that warm familiar room, and 
looking at her, and wishing her dead, was so strange, so fascinating and 
overmastering, that its enormity did not immediately strike him. He simply felt 
that chance had given him a new possibility to which his sick soul might cling. 
Yes, May might die—people did: young people, healthy people like herself: 
she might die, and set him suddenly free. !

She glanced up, and he saw by her widening eyes that there must be 
something strange in his own. !

"Newland! Are you ill?" !
He shook his head and turned toward his arm-chair. She bent over her 

work-frame, and as he passed he laid his hand on her hair. "Poor May!" he 
said. !

"Poor? Why poor?" she echoed with a strained laugh. !
"Because I shall never be able to open a window without worrying you," he 

rejoined, laughing also. !
For a moment she was silent; then she said very low, her head bowed 

over her work: "I shall never worry if you're happy." !
"Ah, my dear; and I shall never be happy unless I can open the windows!" !
"In this weather?" she remonstrated; and with a sigh he buried his head in 

his book.! !
Chapter 30
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9. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, paying particular attention to the 
portrayal of Old New York society and its rules here and elsewhere in the novel.!!

!

Madame Olenska put her hand on his arm, and he noticed that the hand 
was ungloved, and remembered how he had kept his eyes fixed on it the 
evening that he had sat with her in the little Twenty-third Street drawing-room. 
All the beauty that had forsaken her face seemed to have taken refuge in the 
long pale fingers and faintly dimpled knuckles on his sleeve, and he said to 
himself: "If it were only to see her hand again I should have to follow her—." !

It was only at an entertainment ostensibly offered to a "foreign visitor" that 
Mrs. van der Luyden could suffer the diminution of being placed on her host's 
left. The fact of Madame Olenska's "foreignness" could hardly have been 
more adroitly emphasised than by this farewell tribute; and Mrs. van der 
Luyden accepted her displacement with an affability which left no doubt as to 
her approval. There were certain things that had to be done, and if done at all, 
done handsomely and thoroughly; and one of these, in the old New York 
code, was the tribal rally around a kinswoman about to be eliminated from the 
tribe. There was nothing on earth that the Wellands and Mingotts would not 
have done to proclaim their unalterable affection for the Countess Olenska 
now that her passage for Europe was engaged; and Archer, at the head of his 
table, sat marvelling at the silent untiring activity with which her popularity had 
been retrieved, grievances against her silenced, her past countenanced, and 
her present irradiated by the family approval. Mrs. van der Luyden shone on 
her with the dim benevolence which was her nearest approach to cordiality, 
and Mr. van der Luyden, from his seat at May's right, cast down the table 
glances plainly intended to justify all the carnations he had sent from 
Skuytercliff. !

Archer, who seemed to be assisting at the scene in a state of odd 
imponderability, as if he floated somewhere between chandelier and ceiling, 
wondered at nothing so much as his own share in the proceedings. As his 
glance travelled from one placid well-fed face to another he saw all the 
harmless-looking people engaged upon May's canvas-backs as a band of 
dumb conspirators, and himself and the pale woman on his right as the centre 
of their conspiracy. And then it came over him, in a vast flash made up of 
many broken gleams, that to all of them he and Madame Olenska were 
lovers, lovers in the extreme sense peculiar to "foreign" vocabularies. He 
guessed himself to have been, for months, the centre of countless silently 
observing eyes and patiently listening ears; he understood that, by means as 
yet unknown to him, the separation between himself and the partner of his 
guilt had been achieved, and that now the whole tribe had rallied about his 
wife on the tacit assumption that nobody knew anything, or had ever imagined 
anything, and that the occasion of the entertainment was simply May Archer's 
natural desire to take an affectionate leave of her friend and cousin. !

It was the old New York way of taking life "without effusion of blood": the 
way of people who dreaded scandal more than disease, who placed decency 
above courage, and who considered that nothing was more ill-bred than 
"scenes," except the behaviour of those who gave rise to them. !

As these thoughts succeeded each other in his mind Archer felt like a 
prisoner in the centre of an armed camp. He looked about the table, and 
guessed at the inexorableness of his captors from the tone in which, over the 
asparagus from Florida, they were dealing with Beaufort and his wife. "It's to 
show me," he thought, "what would happen to me—" and a deathly sense of 
the superiority of implication and analogy over direct action, and of silence 
over rash words, closed in on him like the doors of the family vault.! !

Chapter 33
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SECTION C 
ARTHUR MILLER: All My Sons !

ESSAY QUESTIONS 
Arranged by topic and trigger !
1. ‘Don’t you have a country? Don’t you live in the world?’ (Act Two)  

Discuss Miller’s presentation of social responsibility in the play. (2013 CJC JC2 Prelim) !
2. ‘A world driven by self-interest and greed.’  

In the light of this comment, discuss some of the ways in which Miller presents this world. !
3. Miller said, ‘All the rules were being violated every day but you wanted not to mention it.’ 

Consider the ways in which denial is portrayed in the play. !
4. Discuss the presentation of guilt and denial in the play. !
5. The Kellers are described by Sue Bayliss as the ‘holy family’ (Act Two).  

How far do you agree that the Kellers are portrayed as an ideal family? !
6. ‘You’re a boy, what could I do! I’m in business... a hundred and twenty cracked, you’re out of 

business.’ (Act Two) Discuss the ways in which Joe Keller is presented as a tragic hero. !
7. ‘Joe never recognises the consequences of his actions.’ How far would you agree with this comment 

on the play? (2013 ‘A’ Level) !
8. ‘Chris makes people want to be better than it’s possible to be.’ (Act Two)  

How far do you agree with Sue’s view of Chris Keller?  !
9. ‘Chris has every reason to feel as guilty as his father.’  

How far do you agree with this comment? (2013 Cambridge Specimen) !
10. ‘An unwitting monster who destructively manipulates everyone’s guilt.’  

How far do you agree with this assessment of Kate Keller? (2013 CJC JC2 Mid-Year) !
11. To what extent do you agree that Ann and George are detestable because they are coldly selfish? !
12. Discuss the function and presentation of Jim and Sue Bayliss in the play. !
13. Discuss the effects and significance of Miller’s use of setting and symbols in the play. 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HIGH-LEVEL ESSAY QUESTIONS 
From lectures and for enrichment workshops !
14. ‘In the world of the play, the past infiltrates the present and the present interrogates the past.’ How 

far and in what ways is this comment reflected in the play? (2013 RI Prelim) !
15. ‘Miller is concerned with the destructiveness of self-interest and unrelatedness.’ 

How far is this a helpful comment in your reading of the play? !
16. ‘All My Sons is an anti-war play.’  

How far is this a helpful comment in your reading of the play? !
17. How far do you agree that the play illustrates the failure of the American Dream? !
18. ‘We all come back, Kate. These private little revolutions always die. The compromise is always 

made.’ (Act 3) How far do you think the play reflects Jim’s comment? !
19. ‘The play is no grand sermon. It is essentially a domestic tragedy.’ 

How far is this a helpful comment in your reading of the play? !
20. ‘The tragedy in All My Sons is the conflict between father and son.’  

How far is this a helpful comment in your reading of the play? !
21. ‘Miller’s main concern is the relationship between father and son.’  

How far do you agree with this comment?  !
22. ‘There’s something bigger than the family to him.’ (Act Three)  

Discuss the importance of family in All My Sons. !
23. ‘The characters in All My Sons reflect the paradox of denial.’ 

How far do you think this is a helpful comment in your reading of the play? !
24. ‘I never felt at home anywhere but here.’ (Act Two) 

Comment on the significance of the past in All My Sons. !
25. ‘Joe Keller is a peculiarly American product.’ 

How far and in what ways do you agree with this comment? !
26. How far do you agree that the basis of the play is Chris’s realisation of his own culpability? !!
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PASSAGE-BASED QUESTIONS !
1. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of Joe 

Keller here and elsewhere in the play.!!
Keller:!
Chris:!!
Keller:!
Chris:!!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!!!
Keller!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!!!
Bert:!
Keller:!!
Bert:!
Chris:!
Bert:!
Keller:!
Bert:!!
Keller:!!!
Bert:!!!
Keller:!!
Bert:!!
Keller:!
Bert:!!
Keller:!!
Bert:!
Keller:!
Bert:

You want the paper?!
That's all right, just the book section.  !
He bends down and pulls out part of the paper on porch floor.!
You're always reading the book section and you never buy a book.!
(coming down to settee) I like to keep abreast of my ignorance.!
He sits on the settee.!
What is that, every week a new book comes out?!
Lots of new books.!
All different?!
All different.!
Keller shakes his head, puts knife down on bench, takes oilstone up 
to the cabinet.!
Psss! Annie up yet?!
Mother's giving her breakfast in the dining room.!
(looking at the broken tree) See what happened to the tree?!
(without looking up) Yeah.!
What's mother going to say?!
Bert runs up from driveway. He is about eight. He jumps on stool, 
then on Keller's back.!
You're finally up.!
(swinging him around and putting him down) Ha! Bert's here!  
Where's Tommy? He's got his father's thermometer again.!
He's taking a reading.!
What!!
But it's only oral.!
Oh, well, there's no harm in oral. So what's new this morning, Bert?!
Bert: Nothin'. !
He goes to the broken tree, walks around it.!
Then you couldn't've made a complete inspection of the block. In the 
beginning, when I first made you a policeman you used to come in 
every morning with something new.  Now, nothin's ever new.!
Except some kids from Thirtieth Street. They started kicking a can 
down the block, and I made them go away because you were 
sleeping.!
Now you're talkin', Bert.  Now you're on the ball.  First thing you know 
I'm liable to make you a detective.!
(pulling him down by the lapel and whispering in his ear) Can I see 
the jail now?!
Seein' the jail ain't allowed, Bert. You know that.!
Aw, I betcha there isn't even a jail. I don't see any bars on the cellar 
windows.!
Bert, on my word of honor there’s a jail in the basement. I showed 
you my gun, didn't I?!
But that's a hunting gun.!
That's an arresting gun!!
Then why don't you ever arrest anybody? Tommy said another dirty 
word to Doris yesterday, and you didn't even demote him.!
Keller chuckles and winks at Chris, who is enjoying all this.!!

Act One
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2. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the portrayal of the 
relationship between Chris and Keller here and elsewhere in the play. (2013 CJC JC2 Mid-Year)!!
Chris:!
Keller:!!!!
Chris:!!!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!!
Chris:!!!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!!
Chris:!!!
Keller:!!!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!!!!
Keller:!
Chris:!!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!!!!
Keller:!!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:

She’s not Larry’s girl.!
From Mother’s point of view he is not dead and you have no right to 
take his girl. (Slight pause.) Now you can go on from there if you 
know where to go, but I'm tellin’ you I don't know where to go. See? I 
don’t know.  Now what can I do for you?!
I don't know why it is, but every time I reach out for something I want, 
I have to pull back because other people will suffer.  My whole bloody 
life, time after time after time.!
You’re a considerate fella, there’s nothing wrong in that.!
To hell with that.!
Did you ask Annie yet?!
I wanted to get this settled first.!
How do you know she’ll marry you? Maybe she feels the same way 
Mother does?!
Well, if she does, then that’s the end of it. From her letters I think 
she’s forgotten him. I’ll find out. And then we’ll thrash it out with 
Mother?  Right? Dad, don’t avoid me.!
The trouble is, you don't see enough women. You never did.!
So what? I'm not fast with women.!
I don’t see why it has to be Annie.!
Because it is.!
That’s a good answer, but it don’t answer anything. You haven’t seen 
her since you went to war. It’s five years.!
I can’t help it. I know her best. I was brought up next door to her.  
These years when I think of someone for my wife, I think of Annie. 
What do you want, a diagram?!
I don't want a diagram... I – I'm – She thinks he's coming back Chris. 
You marry that girl and you’re pronouncing him dead. Now what's 
going to happen to Mother? Do you know? I don't! (Pause.)!
All right, then, Dad.!
(thinking Chris has retreated) Give it some more thought.!
I've given it three years of thought. I'd hoped that if I waited, Mother 
would forget Larry and then we’d have a regular wedding and 
everything happy. But if that can’t happen here, then I’ll have to get 
out.!
What the hell is this?!
I’ll get out. I’ll get married and live some place else. Maybe in New 
York.!
Are you crazy?!
I’ve been a good son too long, a good sucker. I’m through with it.!
You've got a business here, what the hell is this?!
The business! The business doesn't inspire me.!
Must you be inspired?!
Yes. I like it an hour a day. If I have to grub for money all day long at 
least at evening I want it beautiful. I want a family, I want some kids, I 
want to build something that I can give myself to. Annie is in the 
middle of that. Now... where do I find it?!
You mean – (goes to him) Tell me something, you mean you'd leave 
the business?!
Yes. On this I would.!
(after a pause) Well... you don't want to think like that.!
Then help me stay here.
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Keller:!!!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:

All right, but – but don't think like that. Because what the hell did I 
work for? That's only for you, Chris, the whole shootin’ match is for 
you!!
I know that, Dad. Just you help me stay here.!
(putting a fist up to Chris’s jaw) But don't think that way, you hear 
me?!
I am thinking that way.!
(lowering his hand) I don't understand you, do I?!
No, you don’t. I'm a pretty tough guy.!
Yeah, I can see that.!!

Act One
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3. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the portrayal of self-
deception here and elsewhere in the play. (2013 Cambridge Specimen)!! !!
Mother:!
Keller:!!
Mother:!
Chris:!
Mother:!
Chris:!
Mother:!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Chris:!
Mother:!!
Chris:!!!!!
Mother:!
Chris:!!
Mother:!
Chris:!!!
Mother:!
Keller:!
Chris:!!
Mother:!
Keller:!
Mother:!!
Keller:!
Mother:!
Keller:

Mother puts her hand to her head.  She gets up and goes aimlessly 
toward the trees on rising.!
It's not like a headache.!
You don't sleep, that's why. She's wearing out more bedroom 
slippers than shoes.!
I had a terrible night. (She stops moving) I never had a night like 
that.!
(looking at Keller) What was it, Mom? Did you dream?!
More, more than a dream.!
(hesitantly) About Larry?!
I was fast asleep and — (Raising her arm over the audience) 
Remember the way he used to fly low past the house when he was 
in training?  When we used to see his face in the cockpit going by?  
That's the way I saw him.  Only high up.  Way, way up, where the 
clouds are.  He was so real I could reach out and touch him.  And 
suddenly he started to fall.  And crying, crying to me... Mom, Mom!  I 
could hear him like he was in the room. Mom! … it was his voice!  If I 
could touch him I knew I could stop him, if I could only — (Breaks 
off, allowing her outstretched hand to fall) I woke up and it was so 
funny—The wind... it was like the roaring of his engine.  I came out 
here... I must've still been half asleep.  I could hear that roaring like 
he was going by.  The tree snapped right in front of me — and I like 
— came awake. (She is looking at tree.  She suddenly realizes 
something, turns with a reprimanding finger shaking slightly at 
Keller.)  See?  We should never have planted that tree.  I said so in 
the first place; it was too soon to plant a tree for him.!
(alarmed) Too soon!!
(angering) We rushed into it. Everybody was in such a hurry to bury 
him.  I said not to plant it yet. (to Keller) I told you to — !!
Chris: Mother, Mother! (She looks into his face.) The wind blew it 
down.  What significance has that got?  What are you talking about?  
Mother, please... Don't go through it all again, will you?  It's no good, 
it doesn't accomplish anything. I've been thinking, y'know? — maybe 
we ought to put our minds to forgetting him?!
That's the third time you've said that this week.!
Because it's not right.  We never took up our lives again. We're like 
at a railroad station waiting for a train that never comes in.!
(pressing the top of her head)  Get me an aspirin, heh?!
Sure, and let's break out of this, heh, Mom? I thought the four of us 
might go out to dinner a couple of nights, maybe go dancing out at 
the shore.!
Fine. (to Keller) We can do it tonight.!
Swell with me!!
Sure, let's have some fun. (to Mother) You'll start with this aspirin. 
(He goes up and into the house with new spirit. Her smile vanishes)!
(with an accusing undertone) Why did he invite her here?!
Why does that bother you?!
She's been in New York three and a half years, why all of a sudden 
— ?!
Well, maybe — maybe he just wanted to see her.!
Nobody comes seven hundred miles "just to see".
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!

Mother:!!
Keller:!!
Mother:!
Keller:!
Mother:!
Keller:!
Mother:!
Keller:!
Mother:!!
Keller:!
Mother:!!!
Keller:!
Mother:!!!
Keller:

What do you mean? He lived next door to the girl all his life, why 
shouldn't he want to see her again? (Mother looks at him critically)!
Don't look at me like that, he didn't tell me any more than he told 
you.!
(a warning and a question) He's not going to marry her.!
How do you know he's even thinking about it?!
It's got that about it.!
(sharply watching her reaction) Well? So what?!
(alarmed) What's going on here Joe?!
Now listen, kid —!
(avoiding contact with him) She's not his girl, Joe. She knows she's 
not.!
You can't read her mind.!
Then why is she still single? New York is full of men, why isn't she 
married? (Pause) Probably a hundred people told her she's foolish, 
but she's waited.!
How do you know why she waited?!
She knows what I know, that's why. She's faithful as a rock. In my 
worst moments, I think of her waiting, and I know again that I'm 
right.!
Look, it's a nice day. What are we arguing for?!!

Act One

!!!
55!!!!!
60!!!!!
65!!!!!
70

!21



4. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, considering the cross-currents of 
thought and feeling between Mother and Ann, here and elsewhere in the play. (2013 ‘A’ Level)!! !!
Ann:!!
Mother:!!
Ann:!
Mother:!
Ann:!
Mother:!!
Ann:!!
Mother:!
Ann:!
Mother:!
Ann:!!
Mother:!!!!
Ann:!
Mother:!
Chris:!
Mother:!
Keller:!
Mother:!
Keller:!!!
Mother:!
Keller:!!!!
Ann:!!
Mother:!!
Ann:!!
Mother:!!
Ann:!
Mother:!!
Ann:!
Mother:!
Ann:

Ann, as though to overcome Mother, becomes suddenly lively, 
crosses to Keller on settee, sits on his lap.!
Let's eat at the shore tonight! Raise some hell around here, like we 
used to before Larry went!!
(emotionally) You think of him! You see? (triumphantly) She thinks of 
him!!
(with an uncomprehending smile) What do you mean, Kate?!
Nothing. Just that you — remember him, he's in your thoughts.!
That's a funny thing to say; how could I help remembering him?!
(it is drawing to a head the wrong way for her.  She starts anew. She 
rises and comes to Ann) Did you hang up your things?!
Yeah ... (to Chris) Say, you've sure gone in for clothes.  I could hardly 
find room in the closet.!
No, don't you remember? That's Larry's room.!
You mean ... they're Larry's?!
Didn't you recognize them?!
(slowly rising, a little embarrassed) Well, it never occurred to me that 
you'd — I mean the shoes are all shined.!
Yes, dear.  (Slight pause.  Ann can't stop staring at her.  Mother 
breaks it by speaking with the relish of gossip, putting her arm around 
Ann and walking with her) For so long I've been aching for a nice 
conversation with you, Annie. Tell me something.!
What?!
I don't know. Something nice.!
(wryly) She means do you go out much?!
Oh, shut up.!
And are any of them serious?!
(laughing, sits in her chair) Why don't you both choke?!
Annie, you can't go into a restaurant with that woman any more. In 
five minutes thirty nine strange people are sitting at the table telling 
her their life stories.!
If I can't ask Annie a personal question —!
Asking her is all right, but don't beat her over the head.  You're beatin' 
her, you're beatin' her.  (They are laughing)!
Ann takes pan of beans off the stool, puts them on floor under chair 
and sits.!
(to Mother) Don't let them bulldoze you.  Ask me anything you like.  
What do you want to know, Kate?  Come on, let's gossip.!
(to Chris and Keller) She's the only one is got any sense. (to Ann) 
Your Mother — She's not getting a divorce, heh?!
No, she's calmed down about it now.  I think when he gets out they'll 
probably live together.  In New York, of course.!
That's fine.  Because your father is still — I mean he's a decent man 
after all is said and done.!
I don't care.  She can take him back if she likes.!
And you? You — (shakes her head negatively) go out much? (slight 
pause).!
(delicately) You mean am I still waiting for him?!
Well, no. I don't expect you to wait for him but —!
(kindly) But that's what you meant, isn't it?
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Mother:!
Ann:!
Mother:!
Ann:!
Mother:!!!
Ann:!
Chris:!!
Mother:!
Chris:!
Mother:!!!
Chris:!
Mother:!!!!
Ann:!
Mother:!
Chris:!
Mother:!!
Ann:!
Mother:

Well ... yes.!
Well, I'm not, Kate.!
(faintly) You're not?!
Isn't it ridiculous? You don't really imagine he's — ?!
I know, dear, but don't say it's ridiculous, because the papers were full 
of it. I don't know about New York, but there was half a page about a 
man missing even longer than Larry, and he turned up in Burma.!
(rises and swings around in back of Chris) So I've heard.!
Mother, I'll bet you money that you're the only woman in the country 
who after three years is still —!
You're sure?!
Yes, I am.!
Well, if you're sure then you're sure. (She turns her head away for an 
instant) They don't say it on the radio but I'm sure that in the dark of 
night they're still waiting for their sons.!
Mother, you're absolutely —!
(waving him off) Don't be so damned smart! Now stop it!  (Slight 
pause) There are a few things you don't know.  All of you.  And I'll tell 
you one of them, Annie. Deep, deep in your heart you've always been 
waiting for him.!
(resolutely) No, Kate.!
(with increasing demand) But deep in your heart, Annie!!
She ought to know, shouldn't she?!
Don't let them tell you what to think. Listen to your heart. Only your 
heart.!
Why does your heart tell you he's alive?!
Because he has to be.!!

Act One
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5. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the role and 
significance of Sue Bayliss in the play.!!
Ann:!!
Sue:!
Ann:!
Sue:!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!!!
Sue:!
Ann:!
Sue:!!!!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:!!!!!
Ann:!
Sue:!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:

People like to do things for the Kellers. Been that way since I can 
remember.!
It's amazing.  I guess your brother's coming to give you away, heh?!
(giving her drink) I don't know. I suppose.!
You must be all nerved up.!
It's always a problem getting yourself married, isn't it?!
That depends on your shape, of course. I don't see why you should 
have had a problem.!
I've had chances —!
I'll bet. It's romantic... It's very unusual to me, marrying the brother of 
your sweetheart.!
I don't know. I think it's mostly that whenever I need somebody to tell 
me the truth I've always thought of Chris. When he tells you 
something you know it's so. He relaxes me.!
And he's got money. That's important, you know.!
It wouldn't matter to me.!
You'd be surprised. It makes all the difference. I married an intern. On 
my salary.  And that was bad, because as soon as a woman supports 
a man he owes her something.  You can never owe somebody without 
resenting them. (Ann laughs) That's true, you know.!
Underneath, I think the doctor is very devoted.!
Oh, certainly. But it's bad when a man always sees the bars in front of 
him.  Jim thinks he's in jail all the time.!
Oh...!
That's why I've been intending to ask you a small favor, Ann.  It's 
something very important to me.!
Certainly, if I can do it.!
You can. When you take up housekeeping, try to find a place away 
from here.!
Are you fooling?!
I'm very serious. My husband is unhappy with Chris around.!
How is that?!
Jim's a successful doctor.  But he's got an idea he'd like to do medical 
research. Discover things. You see?!
Well, isn't that good?!
Research pays twenty five dollars a week minus laundering the hair 
shirt.  You've got to give up your life to go into it.!
How does Chris —!
(with growing feeling) Chris makes people want to be better than it's 
possible to be.  He does that to people.!
Is that bad?!
My husband has a family, dear.  Every time he has a session with 
Chris he feels as though he's compromising by not giving up 
everything for research. As though Chris or anybody else isn't 
compromising.  It happens with Jim every couple of years. He meets a 
man and makes a statue out of him.!
Maybe he's right.  I don't mean that Chris is a statue, but —!
Now darling, you know he's not right.!
I don't agree with you. Chris —!
Let's face it, dear.  Chris is working with his father, isn't he? He's 
taking money out of that business every week in the year.!
What of it?!
You ask me what of it?
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Ann:!!
Sue:!
Ann:!!
Sue:!
Ann:!
Sue:!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:!!
Ann:!
Sue:

I certainly do. (She seems about to burst out) You oughtn't cast 
aspersions like that, I'm surprised at you.!
You're surprised at me!!
He'd never take five cents out of that plant if there was anything wrong 
with it.!
You know that.!
I know it.  I resent everything you've said.!
(moving toward her) You know what I resent, dear?!
Please, I don't want to argue.!
I resent living next to the Holy Family. It makes me look like a bum, 
you understand?!
I can't do anything about that.!
Who is he to ruin a man's life?  Everybody knows Joe pulled a fast 
one to get out of jail.!
That's not true!!
Then why don't you go out and talk to people? Go on, talk to them.  
There's not a person on the block who doesn't know the truth.!
That's a lie.  People come here all the time for cards and...!
So what?  They give him credit for being smart. I do, too, I've got 
nothing against Joe. But if Chris wants people to put on the hair shirt 
let him take off the broadcloth. He's driving my husband crazy with 
that phony idealism of his and I'm at the end of my rope on it!! !

Act Two

!
55!!!!!
60!!!!!
65!!!!!
70!!!!!
75!

!25



6. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of Joe 
Keller here and elsewhere in the play. (2013 CJC JC2 Prelim)!!
Keller:!
Ann:!
Keller:!!!
Ann:!
Keller:!!!!!
Chris:!
Keller:!!!!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Ann:!
Keller:!!!!!
Ann:!
Keller:!!!!!!!
Ann:!
Keller:!!
Ann:!
Keller:!!!!!
Ann:!
Keller:!!!!
Ann:!
Keller:!
Chris:

Well, somebody's got to make a living.!
(as they laugh) That's telling him.!
I don’t know, everybody’s getting’ so goddam educated in this country 
there’ll be nobody to take away the garbage. (They laugh) It's gettin' 
so the only dumb ones left are the bosses.!
You're not so dumb, Joe.!
I know, but you go into our plant, for instance. I got so many 
lieutenants, majors and colonels that I'm ashamed to ask somebody 
to sweep the floor. I gotta be careful I'll insult somebody. No kiddin’. 
It’s a tragedy: you stand on the street today and spit, you’re gonna hit 
a college man.!
Well, don't spit.!
(breaks the apple in half, passing it to Ann and Chris) I mean to say, 
it’s comin’ to a pass. (He takes a breath) I been thinkin’, Annie... your 
brother, George. I been thinkin’ about your brother George. When he 
comes I like you to brooch something to him.!
Broach.!
What's the matter with brooch?!
(smiling) It's not English.!
When I went to night school it was brooch.!
(laughing) Well, in day school it's broach.!
Don't surround me, will you? Seriously, Ann... You say he’s not well. 
George, I been thinkin’, why should he knock himself out in New York 
with that cut-throat competition, when I got so many friends here... 
I’m very friendly with some big lawyers in town. I could set George up 
here.!
That’s awfully nice of you, Joe.!
No, kid, it ain’t nice of me. I want you to understand me. I'm thinking 
of Chris. (Slight panic.) See... this is what I mean. You get older, you 
want to feel that you – accomplished something. My only 
accomplishment is my son. I ain’t brainy. That’s all I accomplished. 
Now, a year, eighteen months, your father’ll be a free man. Who is he 
going to come to, Annie? His baby. You. He'll come, old, mad, into 
your house.!
That can’t matter any more, Joe.!
I don’t what that to come between us. (Gestures between Chris and 
himself.)!
I can only tell you that that could never happen.!
You’re in love now, Annie, but believe me, I'm older than you and I 
know – a daughter is a daughter, and a father is a father.  And it 
could happen. (He pauses.) I like you and George to go to him in 
prison and tell him... ‘Dad, Joe wants to bring you into the business 
when you get out.’!
(surprised, even shocked) You'd have him as a partner?!
No, no partner. A good job. (Pause. He sees she is shocked, a little 
mystified. He gets up, speaks more nervously.) I want him to know 
that when he gets out he’s got a place waitin’ for him. It’ll take his 
bitterness away. To know you got a place… it sweetens you.!
Joe, you owe him nothing.!
I owe him a good kick in the teeth, but he’s your father.!
Then kick him in the teeth! I don’t want him in the plant, so that's that! 
You understand? And besides, don't talk about him like that.  People 
misunderstand you!	  
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Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!!!!!
Ann:

And I don't understand why she has to crucify the man.!
Well, it's her father if she feels –!
No, no.!
(almost angrily) What's it to you? Why – ?!
(commanding outburst in high nervousness) A father is a father! (As 
though the outburst had revealed him, he looks about, wanting to 
retract it. His hand goes to his cheek.) I better – I better shave. (He 
turns and a smile is on his face, to Ann.) I didn't mean to yell at you, 
Annie.!
Let's forget the whole thing, Joe.!!

Act Two
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7. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of Joe 
the relationship between Chris and Keller here and elsewhere in the play.!!
Chris:!
Keller:!!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!!
Keller:!
Chris:!!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!!!!!!!!!!!
Chris:!
Keller:!!!
Chris:!
Keller:!!!!!!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!
Keller:!
Chris:!!
Keller:!
Chris:

You killed them, you murdered them.!
(as though throwing his whole nature open before Chris) How could I 
kill anybody?!
Dad! Dad!!
(trying to hush him) I didn't kill anybody!!
Then explain it to me. What did you do? Explain it to me or I'll tear 
you to pieces!!
(horrified at his overwhelming fury) Don’t, Chris, don’t —!
I want to know what you did, now what did you do? You had a 
hundred and twenty cracked engine heads, how what did you do? !
If you’re going to hang me then I —!
I'm listening. God almighty, I'm listening!!
(their movements are those of subtle pursuit and escape. Keller 
keeps a step out of Chris’s range as he talks) You’re a boy, what 
could I do! I'm in business, a man is in business. A hundred and 
twenty cracked, you’re out of business. You got a process, the 
process don't work you're out of business. You don’t know how to 
operate, your stuff is no good, they close you up, they tear up your 
contracts. What the hell’s it to them? You lay forty years into a 
business and they knock you out in five minutes, what could I do, let 
them take forty years, let them take my life away? (his voice 
cracking) I never thought they’d install them. I swear to God. I 
thought they’d stop ‘em before anybody took off.!
Then why’d you ship them out?!
By the time they could spot them I thought I'd have the process going 
again, and I could show them they needed me and they'd let it go by. 
But weeks passed and I got no kick-back, so I was going to tell them.!
Then why didn’t you tell them?!
It was too late. The paper, it was all over the front page, twenty one 
went down, it was too late. They came with handcuffs into the shop, 
what could I do? (He sits on bench) Chris... Chris, I did it for you, it 
was a chance and I took it for you. I’m sixty one years old, when 
would I have another chance to make something for you? Sixty one 
years old you don't get another chance, do ya?!
You even knew that they wouldn’t hold up in the air.!
I didn’t say that.!
But you were going to warn them not to use them —!
But that doesn’t mean —!
It means you knew they’d crash.!
It don't mean that.!
Then you thought they’d crash.!
I was afraid maybe…!
You were afraid maybe! God in heaven, what kind of a man are you? 
Kids were hanging in the air by those heads. You knew that!!
For you, a business for you!!
(with burning fury) For me! Where do you live, where have you come 
from? For me! … I was dying every day and you were killing my boys 
and you did it for me? What the hell do you think I was thinking of, 
the goddam business? Is that as far as your mind can see, the 
business? What is that, the world of business? What the hell do you 
mean, you did it for me? Don’t you have a country? Don’t you live in 
the world? What the hell are you? You're not even an animal, no 
animal kills his own, what are you? What must I do to you? I ought to 
tear the tongue out of your mouth, what must I do? 
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!!
Chris:!
Keller:

With his fist he pounds down upon his father's shoulder. He stumbles 
away, covering his face as he weeps.!
What must I do, Jesus God, what must I do?!
Chris... My Chris…!
Curtain.!!

Act Two
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8. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the role and 
significance of Jim here and elsewhere in the play.!! !!!!!!
Jim:!
Mother:!
Jim:!
Mother:!
Jim:!
Mother:!
Jim:!!!!!!
Mother:!
Jim:!
Mother:!!
Jim:!
Mother:!
Jim:!
Mother:!!!
Jim:!
Mother:!
Jim:!
Mother:!
Jim:!
Mother:!!
Jim:!!
Mother:!
Jim:!!!!!!
Mother:!
Jim:

Two o'clock the following morning, Mother is discovered on the rise, 
rocking ceaselessly in a chair, staring at her thoughts. It is an 
intense, slight, sort of rocking. A light shows from upstairs bedroom, 
lower floor windows being dark. The moon is strong and casts its 
bluish light. Presently Jim, dressed in jacket and hat, appears, and 
seeing her, goes up beside her.!
Any news?!
No news.!
(gently) You can't sit up all night, dear, why don't you go to bed?!
I'm waiting for Chris. Don't worry about me, Jim, I'm perfectly all right.!
But it's almost two o'clock.!
I can't sleep. (slight pause) You had an emergency?!
(tiredly) Somebody had a headache and thought he was dying. 
(Slight pause) Half of my patients are quite mad. Nobody realizes 
how many people are walking loose, and they're cracked as 
coconuts. Money. Money-money-money-money. You say it long 
enough it doesn't mean anything. (She smiles, makes a silent laugh) 
Oh, how I'd love to be around when that happens!!
(shaking her head) You're so childish, Jim! Sometimes you are.!
(looks at her a moment) Kate. (Pause) What happened?!
I told you. He had an argument with Joe. Then he got in the car and 
drove away.!
What kind of an argument?!
An argument, Joe... He was crying like a child, before.!
They argued about Ann?!
(after slight hesitation) No, not Ann. Imagine? (Indicates lighted 
window above) She hasn't come out of that room since he left. All 
night in that room.!
(looks up at window, then at her): What'd Joe do, tell him?!
(stops rocking) Tell him what?!
Don't be afraid, Kate, I know. I've always known.!
How?!
It occurred to me a long time ago.!
I always had the feeling that in the back of his head, Chris... almost 
knew. I didn't think it would be such a shock.!
(gets up) Chris would never know how to live with a thing like that. It 
takes a certain talent... for lying. You have it, and I do. But not him.!
What do you mean... He's not coming back?!
Oh, no, he'll come back. We all come back, Kate. These private little 
revolutions always die. The compromise is always made. In a 
peculiar way. Frank is right — every man does have a star. The star 
of one's honesty. And you spend your life groping for it, but once it's 
out it never lights again. I don't think he went very far. He probably 
just wanted to be alone to watch his star go out.!
Just as long as he comes back.!
I wish he wouldn't, Kate. One year I simply took off, went to New 
Orleans; for two months I lived on bananas and milk, and studied a 
certain disease. And then she came, and she cried. And I went back 
home with her. And now I live in the usual darkness; I can't find 
myself; it's hard sometimes to remember the kind of man I wanted to 
be. I'm a good husband; Chris is a good son — He'll come back.!!

Act Three
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9. Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the portrayal of Ann 
here and elsewhere in the play.!!
Ann:!!
Mother:!
Ann:!!!!!!
Keller:!
Ann:!!
Keller:!
Ann:!
Mother:!!!!!!
Ann:!
Mother:!
Ann:!!
Mother:!
Ann:!!
Mother:!!
Ann:!
Mother:!!
Ann:!
Keller:!
Ann:!
Keller:!
Mother:!
Ann:!!!!!
Mother:!
Ann:!!!!!!
Mother:!
Ann:!
Mother:!
Ann:

There's something I want to tell you. (She starts, then halts) I'm not 
going to do anything about it.!
She's a good girl! (To Keller) You see? She's a —!
I'll do nothing about Joe, but you're going to do something for me. 
(Directly to Mother) You made Chris feel guilty with me. I'd like you to 
tell him that Larry is dead and that you know it. You understand me? 
I'm not going out of here alone. There's no life for me that way. I want 
you to set him free. And then I promise you, everything will end, and 
we'll go away, and that's all.!
You'll do that. You'll tell him.!
I know what I'm asking, Kate. You had two sons. But you've only got 
one now.!
You'll tell him.!
And you've got to say it to him so he knows you mean it.!
My dear, if the boy was dead, it wouldn't depend on my words to make 
Chris know it... The night he gets into your bed, his heart will dry up. 
Because he knows and you know. To his dying day he'll wait for his 
brother! No, my dear, no such thing. You're going in the morning, and 
you're going alone. That's your life, that's your lonely life. (She goes to 
porch, and starts in)!
Larry is dead, Kate.!
(she stops) Don't speak to me.!
I said he's dead. I know! He crashed off the coast of China November 
twenty fifth! His engine didn't fail him. But he died. I know...!
How did he die? You're lying to me. If you know, how did he die?!
I loved him. You know I loved him. Would I have looked at anyone 
else if I wasn't sure? That's enough for you.!
(moving on her) What's enough for me? What're you talking about? 
(She grasps Ann's wrists)!
You're hurting my wrists.!
What are you talking about! (Pause. She stares at Ann a moment, 
then turns and goes to Keller)!
Joe, go in the house.!
Why should I —!
Please go.!
Lemme know when he comes. (Keller goes into house.)!
(as she sees Ann taking a letter from her pocket) What's that?!
Sit down. (Mother moves left to chair, but does not sit) First you've got 
to understand. When I came, I didn't have any idea that Joe... I had 
nothing against him or you. I came to get married. I hoped... So I 
didn't bring this to hurt you. I thought I'd show it to you only if there 
was no other way to settle Larry in your mind.!
Larry? (snatches letter from Ann's hand)!
He wrote to me just before he... (Mother opens and begins to read 
letter) I'm not trying to hurt you, Kate. You're making me do this, now 
remember you're... Remember. I've been so lonely, Kate... I can't 
leave here alone again. (A long low moan comes from Mother's throat 
as she reads) You made me show it to you. You wouldn't believe me. I 
told you a hundred times, why wouldn't you believe me!!
Oh, my God… !
(with pity and fear) Kate, please, please… !
My God, my God… !
Kate, dear, I'm so sorry... I'm so sorry.!

Act Three 
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