1971

Write a brief essay in which you demonstrate how the speaker in the prose passage establishes his attitude(s) toward the coming of spring.

(Suggested time—25 minutes)



I mention the spawning of the toads because it


is one of the phenomena of spring which most 


deeply appeal to me, and because the toad, unlike


the skylark and the primrose, has never had much

(5) of a boost from the poets.  But I am aware that

many people do not like reptiles or amphibians, and

I am not suggesting that in order to enjoy the spring

you have to take an interest in toads.  There are

also the crocus, the missel thrush, the cuckoo,

(10) the blackthorn, etc.  The point is that the pleasures

of spring are available to everybody, and cost

nothing.  Even in the most sordid street the coming 

of spring will register itself by some sign or other,

if it is only a brighter blue between the chimney

(15) pots or the vivid green of an elder sprouting on a 

blitzed site.  Indeed it is remarkable how Nature

goes on existing unofficially, as it were, in the 

very heart of London.  I have seen a kestrel1 flying

over the Deptford gasworks, and I have heard a 

(20) first-rate performance by a blackbird in the Euston

Road.  There must be some hundreds of thousands,

if no millions, of birds living inside the four-mile

radius, and it is rather a pleasing thought that none

of them pays a halfpenny of rent.

(25)

As for spring, not even the narrow and gloomy 


streets round the Bank of England are quite able 


to exclude it.  It comes seeping in everywhere,


like one of those new poison gases which pass


through all filters.  The spring is commonly

(30) referred to as “a miracle,” and during the past

five or six years this worn-out figure of speech

has taken on a new lease of life.  After the sort

of winters we have had to endure recently, the

spring does seem miraculous, because it has

(35) become gradually harder and harder to believe

that it is actually going to happen.  Every February

since 1940 I have found myself thinking that this

time winter is going to be permanent.  But Perse-

phone, like the toads, always rises from the dead

(40) at about the same moment.  Suddenly, towards the 

end of March, the miracle happens and the decaying slum in which I live is transfigured.  Down in the 

square the sooty privets have turned bright green,

the leaves are thickening on the chestnut trees,

(45) the daffodils are out, the wallflowers are budding,

the policeman’s tunic looks positively a pleasant

shade of blue, the fishmonger greets his customers

with a smile, and even the sparrows are quite a

different color, having felt the balminess of the

(50) air and nerved themselves to take a bath, their

first since last September.

1 A small European falcon

