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You must answer on the enclosed answer booklet.

You will need: Answer booklet (enclosed)

INSTRUCTIONS

● Answer two questions in total:

Section A: answer one question.

Section B: answer one question.

● Follow the instructions on the front cover of the answer booklet. If you need additional answer paper,

ask the invigilator for a continuation booklet.

● Dictionaries are not allowed.

INFORMATION

● The total mark for this paper is 50.

● All questions are worth equal marks.
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Section A: Prose

Answer one question from this section.

IAN McEWAN: Atonement

1 Either (a) Discuss some of the ways in which McEwan presents childhood in the novel.

 Or (b) Comment closely on McEwan’s presentation of Emily Tallis in the following passage.

She decided against closing the French windows, and sat down at one end of 

the Chesterfield. 

Content removed due to copyright restrictions. 
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 ‘Nothing good will come of it’ was the phrase 

she often used, to which Jack would respond smugly that plenty of good had come 

already.

(from Part 1 Chapter 12)
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NGŨGĨ WA THIONG’O: Petals of Blood

2 Either (a) Discuss Ngũgĩ’s presentation of Abdulla, considering his significance to the novel.

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following passage, considering ways in which Ngũgĩ 
presents Munira’s experience of Kamiritho.

The Kamiritho he now came to had changed much. 

 ‘What are you doing here?’

(from Chapter 5)
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Stories of Ourselves, Volume 2

3 Either (a) Compare ways in which the writers of two stories use the perspective of a first 

person narrator.

 Or (b) Comment closely on ways in which Mansfield presents the Burnell and Kelvey

children in the following passage from The Doll’s House.

The Burnell children could hardly walk to school fast enough the next morning. They 

burned to tell everybody, to describe, to – well – to boast about their doll’s house 

before the school-bell rang.

‘I’m to tell,’ said Isabel, ‘because I’m the eldest. And you two can join in after. 

But I’m to tell first.’

There was nothing to answer. Isabel was bossy, but she was always right, and 

Lottie and Kezia knew too well the powers that went with being eldest. They brushed 

through the thick buttercups at the road edge and said nothing.

‘And I’m to choose who’s to come and see it first. Mother said I might.’

For it had been arranged that while the doll’s house stood in the courtyard 

they might ask the girls at school, two at a time, to come and look. Not to stay to 

tea, of course, or to come traipsing through the house. But just to stand quietly in 

the courtyard while Isabel pointed out the beauties, and Lottie and Kezia looked 

pleased … .

But hurry as they might, by the time they had reached the tarred palings of 

the boys’ playground the bell had begun to jangle. They only just had time to whip 

off their hats and fall into line before the roll was called. Never mind. Isabel tried to 

make up for it by looking very important and mysterious and by whispering behind 

her hand to the girls near her, ‘Got something to tell you at playtime.’

Playtime came and Isabel was surrounded. The girls of her class nearly fought 

to put their arms round her, to walk away with her, to beam flatteringly, to be her 

special friend. She held quite a court under the huge pine trees at the side of the 

playground. Nudging, giggling together, the little girls pressed up close. And the only 

two who stayed outside the ring were the two who were always outside, the little 

Kelveys. They knew better than to come anywhere near the Burnells.

For the fact was, the school the Burnell children went to was not at all the 

kind of place their parents would have chosen if there had been any choice. But 

there was none. It was the only school for miles. And the consequence was all the 

children of the neighbourhood, the Judge’s little girls, the doctor’s daughters, the 

store-keeper’s children, the milkman’s, were forced to mix together. Not to speak of 

there being an equal number of rude, rough little boys as well. But the line had to 

be drawn somewhere. It was drawn at the Kelveys. Many of the children, including 

the Burnells, were not allowed even to speak to them. They walked past the Kelveys 

with their heads in the air, and as they set the fashion in all matters of behaviour, 

the Kelveys were shunned by everybody. Even the teacher had a special voice for 

them, and a special smile for the other children when Lil Kelvey came up to her 

desk with a bunch of dreadfully common-looking flowers.

They were the daughters of a spry, hard-working little washerwoman, who went 

about from house to house by the day. This was awful enough. But where was Mr 

Kelvey? Nobody knew for certain. But everybody said he was in prison. So they 

were the daughters of a washerwoman and a gaolbird. Very nice company for other 

people’s children! And they looked it. Why Mrs Kelvey made them so conspicuous 

was hard to understand. The truth was they were dressed in ‘bits’ given to her by 

the people for whom she worked. Lil, for instance, who was a stout, plain child, with 

big freckles, came to school in a dress made from a green art-serge tablecloth of 

the Burnells’, with red plush sleeves from the Logans’ curtains. Her hat, perched 

on top of her high forehead, was a grown-up woman’s hat, once the property of 
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Miss Lecky, the postmistress. It was turned up at the back and trimmed with a large 

scarlet quill. What a little guy she looked! It was impossible not to laugh. And her 

little sister, our Else, wore a long white dress, rather like a nightgown, and a pair of 

little boy’s boots. But whatever our Else wore she would have looked strange. She 

was a tiny wishbone of a child, with cropped hair and enormous solemn eyes – a 

little white owl. Nobody had ever seen her smile; she scarcely ever spoke. She 

went through life holding on to Lil, with a piece of Lil’s skirt screwed up in her hand. 

Where Lil went, our Else followed. In the playground, on the road going to and from 

school, there was Lil marching in front and our Else holding on behind. Only when 

she wanted anything, or when she was out of breath, our Else gave Lil a tug, a 

twitch, and Lil stopped and turned round. The Kelveys never failed to understand 

each other.

(from The Doll’s House)
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MARK TWAIN: The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn

4 Either (a) Discuss some of the ways in which Twain explores the idea of freedom in the novel.

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following passage, considering ways in which Twain

presents Huck’s discovery of Jim on the island.

I set down there on a log and looked out through the leaves. I see the moon go off 

watch and the darkness begin to blanket the river. But in a little while I see a pale 

streak over the tree-tops, and knowed the day was coming. So I took my gun and 

slipped off towards where I had run across that camp fire, stopping every minute or 

two to listen. But I hadn’t no luck, somehow; I couldn’t seem to find the place. But 

by-and-by, sure enough, I catched a glimpse of fire, away through the trees. I went 

for it, cautious and slow. By-and-by I was close enough to have a look, and there 

laid a man on the ground. It most give me the fan-tods. He had a blanket around his 

head, and his head was nearly in the fire. I set there behind a clump of bushes, in 

about six foot of him, and kept my eyes on him steady. It was getting gray daylight, 

now. Pretty soon he gapped, and stretched himself, and hove off the blanket, and it 

was Miss Watson’s Jim! I bet I was glad to see him. I says:

‘Hello, Jim!’ and skipped out.

He bounced up and stared at me wild. Then he drops down on his knees, and 

puts his hands together and says:

‘Doan’ hurt me – don’t! I hain’t ever done no harm to a ghos’. I awluz liked dead 

people, en done all I could for ’em. You go en git in de river agin, whah you b’longs, 

en doan’ do nuffn to Ole Jim, ’at ’uz awluz yo’ fren’.’

Well, I warn’t long making him understand I warn’t dead. I was ever so glad to 

see Jim. I warn’t lonesome, now. I told him I warn’t afraid of him telling the people 

where I was. I talked along, but he only set there and looked at me; never said 

nothing. Then I says: 

‘It’s good daylight. Le’s get breakfast. Make up your camp fire good.’

‘What’s de use er making’ up de camp fire to cook strawbries en sich truck? But 

you got a gun, hain’t you? Den we kin git sumfn better den strawbries.’

‘Strawberries and such truck,’ I says. ‘Is that what you live on?’

‘I couldn’ git nuffn else,’ he says.

‘Why, how long you been on the island, Jim?’

‘I come heah de night arter you’s killed.’

‘What, all that time?’

‘Yes-indeedy.’

‘And ain’t you had nothing but that kind of rubbage to eat?’

‘No, sah – nuffn else.’

‘Well, you must be most starved, ain’t you?’

‘I reck’n I could eat a hoss. I think I could. How long you ben on de island’?’

‘Since the night I got killed.’

‘No! W’y, what has you lived on? But you got a gun. Oh, yes, you got a gun. 

Dat’s good. Now you kill sumfn en I’ll make up de fire.’

So we went over to where the canoe was, and while he built a fire in a grassy 

open place amongst the trees, I fetched meal and bacon and coffee, and coffee-pot 

and frying-pan, and sugar and tin cups, and the nigger was set back considerable, 

because he reckoned it was all done with witchcraft. I catched a good big cat-fish, 

too, and Jim cleaned him with his knife, and fried him.

When breakfast was ready, we lolled on the grass and eat it smoking hot. Jim 

laid it in with all his might, for he was most about starved. Then when we had got 

pretty well stuffed, we laid off and lazied.

(from Chapter 8)
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Section B: Unseen

Answer one question from this section.

Either

5 Discuss the presentation of soldiers going to war in the following poem.

Consider the writer’s choice of language, imagery and structure in your answer.

The Three Lads

Down the road rides a German lad,

For I’m off to the war and away!’

This content has been removed.
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Or

6 Comment closely on the following passage, considering the presentation of the experience of 

blindness.

Consider the writer’s choice of language, structure and narrative methods in your answer.

He is awake.  

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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Even with this unfamiliar body and this empty eye socket, there 

are things he has to do.
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