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SECTION A: POETRY

Answer one question from this section.

SONGS OF OURSELVES VOLUME 1: from Part 3

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 1 Read this poem, and then answer the question that follows it:

Rising Five

‘I’m rising five’, he said,

‘Not four’, and little coils of hair

Un-clicked themselves upon his head.

His spectacles, brimful of eyes to stare

At me and the meadow, reflected cones of light

Above his toffee-buckled cheeks. He’d been alive

Fifty-six months or perhaps a week more:

 not four,

But rising five.

Around him in the field the cells of spring

Bubbled and doubled; buds unbuttoned; shoot

And stem shook out the creases from their frills,

And every tree was swilled with green.

It was the season after blossoming,

Before the forming of the fruit:

 not May,

But rising June.

 And in the sky

The dust dissected tangential light:

 not day,

But rising night;

 not now,

But rising soon.

The new buds push the old leaves from the bough.

We drop our youth behind us like a boy

Throwing away his toffee-wrappers. We never see the flower,

But only the fruit in the flower; never the fruit,

But only the rot in the fruit. We look for the marriage bed

In the baby’s cradle, we look for the grave in the bed:

 not living,

But rising dead.

 (Norman Nicholson)

  Explore how Nicholson vividly conveys the speaker’s thoughts and feelings in this poem.
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Or 2 How does Angelou powerfully depict the despair of the caged bird in this poem?

Caged Bird

A free bird leaps

sings of freedom.

(Maya Angelou)

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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SONGS OF OURSELVES VOLUME 2: from Part 4

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 3 Read this poem, and then answer the question that follows it:

Now Let No Charitable Hope

Now let no charitable hope

Confuse my mind with images

Of eagle and of antelope:

I am by nature none of these.

I was, being human, born alone;

I am, being woman, hard beset;

I live by squeezing from a stone

What little nourishment I get.

In masks outrageous and austere

The years go by in single file;

But none has merited my fear,

And none has quite escaped my smile.

 (Elinor Morton Wylie)

  In what ways does Wylie use words and images to striking effect in this poem?

5
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Turn over for Question 4.



8

0475/13/M/J/22© UCLES 2022

Or 4 How does Shelley vividly convey his unhappiness in Stanzas Written in Dejection, Near 

Naples?

Stanzas Written in Dejection, Near Naples

I

The sun is warm, the sky is clear,

The waves are dancing fast and bright,

Blue isles and snowy mountains wear

The purple noon’s transparent might,

The breath of the moist earth is light,

Around its unexpanded buds;

Like many a voice of one delight,

 The winds, the birds, the ocean floods,

The City’s voice itself, is soft like Solitude’s.

II

I see the Deep’s untrampled floor

With green and purple seaweeds strown;

I see the waves upon the shore,

Like light dissolved in star-showers, thrown:

I sit upon the sands alone,—

The lightning of the noontide ocean

Is flashing round me, and a tone

 Arises from its measured motion,

How sweet! did any heart now share in my emotion.

III

Alas! I have nor hope nor health,

Nor peace within nor calm around,

Nor that content surpassing wealth

The sage in meditation found,

And walked with inward glory crowned

Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure.

Others I see whom these surround—

 Smiling they live, and call life pleasure;—

To me that cup has been dealt in another measure.

IV

Yet now despair itself is mild,

Even as the winds and waters are;

I could lie down like a tired child,

And weep away the life of care

Which I have borne and yet must bear,

Till death like sleep might steal on me,

And I might feel in the warm air

 My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea

Breathe o’er my dying brain its last monotony.
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V

Some might lament that I were cold,

As I, when this sweet day is gone,

Which my lost heart, too soon grown old,

Insults with this untimely moan;

They might lament—for I am one

Whom men love not,—and yet regret,

Unlike this day, which, when the sun

 Shall on its stainless glory set,

Will linger, though enjoyed, like joy in memory yet.

(Percy Bysshe Shelley)

45
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CAROL ANN DUFFY: from New Selected Poems

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 5 Read this poem, and then answer the question that follows it:

Head of English

Today we have a poet in the class.

A real live poet with a published book.

Notice the inkstained fingers girls. Perhaps

we’re going to witness verse hot from the press.

Who knows. Please show your appreciation

by clapping. Not too loud. Now

sit up straight and listen. Remember

the lesson on assonance, for not all poems,

sadly, rhyme these days. Still. Never mind.

Whispering’s, as always, out of bounds –

but do feel free to raise some questions.

After all, we’re paying forty pounds.

Those of you with English Second Language

see me after break. We’re fortunate

to have this person in our midst.

Season of mists and so on and so forth.

I’ve written quite a bit of poetry myself,

am doing Kipling with the Lower Fourth.

Right. That’s enough from me. On with the Muse.

Open a window at the back. We don’t

want winds of change about the place.

Take notes, but don’t write reams. Just an essay

on the poet’s themes. Fine. Off we go.

Convince us that there’s something we don’t know.

Well. Really. Run along now girls. I’m sure

that gave an insight to an outside view.

Applause will do. Thank you

very much for coming here today. Lunch

in the hall? Do hang about. Unfortunately

I have to dash. Tracey will show you out.

How does Duffy strikingly convey the teacher’s attitude to the visiting poet in this poem?
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Or 6 Explore the ways in which Duffy uses memorable words and images in A Child’s Sleep.

A Child’s Sleep

I stood at the edge of my child’s sleep

hearing her breathe;

although I could not enter there,

I could not leave.

Her sleep was a small wood,

perfumed with flowers;

dark, peaceful, sacred,

acred in hours.

And she was the spirit that lives

in the heart of such woods;

without time, without history,

wordlessly good.

I spoke her name, a pebble dropped

in the still night,

and saw her stir, both open palms

cupping their soft light;

then went to the window. The greater dark

outside the room

gazed back, maternal, wise,

with its face of moon.
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SECTION B: PROSE

Answer one question from this section.

CHIMAMANDA NGOZI ADICHIE: Purple Hibiscus

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 7 Read this passage, and then answer the question that follows it:

Mama came home the next afternoon. 

 I did not think, I did not even think to think, what Mama needed to be 

forgiven for.

In what ways does Adichie make this such a disturbing moment in the novel?

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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Or 8 Explore the ways in which Adichie memorably portrays the relationship between Jaja 

and his father.
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CHARLOTTE BRONTË: Jane Eyre

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 9 Read this passage, and then answer the question that follows it:

But the three most distinguished – partly, perhaps, because the tallest 

figures of the band – were the Dowager Lady Ingram and her daughters, 

Blanche and Mary. They were all three of the loftiest stature of woman. The 

dowager might be between forty and fifty: her shape was still fine; her hair 

(by candle-light at least) still black; her teeth, too, were still apparently perfect. 

Most people would have termed her a splendid woman of her age: and so 

she was no doubt, physically speaking; but then there was an expression of 

almost insupportable haughtiness in her bearing and countenance. She had 

Roman features and a double chin, disappearing into a throat like a pillar: these 

features appeared to me not only inflated and darkened, but even furrowed 

with pride; and the chin was sustained by the same principle, in a position of 

almost preternatural erectness. She had, likewise, a fierce and a hard eye: it 

reminded me of Mrs Reed’s; she mouthed her words in speaking; her voice 

was deep, its inflections very pompous, very dogmatical – very intolerable, in 

short. A crimson velvet robe, and a shawl turban of some gold-wrought Indian 

fabric, invested her (I suppose she thought) with a truly imperial dignity.

Blanche and Mary were of equal stature – straight and tall as poplars. 

Mary was too slim for her height, but Blanche was moulded like a Dian. I 

regarded her, of course, with special interest. First, I wished to see whether her 

appearance accorded with Mrs Fairfax’s description; secondly, whether it at all 

resembled the fancy miniature I had painted of her; and thirdly – it will out! – 

whether it were such as I should fancy likely to suit Mr Rochester’s taste.

As far as person went, she answered point for point, both to my picture and 

Mrs Fairfax’s description. The noble bust, the sloping shoulders, the graceful 

neck, the dark eyes and black ringlets were all there: – but her face? Her face 

was like her mother’s; a youthful unfurrowed likeness: the same low brow, 

the same high features, the same pride. It was not, however, so saturnine a 

pride: she laughed continually; her laugh was satirical, and so was the habitual 

expression of her arched and haughty lip.

Genius is said to be self-conscious: I cannot tell whether Miss Ingram 

was a genius, but she was self-conscious – remarkably self-conscious indeed. 

She entered into a discourse on botany with the gentle Mrs Dent. It seemed 

Mrs Dent had not studied that science: though, as she said, she liked flowers, 

‘especially wild ones;’ Miss Ingram had, and she ran over its vocabulary with 

an air. I presently perceived she was (what is vernacularly termed) trailing Mrs 

Dent; that is, playing on her ignorance: her trail might be clever, but it was 

decidedly not good-natured. She played: her execution was brilliant; she sang: 

her voice was fine; she talked French apart to her mama; and she talked it well, 

with fluency and with a good accent.

Mary had a milder and more open countenance than Blanche; softer 

features too, and a skin some shades fairer (Miss Ingram was dark as a 

Spaniard) – but Mary was deficient in life: her face lacked expression, her eye 

lustre; she had nothing to say, and having once taken her seat, remained fixed 

like a statue in its niche. The sisters were both attired in spotless white.

And did I now think Miss Ingram such a choice as Mr Rochester would 

be likely to make? I could not tell – I did not know his taste in female beauty. 

If he liked the majestic, she was the very type of majesty: then she was 

accomplished, sprightly. Most gentlemen would admire her, I thought; and that 
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he did admire her, I already seemed to have obtained proof: to remove the last 

shade of doubt, it remained but to see them together.

(from Chapter 17)

Explore the ways in which Brontë makes this such a striking introduction to the Ingrams.

Or 10 In what ways does Brontë memorably portray the relationship between Jane and Mrs 

Reed?

50
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ZORA NEALE HURSTON: Their Eyes Were Watching God

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 11 Read this passage, and then answer the question that follows it:

‘Mah name is Janie Mae Killicks since Ah got married. 

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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He hoped 

that he had hurt her as she had hurt him.

(from Chapter 4)

Explore how Hurston makes this such a memorable moment in the novel.

Or 12 How far does Hurston make you feel that Janie is content with life by the end of the 

novel?

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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HENRY JAMES: Washington Square

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 13 Read this passage, and then answer the question that follows it:

Little by little Dr Sloper had retired from his profession; he visited only those 

patients in whose symptoms he recognized a certain originality. He went again 

to Europe, and remained two years; Catherine went with him, and on this 

occasion Mrs Penniman was of the party. Europe apparently had few surprises 

for Mrs Penniman, who frequently remarked, in the most romantic sites – ‘You 

know I am very familiar with all this.’ It should be added that such remarks were 

usually not addressed to her brother, or yet to her niece, but to fellow-tourists 

who happened to be at hand, or even to the cicerone or the goat-herd in the 

foreground.

One day, after his return from Europe, the Doctor said something to his 

daughter that made her start – it seemed to come from so far out of the past.

‘I should like you to promise me something before I die.’

‘Why do you talk about your dying?’ she asked.

‘Because I am sixty-eight years old.’

‘I hope you will live a long time,’ said Catherine.

‘I hope I shall! But some day I shall take a bad cold, and then it will not 

matter much what any one hopes. That will be the manner of my exit, and 

when it takes place, remember I told you so. Promise me not to marry Morris 

Townsend after I am gone.’

This was what made Catherine start, as I have said; but her start was a 

silent one, and for some moments she said nothing. ‘Why do you speak of 

him?’ she asked at last.

‘You challenge everything I say. I speak of him because he’s a topic, like 

any other. He’s to be seen, like any one else, and he is still looking for a wife – 

having had one and got rid of her, I don’t know by what means. He has lately 

been in New York, and at your cousin Marian’s house; your Aunt Elizabeth saw 

him there.’

‘They neither of them told me,’ said Catherine.

‘That’s their merit; it’s not yours. He has grown fat and bald, and he has 

not made his fortune. But I can’t trust those facts alone to steel your heart 

against him, and that’s why I ask you to promise.’

‘Fat and bald’: these words presented a strange image to Catherine’s 

mind, out of which the memory of the most beautiful young man in the world 

had never faded. ‘I don’t think you understand,’ she said. ‘I very seldom think of 

Mr Townsend.’

‘It will be very easy for you to go on, then. Promise me, after my death, to 

do the same.’

Again, for some moments, Catherine was silent; her father’s request 

deeply amazed her; it opened an old wound and made it ache afresh. ‘I don’t 

think I can promise that,’ she answered.

‘It would be a great satisfaction,’ said her father.

‘You don’t understand. I can’t promise that.’

The Doctor was silent a minute. ‘I ask you for a particular reason. I am 

altering my will.’

This reason failed to strike Catherine; and indeed she scarcely understood 

it. All her feelings were merged in the sense that he was trying to treat her as 

he had treated her years before. She had suffered from it then; and now all her 
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experience, all her acquired tranquillity and rigidity, protested. She had been so 

humble in her youth that she could now afford to have a little pride, and there 

was something in this request, and in her father’s thinking himself so free to 

make it, that seemed an injury to her dignity. Poor Catherine’s dignity was not 

aggressive; it never sat in state; but if you pushed far enough you could find it. 

Her father had pushed very far.

‘I can’t promise,’ she simply repeated.

‘You are very obstinate,’ said the Doctor.

(from Chapter 33)

Explore the ways in which James depicts the relationship between Dr Sloper and his 

daughter at this moment in the novel.

Or 14 Explore two moments in the novel where James memorably portrays Mrs Penniman’s 

‘passion for little secrets and mysteries’.

50
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JHUMPA LAHIRI: The Namesake

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 15 Read this passage, and then answer the question that follows it:

A week later they meet for lunch. 

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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He looks 

around for the waiter, signals for the check, dismayed that their plates are 

empty, that the hour has passed.

(from Chapter 8)

How does Lahiri strikingly capture Gogol’s attraction to Moushumi at this moment in the 

novel?

Or 16 Explore two moments in the novel which Lahiri makes particularly moving.

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.



22

0475/13/M/J/22© UCLES 2022

YANN MARTEL: Life of Pi

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 17 Read this passage, and then answer the question that follows it:

During those long, cold, dark hours, as the pattering of the invisible rain 

got to be deafening, and the sea hissed and coiled and tossed me about, I held 

on to one thought: Richard Parker. I hatched several plans to get rid of him so 

that the lifeboat might be mine.

Plan Number One: Push Him off the Lifeboat. What good would that do? 

Even if I did manage to shove 450 pounds of living, fierce animal off the lifeboat, 

tigers are accomplished swimmers. In the Sundarbans they have been known 

to swim five miles in open, choppy waters. If he found himself unexpectedly 

overboard, Richard Parker would simply tread water, climb back aboard and 

make me pay the price for my treachery.

Plan Number Two: Kill Him with the Six Morphine Syringes. But I had no 

idea what effect they would have on him. Would they be enough to kill him? 

And how exactly was I supposed to get the morphine into his system? I could 

remotely conceive surprising him once, for an instant, the way his mother had 

been when she was captured—but to surprise him long enough to give him six 

consecutive injections? Impossible. All I would do by pricking him with a needle 

would be to get a cuff in return that would take my head off.

Plan Number Three: Attack Him with All Available Weaponry. Ludicrous. I 

wasn’t Tarzan. I was a puny, feeble, vegetarian life form. In India it took riding 

atop great big elephants and shooting with powerful rifles to kill tigers. What 

was I supposed to do here? Fire off a rocket flare in his face? Go at him with a 

hatchet in each hand and a knife between my teeth? Finish him off with straight 

and curving sewing needles? If I managed to nick him, it would be a feat. In 

return he would tear me apart limb by limb, organ by organ. For if there’s one 

thing more dangerous than a healthy animal, it’s an injured animal.

Plan Number Four: Choke Him. I had rope. If I stayed at the bow and got 

the rope to go around the stern and a noose to go around his neck, I could pull 

on the rope while he pulled to get at me. And so, in the very act of reaching for 

me, he would choke himself. A clever, suicidal plan.

Plan Number Five: Poison Him, Set Him on Fire, Electrocute Him. How? 

With what?

Plan Number Six: Wage a War of Attrition. All I had to do was let the 

unforgiving laws of nature run their course and I would be saved. Waiting for 

him to waste away and die would require no effort on my part. I had supplies for 

months to come. What did he have? Just a few dead animals that would soon 

go bad. What would he eat after that? Better still: where would he get water? 

He might last for weeks without food, but no animal, however mighty, can do 

without water for any extended period of time.

A modest glow of hope flickered to life within me, like a candle in the night. 

I had a plan and it was a good one. I only needed to survive to put it into effect.

(from Chapter 54)

How does Martel make this moment in the novel both frightening and amusing?

Or 18 Explore how Martel strikingly conveys Pi’s belief in a God throughout the novel.
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Turn over for Question 19.
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GEORGE ORWELL: 1984

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 19 Read this passage, and then answer the question that follows it:

His eyes re-focused on the page. He discovered that while he sat helplessly 

musing he had also been writing, as though by automatic action. And it was no 

longer the same cramped awkward handwriting as before. His pen had slid 

voluptuously over the smooth paper, printing in large neat capitals –

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

over and over again, filling half a page.
He could not help feeling a twinge of panic. It was absurd, since the writing 

of those particular words was not more dangerous than the initial act of opening 
the diary; but for a moment he was tempted to tear out the spoiled pages and 
abandon the enterprise altogether.

He did not do so, however, because he knew that it was useless. Whether 
he wrote DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER, or whether he refrained from writing it, 
made no difference. Whether he went on with the diary, or whether he did not go 
on with it, made no difference. The Thought Police would get him just the same. 
He had committed – would still have committed, even if he had never set pen 
to paper – the essential crime that contained all others in itself. Thoughtcrime, 
they called it. Thoughtcrime was not a thing that could be concealed for ever. 
You might dodge successfully for a while, even for years, but sooner or later 
they were bound to get you.

It was always at night – the arrests invariably happened at night. The 
sudden jerk out of sleep, the rough hand shaking your shoulder, the lights 
glaring in your eyes, the ring of hard faces round the bed. In the vast majority 
of cases there was no trial, no report of the arrest. People simply disappeared, 
always during the night. Your name was removed from the registers, every 
record of everything you had ever done was wiped out, your one-time existence 
was denied and then forgotten. You were abolished, annihilated: vaporized was 
the usual word.

For a moment he was seized by a kind of hysteria. He began writing in a 
hurried untidy scrawl:

theyll shoot me i dont care theyll shoot me in the back of the neck i dont 
care down with big brother they always shoot you in the back of the neck i dont 
care down with big brother –

He sat back in his chair, slightly ashamed of himself, and laid down the 
pen. The next moment he started violently. There was a knocking at the door.

Already! He sat as still as a mouse, in the futile hope that whoever it was 
might go away after a single attempt. But no, the knocking was repeated. The 
worst thing of all would be to delay. His heart was thumping like a drum, but 
his face, from long habit, was probably expressionless. He got up and moved 
heavily towards the door.

 (from Part 1 Chapter 1)
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  In what ways does Orwell memorably convey Winston’s thoughts and feelings at this 

moment in the novel?

Or 20 Explore how Orwell makes the relationship between Winston and Julia so compelling.
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from Stories of Ourselves Volume 2

Remember to support your ideas with details from the writing.

Either 21 Read this passage from Dr Heidegger’s Experiment (by Nathaniel Hawthorne), and then 

answer the question that follows it:

There, in fact, stood the four glasses, brimful of this wonderful water, the 

delicate spray of which, as it effervesced from the surface, resembled the 

tremulous glitter of diamonds. It was now so nearly sunset, that the chamber 

had grown duskier than ever; but a mild and moonlike splendour gleamed 

from within the vase, and rested alike on the four guests, and on the doctor’s 

venerable figure. He sat in a high-backed, elaborately carved oaken armchair, 

with a grey dignity of aspect that might have well befitted that very Father Time, 

whose power had never been disputed, save by this fortunate company. Even 

while quaffing the third draught of the Fountain of Youth, they were almost 

awed by the expression of his mysterious visage.

But, the next moment, the exhilarating gush of young life shot through their 

veins. They were now in the happy prime of youth. Age, with its miserable train 

of cares, and sorrows, and diseases, was remembered only as the trouble of 

a dream, from which they had joyously awoke. The fresh gloss of the soul, so 

early lost, and without which the world’s successive scenes had been but a 

gallery of faded pictures, again threw its enchantment over all their prospects. 

They felt like new-created beings, in a new-created universe.

‘We are young! We are young!’ they cried exultingly.

Youth, like the extremity of age, had effaced the strongly marked 

characteristics of middle life, and mutually assimilated them all. They were a 

group of merry youngsters, almost maddened with the exuberant frolicsomeness 

of their years. The most singular effect of their gaiety was an impulse to mock 

the infirmity and decrepitude of which they had so lately been the victims. They 

laughed loudly at their old-fashioned attire, the wide-skirted coats and flapped 

waistcoats of the young men, and the ancient cap and gown of the blooming 

girl. One limped across the floor, like a gouty grandfather; one set a pair of 

spectacles astride of his nose, and pretended to pore over the black-letter 

pages of the book of magic; a third seated himself in an armchair, and strove to 

imitate the venerable dignity of Dr Heidegger. Then all shouted mirthfully, and 

leaped about the room. The Widow Wycherly—if so fresh a damsel could be 

called a widow—tripped up to the doctor’s chair, with a mischievous merriment 

in her rosy face.

‘Doctor, you dear old soul,’ cried she, ‘get up and dance with me!’ And then 

the four young people laughed louder than ever, to think what a queer figure 

the poor old doctor would cut.

‘Pray excuse me,’ answered the doctor, quietly. ‘I am old and rheumatic, 

and my dancing days were over long ago. But either of these gay young 

gentlemen will be glad of so pretty a partner.’

‘Dance with me, Clara!’ cried Colonel Killigrew.

‘No, no, I will be her partner!’ shouted Mr Gascoigne.

‘She promised me her hand, fifty years ago!’ exclaimed Mr Medbourne.

They all gathered round her. One caught both her hands in his passionate 

grasp,—another threw his arm about her waist,—the third buried his hand 

among the glossy curls that clustered beneath the widow’s cap. Blushing, 

panting, struggling, chiding, laughing, her warm breath fanning each of their 

faces by turns, she strove to disengage herself, yet still remained in their triple 

embrace. Never was there a livelier picture of youthful rivalship, with bewitching 
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beauty for the prize. Yet, by a strange deception, owing to the duskiness of the 

chamber, and the antique dresses which they still wore, the tall mirror is said 

to have reflected the figures of three old, grey, withered grandsires, ridiculously 

contending for the skinny ugliness of a shrivelled grandam.

  How does Hawthorne make this moment in the story so entertaining?

Or 22 In what ways does Li vividly convey misunderstanding between the characters in 

A Thousand Years of Good Prayers?
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