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Answer Question 1 and either Question 2 or Question 3.

(a) Comment on the style and language of the extracts.

(120—150 words) of a review of one of your favourite eating-places where you live.

Take the Cake (or Pie or Cookie) at Orlando’s best Bakeries

Carbs' get such a bad name these days. Count them, the diets will tell you.
Remember there are good ones and bad ones. Or, worst of all, they instruct you to
avoid them altogether. If the gourmet cupcake trend has been indicative of anything,
it’s a hard backlash against a philosophy that tells us all the sweet, doughy things we
love most are nutritionally sinful. Let’s face it: foodies don’t want to be preached at
(unless the sermon comes with artisan-smoked, hand-cut, maple-sugared bacon).
Orlando residents enjoy warm weather much of the year and, as such, may be a
little more diet conscious than most, but that doesn’t mean they don’t appreciate a
nice piece of cake. Or pie. Or bread. Where do they go to get it? All over! For crusty-
perfect breads and rolls, East End Market’s Olde Hearth Bread Co. For classic,
butter-laden French, it’s Croissant Gourmet in Winter Park. Fortuna Bakery & Cafe
keeps locals and tourists covered. And for those aforementioned trendy cupcakes?
Try Blue Bird Bake Shop in the Audubon Park Garden District or switch it up with a
new kid on the Corrine Drive block, P is for Pie.

Fortuna Bakery & Cafe

Behold the bridge-building power of food. Whether you’re well schooled in the
delights of the South American bakery or a total novice, the helpful staffers at
Fortuna will serve you cheerfully and efficiently, regardless of whether you speak the
same language. Clean glass cases filled to exploding with all manner of Colombian
and Venezuelan delights keep this place busy all week long via a devoted local
following and a steady stream of tourists who find it via recommendation or by happy
accident. The sweet treats, from the bunuelos to the pastels de manzana to the tres
leches, are divine, but there are plenty of savories to enjoy, as well.

Croissant Gourmet

Brothers Francois and Phillipe Cahagne opened Croissant Gourmet in 2008, and
in the time since it has become a local favorite in the walkable window shopper’s
paradise of Winter Park. While lunch time brings in all manner of diners clamoring for
specialties like quiche Lorraine and croque monsieur, Croissant Gourmet’s bakery
is a universal draw, whether you’re sitting down to enjoy one of their massive buttery
croissants with a cup of coffee or stopping in for a box of baked goodies to go. Stay
away if you’re on a diet.

Blue Bird Bake Shop

Nestled in the burgeoning foodie haven of Audubon Park, Blue Bird Bake Shop
offers up delightful cupcakes — scratch-baked from small batches. Does this mean
your favorite might run out by afternoon? Yes. Yes, it does. All the more reason to try
another of the popular varieties offered up every day (they have roughly 50 in their
overall playbook) including chocolate, apricot ginger, red velvet and coffee toffee.
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There are plenty of more traditional flavors, as well, along with seasonal and holiday
goodies like maple walnut, lime and coconut, strawberry lemonade and candy 40
cane. Let’s be honest: you’ll find something you like. If cupcakes aren’t quite your
thing, brownies, scones, muffins and cookies round out the menu, and any will pair
delightfully with a cup of organically grown Top Hat Coffee.

Olde Hearth Bread Co.

Oh, the crusty, crusty goodness. ... The most difficult thing about stepping up to the 45
great wall of bread at Olde Hearth’s East End Market outpost is not buying more
than you came for. Since The Olde Hearth uses only the highest quality ingredients,
you'll feel less guilty about tearing off chunks in the car on the way home. Which

you almost certainly will. Potato rolls to pumpernickel, black olive bread to blueberry
muffins, this bakery’s menu goes from sweet to savory and back again with hand- 50
crafted care. From pastries to pizza shells, they’ve got you covered.

P is for Pie Bake Shop

Addicted to your handheld device? Well, snap the picture and set your phone down,
because you’ll want both your hands to sample the wares of this friendly, from-
scratch bake shop in Audubon Park. You may want to bring friends with hands, too. 55
They have cake, ‘cutie pies’, hand pies, cookies and mason-jar pies, as well. Find a
few varieties you love (you will, promise) and you can place an order for a full-size,
9-inch version. And sweets aren’t all they do here. Seasonal ingredients mean fresh
fare. Pop in to sample with a cup of coffee or just come in to grab a box and go.
You'll be back soon enough. 60

1 carbs: carbohydrates
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The extract below is the opening of Anita Shreve’s novel The Pilot’s Wife.

GradeMax

(@) Comment on the style and language of the passage and the ways in which it builds up

(b)

tension.

[15]

Write a continuation of the story (120—150 words). You should base your answer closely on

the style of the original passage.

She heard a knocking, and then a dog barking. Her dream left her, skittering behind
a closing door. It had been a good dream, warm and close, and she minded. She
fought the waking. It was dark in the small bedroom, with no light yet behind the
shades. She reached for the lamp, fumbled her way up the brass, and she was
thinking, What? What?

The lit room alarmed her, the wrongness of it, like an emergency room at midnight.
She thought, in quick succession: Mattie. Then, Jack. Then, Neighbor. Then,
Car accident. But Mattie was in bed, wasn’'t she? Kathryn had seen her to bed,
had watched her walk down the hall and through a door, the door shutting with a
firmness that was just short of a slam, enough to make a statement but not provoke
a reprimand. And Jack—where was Jack? She scratched the sides of her head,
raking out her sleep-flattened hair. Jack was—where? She tried to remember the
schedule: London. Due home around lunchtime. She was certain. Or did she have it
wrong and had he forgotten his keys again?

She sat up and put her feet on the freezing floorboards. She had never understood
why the wood of an old house lost its warmth so completely in the winter. Her black
leggings had ridden up to the middle of her calves, and the cuffs of the shirt she had
slept in, a worn white shirt of Jack’s, had unrolled and were hanging past the tips
of her fingers. She couldn’t hear the knocking any more, and she thought for a few
seconds that she had imagined it. Had dreamed it, in the way she sometimes had
dreams from which she woke into other dreams. She reached for the small clock on
her bedside table and looked at it: 3:24. She peered more closely at the black face
with the glow-in-the-dark dial and then set the clock down on the marble top of the
table so hard that the case popped open and a battery rolled under the bed.

But Jack was in London, she told herself again. And Mattie was in bed.

There was another knock then, three sharp raps on glass. A small stoppage in her
chest traveled down into her stomach and lay there. In the distance, the dog started
up again with short, brittle yips.

She walked through the kitchen and tried to see, through the window over the sink,
into the driveway that wound around to the back of the house. She could just make
out the shape of an ordinary dark car. She turned the corner into the narrow back
hallway, where the tiles were worse than the floorboards, ice on the soles of her
feet. She flipped on the back-door light and saw, beyond the small panes set into
the top of the door, a man.

He tried not to look surprised by the sudden light. He moved his head slowly to the
side, not staring into the glass, as if it were not a polite thing to do, as if he had all the
time in the world, as if it were not 3:24 in the morning. He looked pale in the glare of
the light. He had hooded eyelids, hair the color of dust that had been cut short and
brushed back at the sides. His topcoat collar was turned up, and his shoulders were
hunched. He moved once quickly on the doorstep, stamping his feet. She made a
judgment then. The long face, slightly sad; decent clothes; an interesting mouth,
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the bottom lip slightly curved and fuller than the upper lip: not dangerous. As she
reached for the knob, she thought, Not a burglar. She opened the door.

“Mrs. Lyons?” he asked.

And then she knew. 45
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3 The following extract comes from One Day | Will Write About This Place, the autobiography of
Kenyan writer Binyavanga Wainaina.

(@) Comment on the style and language of the extract. [15]

(b) Basing your answer closely on the style and language of the original, write an extract from
your own autobiography (120-150 words), imagining you have returned home after being
away for some years. [10]

The taxi drops me off near the Stanley Hotel. | look abroad enough for them to let
me store my bags in the lobby.

I walk. | don’t know if everything looks drab and dirty because | have been
somewhere cleaner, or if it has always been that way.

To look down that tunnel of buildings: lower Moi Avenue; Moi, the president who 5
oversaw the fall of the colonial city and opened up the informal sector for growth

by inadvertently breaking the grip of the politically connected Kiambu Gikuyu and
Asian business mafias. Moi Avenue, the street that marks the end of Nairobi the
international city and begins the undocumented sprawl of an African city.

To look down this tunnel one sees swarms—people and small stubborn constructions 10
climbing up the skyscrapers like termite mounds on a tree. Secondhand clothes
shacks, vegetables, wooden cabinets, behind which whispered watch repairs
take place in Dholuo'; soft cracking KTN news on a muffled radio; Dubai product
exhibitions thrust out of storefronts and into the street. Shoe shiners and shoe fixers
telling improbable political tales that later turn out to be true; both solicit work by 15
keeping eyes on feet, and you start guiltily when you are summoned for repair or
shine. Gospel books and tapes spread on plastic sheets on the pavement, next to
secondhand international magazines—NBA! GQ! FHM! Bright bold matatus,? trilling

like warring species of tropical birds, jerking forward and back, revving forward,
purple lights flashing urgently, to try to catch passengers in a hurry to go home, who 20
discover too late that this urgency is fake: the matatu will wait until it is full, then
overfull, then move only when bodies are hanging outside the door, toes barely in

the vehicle...

In the distance, the sheets of iron and slum, stretching beyond Machakos bus
station. A matatu swerves past my feet, almost crashing into me. The driver winks, 25
hoots, reverses back, a short funky beep beep; the conductor slaps the side, throws

his eyebrows about in my direction, swinging his head to the door. | shake my head

and laugh. The car swings past me again, teasing, nearly hits me, and zooms away,

its fat buttocks bouncing suggestively on the potholes, Oriental back lights blinking
suggestively, words flashing—Just Do lt—above a painted snarl. Another one 30
swerves past—this one candy-floss pink, with speed-blown wings of metallic blue

on each hip. It blinks, lights cartwheel around the roof like dominoes, and a ghostly
purple light shines inside.

This is Nairobi.
This is what you do to get ahead: make yourself boneless, and treat your straitjacket 35

as if it were a game, a challenge. The city is now all on the streets, sweet talk and
hustle. Our worst recession ever has just produced brighter, more creative matatus.
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It is good to be home. There are potholes everywhere. Even the city center, once
slick and international looking, is full of grime. People avoid each other’s eyes. River
Road is part of the main artery of movement to and from the main bus ranks. Itis 40
ruled by manambas?, and their image is cynical, every laugh a sneer, the city a war

or a game. It is a useful face to carry, here where humanity invades all the space

you do not claim with conviction.

In this squeeze, people move fast and frenziedly. And behind all the frenzy there is
weariness — nothing is coming. After the strikes and battles in South Africa, which 45
involved everybody, this defeated place is hard to take. Some people look at my
budding dreadlocks and hurry away. | spell trouble: too loud looking and visible. A
street kid gives me a rasta salute, and | grin back at him as he disappears between
people’s legs, a bottle of glue in his mouth, his feet bare and bleeding.

' Dholuo: one of the Kenyan languages.
2 matatus: small taxi-buses, painted in bright colours.
8 manamba: someone who tries to get customers to board a matatu.
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