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 ● Answer two questions in total:

Section A: answer one question.
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 ● Dictionaries are not allowed.
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Section A: Prose

Answer one question from this section.

IAN McEWAN: Atonement

1 Either (a) Discuss the presentation of Paul Marshall, considering his role in the novel.

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

Beyond the compass were his copies of Auden’s Poems and Housman’s 
A Shropshire Lad. 

 There were application forms, twenty pages long, 
and thick, densely printed admission handbooks from Edinburgh and London whose 
methodical, exacting prose seemed to be a foretaste of a new kind of academic 
rigour.

(from Part 1 Chapter 8)

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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NGŨGĨ WA THIONG’O: Petals of Blood

2 Either (a) Discuss ways in which Ngũgĩ presents some of the changes to Ilmorog as the novel 
progresses.

 Or (b) Comment closely on ways in which Ngũgĩ presents Munira’s thoughts and feelings
in the following passage.

He thought he must have been born or conceived under Capricorn.

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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For a time Munira was intrigued by her and almost forgot the pain of being possessed 

with Wanja.

(from Chapter 11)

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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Stories of Ourselves, Volume 2

3 Either (a) Compare ways in which the writers of two stories create a sense of horror.

 Or (b) Comment closely on ways in which Wharton presents Hartley, the narrator, in the

following passage from The Lady’s Maid’s Bell.

It was the autumn after I had the typhoid. I’d been three months in hospital, and 

when I came out I looked so weak and tottery that the two or three ladies I applied 

to were afraid to engage me. Most of my money was gone, and after I’d boarded 

for two months, hanging about the employment-agencies, and answering any 

advertisement that looked any way respectable, I pretty nearly lost heart, for fretting 

hadn’t made me fatter, and I didn’t see why my luck should ever turn. It did though – 

or I thought so at the time. A Mrs Railton, a friend of the lady that first brought me 

out to the States, met me one day and stopped to speak to me: she was one that 

had always a friendly way with her. She asked me what ailed me to look so white, 

and when I told her, ‘Why, Hartley,’ says she, ‘I believe I’ve got the very place for 

you. Come in to-morrow and we’ll talk about it.’

  The next day, when I called, she told me the lady she’d in mind was a niece of 

hers, a Mrs Brympton, a youngish lady, but something of an invalid, who lived all the 

year round at her country-place on the Hudson, owing to not being able to stand the 

fatigue of town life.

  ‘Now, Hartley,’ Mrs Railton said, in that cheery way that always made me 

feel things must be going to take a turn for the better – ‘now understand me; it’s 

not a cheerful place I’m sending you to. The house is big and gloomy; my niece is 

nervous, vapourish; her husband – well, he’s generally away; and the two children 

are dead. A year ago I would as soon have thought of shutting a rosy active girl like 

you into a vault; but you’re not particularly brisk yourself just now, are you? and 

a quiet place, with country air and wholesome food and early hours, ought to be 

the very thing for you. Don’t mistake me,’ she added, for I suppose I looked a trifle 

downcast; ‘you may find it dull but you won’t be unhappy. My niece is an angel. Her 

former maid, who died last spring, had been with her twenty years and worshipped 

the ground she walked on. She’s a kind mistress to all, and where the mistress is 

kind, as you know, the servants are generally good-humoured, so you’ll probably get 

on well enough with the rest of the household. And you’re the very woman I want for 

my niece: quiet, well-mannered, and educated above your station. You read aloud 

well, I think? That’s a good thing; my niece likes to be read to. She wants a maid 

that can be something of a companion: her last was, and I can’t say how she misses 

her. It’s a lonely life … Well, have you decided?’

‘Why, ma’am,’ I said, ‘I’m not afraid of solitude.’

‘Well, then, go; my niece will take you on my recommendation. I’ll telegraph 

her at once and you can take the afternoon train. She has no one to wait on her at 

present, and I don’t want you to lose any time.’

I was ready enough to start, yet something in me hung back; and to gain time I 

asked, ‘And the gentleman, ma’am?’

‘The gentleman’s almost always away, I tell you,’ said Mrs Railton, quick-like – 

‘and when he’s there,’ says she suddenly, ‘you’ve only to keep out of his way.’

I took the afternoon train and got out at D——station at about four o’clock. 

A groom in a dog-cart was waiting, and we drove off at a smart pace. It was a 

dull October day, with rain hanging close overhead, and by the time we turned into 

Brympton Place woods the daylight was almost gone. The drive wound through the 

woods for a mile or two, and came out on a gravel court shut in with thickets of tall 

black-looking shrubs. There were no lights in the windows, and the house did look 

a bit gloomy.
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I had asked no questions of the groom, for I never was one to get my notion 

of new masters from their other servants: I prefer to wait and see for myself. But I 

could tell by the look of everything that I had got into the right kind of house, and 

that things were done handsomely. A pleasant-faced cook met me at the back door 

and called the house-maid to show me up to my room. ‘You’ll see madam later,’ she 

said. ‘Mrs Brympton has a visitor.’

I hadn’t fancied Mrs Brympton was a lady to have many visitors, and somehow 

the words cheered me. I followed the house-maid upstairs, and saw, through a door 

on the upper landing, that the main part of the house seemed well furnished, with 

dark panelling and a number of old portraits. Another flight of stairs led us up to the 

servants’ wing. It was almost dark now, and the house-maid excused herself for not 

having brought a light. ‘But there’s matches in your room,’ she said, ‘and if you go 

careful you’ll be all right. Mind the step at the end of the passage. Your room is just 

beyond.’

 (from The Lady’s Maid’s Bell)
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MARK TWAIN: The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn

4 Either (a) Discuss ways in which Twain presents the river, considering its significance in the 

novel.

 Or (b) Comment closely on Twain’s presentation of Huck’s relationship with his father in 

the following passage.

Well, pretty soon the old man was up and around again, and then he went for Judge 

Thatcher in the courts to make him give up that money, and he went for me, too, for 

not stopping school. He catched me a couple of times and thrashed me, but I went 

to school just the same, and dodged him or out-run him most of the time. I didn’t 

want to go to school much, before, but I reckoned I’d go now to spite pap. That law 

trial was a slow business; appeared like they warn’t ever going to get started on it; 

so every now and then I’d borrow two or three dollars off of the judge for him, to 

keep from getting a cowhiding. Every time he got money he got drunk; and every 

time he got drunk he raised Cain around town; and every time he raised Cain he got 

jailed. He was just suited – this kind of thing was right in his line.

He got to hanging around the widow’s too much, and so she told him at last, 

that if he didn’t quit using around there she would make trouble for him. Well, wasn’t 

he mad? He said he would show who was Huck Finn’s boss. So he watched out for 

me one day in the spring, and catched me, and took me up the river about three 

mile, in a skiff, and crossed over to the Illinois shore where it was woody and there 

warn’t no houses but an old log hut in a place where the timber was so thick you 

couldn’t find it if you didn’t know where it was.

He kept me with him all the time, and I never got a chance to run off. We lived 

in that old cabin, and he always locked the door and put the key under his head, 

nights. He had a gun which he had stole, I reckon, and we fished and hunted, and 

that was what we lived on. Every little while he locked me in and went down to the 

store, three miles, to the ferry, and traded fish and game for whisky and fetched it 

home and got drunk and had a good time, and licked me. The widow she found out 

where I was, by-and-by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold of me, but pap 

drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I was used to being where 

I was, and liked it, all but the cowhide part.

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and fishing, 

and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and my clothes got to be 

all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, 

where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up 

regular, and be forever bothering over a book and have old Miss Watson pecking at 

you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because 

the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. 

It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take it all around.

But by-and-by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. I was 

all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking me in. Once he 

locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had 

got drowned and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up 

my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 

many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big enough 

for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly, it was too narrow. The door 

was thick solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in 

the cabin when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a 

hundred times; well, I was ’most all the time at it, because it was about the only way 

to put in the time.

 (from Chapter 6)
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TURN OVER FOR SECTION B.
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Section B: Unseen

Answer one question from this section.

Either

5 Comment closely on the following extract, considering the presentation of the meeting between 

the three characters.

 Consider the writer’s choice of language, dialogue and dramatic methods in your answer.

 [THE GIRL stands rigid. The figure of a SOLDIER appears on the 

other side of the stile. His cap is tucked into his belt, his hair is bright 

in the sunshine; he is lean, wasted, brown, and laughing.]

Soldier: Daisy! Daisy! Hallo, old pretty girl!

 [THE GIRL does not move, barring the way, as it were.]

The Girl: Hallo, Jack! [Softly] I got things to tell you.

Soldier: What sort o’ things, this lovely day? Why, I got things that’d take me 

years to tell. Have you missed me, Daisy?

The Girl: You been so long.

Soldier: So I ’ave. It’s a way they ’ave in the Army. I said when I got out of it 

I’d laugh. Like as the sun itself I used to think of you, Daisy, when the 

crumps1 was comin’ over, and the wind was up. D’you remember that 

last night in the wood? ‘Come back and marry me quick, Jack.’ Well, 

here I am – got me pass to heaven. No more fightin’ no more drillin’, 

no more sleepin’ rough. We can get married now, Daisy. We can live 

soft an’ ’appy. Give us a kiss, my dear.

The Girl [Drawing back]: No.

Soldier [Blankly]: Why not?

 [THE MAN, with a swift movement, steps along the hedge to THE 

GIRL’s side.]

The Man: That’s why, soldier.

Soldier [Leaping over the stile]: Who are you, Pompey? The sun don’t shine 

in your inside, do it? Who is he, Daisy?

The Girl: My man.

Soldier: Your – man! Well, mate! So you’ve been through it, too. I’m laughin’ 

this mornin’ as luck will ’ave it. Ah! I can see your knife.

The Man [Who has half-drawn his knife]: Don’t laugh at me, I tell you.

Soldier: Not at you, not at you. [He looks from one to the other.] I’m laughin’ at 

things in general. Where did you get it, mate?

The Man [Watchfully]: Through the lung.

Soldier: Think o’ that! An’ I never was touched. Four years an’ never was 

touched. An’ so you’ve come an’ took my girl! Nothin’ doin’! Ha! [Again 

he looks from one to the other – then away] Well! The world’s before 

me! [He laughs] I’ll give you Daisy for a lung protector.

The Man [Fiercely]: You won’t. I’ve took her.

Soldier: That’s all right, then. You keep ’er. I’ve got a laugh in me you can’t put 

out, black as you look! Good-bye, little Daisy!

 [THE GIRL makes a movement towards him.]
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The Man: Don’t touch ’im!

 [THE GIRL stands hesitating, and suddenly bursts into tears.]

Soldier: Look ’ere, mate; shake ’ands! I don’t want to see a girl cry, this day 

of all, with the sun shinin’. I seen too much of sorrer. You and me’ve 

been at the back of it. We’ve ’ad our whack. Shake!

The Man: Who are you kiddin’? You never loved ’er!

Soldier [After a long moment’s pause]: Oh! I thought I did.

The Man: I’ll fight you for her.

 [He drops his knife.]

Soldier [Slowly]: Mate, you done your bit, an’ I done mine. It’s took us two 

ways, seemin’ly.

The Girl [Pleading]: Jim!

The Man [With clenched fists]: I don’t want ’is charity. I only want what I can 

take.

Soldier: Daisy, which of us will you ’ave?

The Girl [Covering her face]: Oh! Him!

Soldier: You see, mate! Put your ’ands down. There’s nothin’ for it but a laugh. 

You an’ me know that. Laugh, mate!

The Man: You blasted –

 [THE GIRL springs to him and stops his mouth.]

Soldier: It’s no use, mate. I can’t do it. I said I’d laugh to-day, and laugh I will. 

I’ve come through that, an’ all the stink of it; I’ve come through sorrow. 

Never again! Cheerio, mate! The sun’s a-shinin’!

 [He turns away.]

The Girl: Jack, don’t think too ’ard of me!

Soldier [Looking back]: No fear, my dear! Enjoy your fancy! So long! Bless 

you both!

  1crumps: explosions
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Or

6 Comment closely on the presentation of the relationship between the narrator and her husband 

Tom in the following passage.

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

Still, I guess hardly any husband and wife agree on anything.

You take Tom and me, though, and you’d think we were made for each other. 

It seems like we feel just the same about everything. That is, almost everything. 

The things we don’t agree on are little things that don’t matter. Like music. Tom is 

wild about jazz and blues and dance music. He adores Irving Berlin and Gershwin 

and Jack Kearns. He’s always after those kind of things on the radio and I just want 

serious, classical things like ‘Humoresque’ and ‘Indian Love Lyrics’. And then there’s 

shows. Tom is crazy over Ed Wynn and I can’t see anything in him. Just the way he 

laughs at his own jokes is enough to spoil him for me. If I’m going to spend time and 

money on a theater I want to see something worth while – The Fool or Lightnin’.

And things to eat. Tom insists, or that is he did insist, on a great big breakfast – 

fruit, cereal, eggs, toast, and coffee. All I want is a little fruit and dry toast and coffee. 

I think it’s a great deal better for a person. So that’s one habit I broke Tom of, was 

big breakfasts. And another thing he did when we were first married was to take off 

his shoes as soon as he got home from the office and put on bedroom slippers. I 

believe a person ought not to get sloppy just because they’re married.

But the worst of all was pajamas! What’s the difference, Tommie? Helen and 

Arthur don’t mind. And I think it’s kind of funny, you being so old-fashioned. I mean 

Tom had always worn a nightgown till I made him give it up. And it was a struggle, 

believe me! I had to threaten to leave him if he didn’t buy pajamas. He certainly 

hated it. And now he’s mad at me for telling, aren’t you, Tommie? I just couldn’t 

help it. I think it’s so funny in this day and age. I hope Arthur doesn’t wear them; 

nightgowns, I mean. You don’t, do you, Arthur? I knew you didn’t.

Oh, are you waiting for me? What did you say, Arthur? Two diamonds1? Let’s 

see what that means. When Tom makes an original bid of two it means he hasn’t 

got the tops. I wonder – but of course you couldn’t have the – heavens! What am I 

saying! I guess I better just keep still and pass.

But what was I going to tell you? Something about – oh, did I tell you about Tom 

being an author? I had no idea he was talented that way till after we were married 

and I was unpacking his old papers and things and came across a poem he’d 

written, the saddest, mushiest poem! Of course it was a long time ago he wrote it; it 

was dated four years ago, long before he met me, so it didn’t make me very jealous, 

though it was about some other girl. You didn’t know I found it, did you, Tommie?

But that wasn’t what I refer to. He’s written a story, too, and he’s sent it to four 

different magazines and they all sent it back. I tell him though, that that doesn’t 

mean anything. When you see some of the things the magazines do print, why, it’s 

an honor to have them not like yours. The only thing is that Tom worked so hard 

over it and sat up nights writing and rewriting, it’s kind of a disappointment to have 

them turn it down.

  1diamonds: refers to the card game they are playing
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