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Section A: Poetry
SUJATA BHATT: Point No Point
1

Either

(a) Discuss the role and importance of children in Sujata Bhatt’s poetry. Refer to two
poems in your answer.

Or

(b) Comment closely on the effects of the writing in the following poem, paying particular
attention to ways in which it presents the relationship between the Swami and the
poet.
Swami Anand
In Kosbad during the monsoons
there are so many shades of green
your mind forgets other colours.
At that time
I am seventeen, and have just started
to wear a sari every day.
Swami Anand is eighty-nine
and almost blind.
His thick glasses don’t seem to work,
they only magnify his cloudy eyes.
Mornings he summons me
from the kitchen
and I read to him until lunch time.
One day he tells me
‘you can read your poems now’
I read a few, he is silent.
Thinking he’s asleep, I stop.
But he says, ‘continue’.
I begin a long one
in which the Himalayas rise
as a metaphor.
Suddenly I am ashamed
to have used the Himalayas like this,
ashamed to speak of my imaginary mountains
to a man who walked through
the ice and snow of Gangotri
barefoot
a man who lived close to Kangchenjanga
and Everest clad only in summer cotton.
I pause to apologize
but he says ‘just continue’.
Later, climbing through
the slippery green hills of Kosbad,
Swami Anand does not need to lean
on my shoulder or his umbrella.
I prod him for suggestions,
ways to improve my poems.
He is silent a long while,
then, he says
‘there is nothing I can tell you
except continue.’
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Songs of Ourselves
2

Either

(a) Discuss the different ways in which poets have used ideas drawn from the natural
world in two poems from your selection.

Or

(b) Discuss the following poem in detail, considering ways in which Lowell presents the
narrator’s state of mind.
Night Sweat
Work-table, litter, books and standing lamp,
plain things, my stalled equipment, the old broom –
but I am living in a tidied room,
for ten nights now I’ve felt the creeping damp
float over my pajamas’ wilted white …
Sweet salt embalms me and my head is wet,
everything streams and tells me this is right;
my life’s fever is soaking in night sweat –
one life, one writing! But the downward glide
and bias of existing wrings us dry –
always inside me is the child who died,
always inside me is his will to die –
one universe, one body … in this urn
the animal night sweats of the spirit burn.
Behind me! You! Again I feel the light
lighten my leaded eyelids, while the gray
skulled horses whinny for the soot of night.
I dabble in the dapple of the day,
a heap of wet clothes, seamy, shivering,
I see my flesh and bedding washed with light,
my child exploding into dynamite,
my wife … your lightness alters everything,
and tears the black web from the spider’s sack,
as your heart hops and flutters like a hare.
Poor turtle, tortoise, if I cannot clear
the surface of these troubled waters here,
absolve me, help me, Dear Heart, as you bear
this world’s dead weight and cycle on your back.
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH: Selected Poems
3

Either

(a) ‘Then, sing ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song!’
With reference to two poems, discuss the idea of celebration in Wordsworth’s
poetry.

Or

(b) Comment closely on the following poem, saying how far you find it characteristic of
Wordsworth’s poetry that you have studied.

‘It is a beauteous Evening, calm and free’
It is a beauteous Evening, calm and free;
The holy time is quiet as a Nun
Breathless with adoration; the broad sun
Is sinking down in its tranquillity;
The gentleness of heaven is on the Sea:
Listen! the mighty Being is awake
And doth with his eternal motion make
A sound like thunder – everlastingly.
Dear Child! dear Girl! that walkest with me here,
If thou appear’st untouched by solemn thought,
Thy nature is not therefore less divine:
Thou liest in Abraham’s bosom all the year;
And worshipp’st at the Temple’s inner shrine,
God being with thee when we know it not.
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Section B: Prose
ACHEBE: Anthills of the Savannah
4

Either

(a) Discuss the significance in the novel of two or three of the minor characters (for
example, Elewa, Agatha, Emmanuel, Professor Okong or Mad Medico etc.)

Or

(b) Comment closely on the following passage, paying particular attention to Beatrice’s
observations of Sam and the American girl.
But we hadn’t seen noth’n yet. Without any kind of preamble she began reading
His Excellency and his subjects a lecture on the need for the country to maintain its
present (quite unpopular, needless to say) levels of foreign debt servicing currently
running at slightly more than fifty-one per cent of total national export earnings.
Why? As a quid pro quo for increased American aid in surplus grains for our drought
provinces!
‘Have you been reading editorials in the National Gazette lately?’ I asked in
utter dumbfoundment.
‘Yes, Johnson kindly showed me some comments earlier in the week. The editor
who I hear is a Marxist of sorts appears to imagine he can eat his cake as well as
have it, as we all tend to do this side of democracy. Admiring Castro may be fine if
you don’t have to live in Cuba or even Angola. But the strange fact is that Dr Castro,
no matter what he says, never defaults in his obligations to the international banking
community. He says to others, “Don’t pay,” while making sure he doesn’t fall behind
himself in his repayments. What we must remember is that banks are not houses of
charity. They’re there to lend money at a fair and reasonable profit. If you deny them
their margin of profit by borrowing and not paying back they will soon have to shut
down their operations and we shall all go back to saving our money in grandmother’s
piggy-banks.’
‘Or inside old mattresses,’ added His Excellency whose deferential attitude
to this piece of impertinence had given me a greater shock than anything I could
think of in recent times. Deference and a countenance of martyred justification. He
seemed to be saying to the girl, ‘Go on; tell them. I have gone hoarse shouting the
very same message to no avail.’ And them in the context was me.
What I did when the dancing started may need a little background. We left
the dinner-table and reconvened in the greater ease of the lounge for coffee and
liqueur during which His Excellency and Lou were ensconced in deep and intense
conversation on a sofa.
Then suddenly I heard my name. ‘Beatrice, come and sit here by me,’ he ordered
patting the sofa on the other side of him. ‘African Chiefs are always polygamists.’
Naturally this was greeted with an explosion of laughter. He seemed a little tipsy to
me. ‘Polygamy is for Africa what monotony is for Europe,’ he pronounced into the still
raging flames of laughter stoking them recklessly to the peril of the rafters. I think
the girl beside him had chipped in ‘And America!’ but I can’t bet on it, such was the
uproar.
Before his voice had impinged on my thoughts I had temporarily withdrawn into
them while physically appearing to attend to the Commissioner of Works struggling
overconscientiously with an almost casual comment from General Lango that our
highways break up even as they are being laid unlike highways he had seen in
Europe and America and even Kenya. The Commissioner who had obviously been
long enough in contact with professionals to have picked up a smattering of their
language was explaining to a now inattentive general something about the weight of
heavy lorries not being the real problem but rather their axle weight or something to
that effect.
At that point a renewed sense of questioning had assailed me and I had
withdrawn to attend to it. Why am I here? Why was I sent for? Obviously the reason
that had first offered itself that it might have to do with mediating between two old
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friends (even in the absence of one of them) could hardly stand a chance now. Why
was I there then? To meet this American girl and arrange to give her the woman’s
angle. That was it! I had been dragged here to wait upon this cheeky girl from Arizona
or somewhere. Fine. We shall see!
Chapter 6
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CHARLOTTE BRONTË: Jane Eyre
5

Either

(a) Rochester says to Jane, ‘you delight in sacrifice.’ How far does Brontë’s
characterisation of Jane confirm or challenge Rochester’s judgement?

Or

(b) Comment closely on the effects of the writing in the following passage, considering
this episode’s importance to the novel.

I was soon dressed; and when I heard Mr Rochester quit Mrs Fairfax’s parlour,
I hurried down to it. The old lady had been reading her morning portion of Scripture
– the Lesson for the day; her Bible lay open before her, and her spectacles were
upon it. Her occupation, suspended by Mr Rochester’s announcement, seemed now
5
forgotten; her eyes, fixed on the blank wall opposite, expressed the surprise of a
quiet mind stirred by unwonted tidings. Seeing me, she roused herself: she made
a sort of effort to smile, and framed a few words of congratulation; but the smile
expired, and the sentence was abandoned unfinished. She put up her spectacles,
shut the Bible, and pushed her chair back from the table.
10
‘I feel so astonished,’ she began, ‘I hardly know what to say to you, Miss Eyre.
I have surely not been dreaming, have I? Sometimes I half fall asleep when I am
sitting alone and fancy things that have never happened. It has seemed to me more
than once when I have been in a doze, that my dear husband, who died fifteen years
since, has come in and sat down beside me; and that I have even heard him call me
15
by my name, Alice, as he used to do. Now, can you tell me whether it is actually
true that Mr Rochester has asked you to marry him? Don’t laugh at me. But I really
thought he came in here five minutes ago, and said that in a month you would be his
wife.’
‘He has said the same thing to me,’ I replied.
20
‘He has! Do you believe him? Have you accepted him?’
‘Yes.’
She looked at me bewildered.
‘I could never have thought it. He is a proud man; all the Rochesters were proud:
and his father at least, liked money. He, too, has always been called careful. He
25
means to marry you?’
‘He tells me so.’
She surveyed my whole person: in her eyes I read that they had there found no
charm powerful enough to solve the enigma.
‘It passes me!’ she continued; ‘but no doubt it is true since you say so. How it
30
will answer I cannot tell: I really don’t know. Equality of position and fortune is often
advisable in such cases; and there are twenty years of difference in your ages. He
might almost be your father.’
‘No, indeed, Mrs Fairfax!’ I exclaimed, nettled; ‘he is nothing like my father! No
one, who saw us together, would suppose it for an instant. Mr Rochester looks as
35
young, and is as young, as some men at five-and-twenty.’
‘Is it really for love he is going to marry you?’ she asked.
I was so hurt by her coldness and scepticism, that the tears rose to my eyes.
‘I am sorry to grieve you,’ pursued the widow; ‘but you are so young, and so little
acquainted with men, I wished to put you on your guard. It is an old saying that “all
40
is not gold that glitters”; and in this case I do fear there will be something found to be
different to what either you or I expect.’
‘Why? – am I a monster?’ I said: ‘Is it impossible that Mr Rochester should have
a sincere affection for me?’
‘No: you are very well; and much improved of late; and Mr Rochester, I dare
45
say, is fond of you. I have always noticed that you were a sort of pet of his. There
are times when, for your sake, I have been a little uneasy at his marked preference,
and have wished to put you on your guard; but I did not like to suggest even the
possibility of wrong. I knew such an idea would shock, perhaps offend you; and you
© UCLES 2009
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were so discreet, and so thoroughly modest and sensible, I hoped you might be
trusted to protect yourself. Last night I cannot tell you what I suffered when I sought
all over the house, and could find you nowhere, nor the master either; and then, at
twelve o’clock, saw you come in with him.’
Chapter 23
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KATHERINE MANSFIELD: Short Stories
6

Either

(a) Compare Mansfield’s presentation of two of her male characters.

Or

(b) Comment closely on the following passage, paying particular attention to ways in
which Mansfield presents Beryl’s imagination and state of mind.
At the Bay

Why does one feel so different at night? Why is it so exciting to be awake when
everybody else is asleep? Late – it is very late! And yet every moment you feel more
and more wakeful, as though you were slowly almost with every breath waking up
into a new, wonderful, far more thrilling and exciting world than the daylight one. And
5
what is this queer sensation that you’re a conspirator? Lightly, stealthily you move
about your room. You take something off the dressing-table and put it down again
without a sound. And everything, even the bedposts, knows you, responds, shares
your secret …
You’re not very fond of your room by day. You never think about it. You’re in and
10
out, the door opens and slams, the cupboard creaks. You sit down on the side of
your bed, change your shoes and dash out again. A dive down to the glass, two pins
in your hair, powder your nose and off again. But now – it’s suddenly dear to you.
It’s a darling little funny room. It’s yours. Oh, what a joy it is to own things! Mine – my
own!
15
‘My very own for ever?’
‘Yes.’ Their lips met.
No, of course, that had nothing to do with it. That was all nonsense and rubbish.
But, in spite of herself, Beryl saw so plainly two people standing in the middle of
her room. Her arms were round his neck; he held her. And now he whispered, ‘My
20
beauty, my little beauty!’ She jumped off her bed, ran over to the window and kneeled
on the windowseat, with her elbows on the sill. But the beautiful night, the garden,
every bush, every leaf, even the white palings, even the stars, were conspirators too.
So bright was the moon that the flowers were bright as by day; the shadow of the
nasturtiums, exquisite lily-like leaves and wide-open flowers, lay across the silvery
25
veranda. The manuka tree, bent by the southerly winds, was like a bird on one leg
stretching out a wing.
But when Beryl looked at the bush, it seemed to her the bush was sad.
‘We are dumb trees, reaching up in the night, imploring we know not what,’ said
the sorrowful bush.
30
It is true when you are by yourself and you think about life, it is always sad. All
that excitement and so on has a way of suddenly leaving you, and it’s as though, in
the silence, somebody called your name, and you heard your name for the first time.
‘Beryl!’
‘Yes, I’m here. I’m Beryl. Who wants me?’
35
‘Beryl!’
‘Let me come.’
It is lonely living by oneself. Of course, there are relations, friends, heaps of
them; but that’s not what she means. She wants someone who will find the Beryl
they none of them know, who will expect her to be that Beryl always. She wants a
40
lover.
‘Take me away from all these other people, my love. Let us go far away. Let us
live our life, all new, all ours, from the very beginning. Let us make our fire. Let us sit
down to eat together. Let us have long talks at night.’
And the thought was almost, ‘Save me, my love. Save me!’
45
… ‘Oh, go on! Don’t be a prude, my dear. You enjoy yourself while you’re young.
That’s my advice.’ And a high rush of silly laughter joined Mrs Harry Kember’s loud,
indifferent neigh.
© UCLES 2009
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You see, it’s so frightfully difficult when you’ve nobody. You’re so at the mercy of
things. You can’t just be rude. And you’ve always this horror of seeming inexperienced
and stuffy like the other ninnies at the Bay. And – and it’s fascinating to know you’ve
power over people. Yes, that is fascinating …
Oh why, oh why doesn’t ‘he’ come soon?
If I go on living here, thought Beryl, anything may happen to me.
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Section C: Drama
ATHOL FUGARD: The Township Plays
7

Either

(a) ‘Come on Styles … Your life doesn’t belong to you. You’ve sold it.’
Discuss ways in which Fugard shows his characters’ desire for control of their own
lives.

Or

(b) Write a critical appreciation of the following extract from The Island, commenting on
its significance to that play.
The two men convert their cell-area into a stage for the prison concert. Their blankets
are hung to provide a makeshift backdrop behind which Winston disappears with
their props. John comes forward and addresses the audience. He is not yet in his
Creon costume.
JOHN:

Captain Prinsloo, Hodoshe, Warders, … and Gentlemen! Two brothers
of the House of Labdacus found themselves on opposite sides in battle,
the one defending the State, the other attacking it. They both died on the
battlefield. King Creon, Head of the State, decided that the one who had
defended the State would be buried with all religious rites due to the noble
dead. But the other one, the traitor Polynices, who had come back from
exile intending to burn and destroy his fatherland, to drink the blood of his
masters, was to have no grave, no mourning. He was to lie on the open
fields to rot, or at most be food for the jackals. It was a law. But Antigone,
their sister, defied the law and buried the body of her brother Polynices.
She was caught and arrested. That is why tonight the Hodoshe Span, Cell
Forty-two, presents for your entertainment: ‘The Trial and Punishment of
Antigone’.
[He disappears behind the blankets. They simulate a fanfare of trumpets.
At its height the blankets open and he steps out as Creon. In addition to
his pendant, there is some sort of crown, and a blanket draped over his
shoulders as a robe.]
My People! Creon stands before his palace and greets you! Stop! Stop!
What’s that I hear? You, good man, speak up. Did I hear ‘Hail the King’?
My good people, I am your servant … a happy one, but still your servant.
How many times must I ask you, implore you to see in these symbols of
office nothing more, or less, than you would in the uniform of the humblest
menial in your house. Creon’s crown is as simple, and I hope as clean,
as the apron Nanny wears. And even as Nanny smiles and is your happy
servant because she sees her charge … your child! … waxing fat in that
little cradle, so too does Creon – your obedient servant! – stand here and
smile. For what does he see? Fatness and happiness! How else does one
measure the success of a state? By the sumptuousness of the palaces
built for its king and princes? The magnificence of the temples erected to
its gods? The achievements of its scientists and technicians who can now
send rockets to the moon? No! These count for nothing beside the fatness
and happiness of its people.
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But have you ever paused to ask yourself whose responsibility it is to
maintain that fatness and happiness? The answer is simple, is it not? …
your servant the king! But have you then gone on to ask yourself what
40
does the king need to maintain this happy state of affairs? What, other
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than his silly crown, are the tools with which a king fashions the happiness
of his people? The answer is equally simple, my good people. The law!
Yes. The law. A three-lettered word, and how many times haven’t you glibly
used it, never bothering to ask yourselves, ‘What, then, is the law?’ Or if
you have, then making recourse to such clichés as ‘the law states this’ …
or ‘the law states that’. The law states or maintains nothing, good people.
The law defends! The law is no more or less than a shield in your faithful
servant’s hand to protect YOU! But even as a shield would be useless in
one hand, to defend, without a sword in the other, to strike … so too the
law has its edge. The penalty! We have come through difficult times.
The Island, Scene 4
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ARTHUR MILLER: A View from the Bridge
8

Either

(a) ‘You still think you’re a little girl, honey.’
How far do you agree with Beatrice’s judgement of Catherine?

Or

(b) Comment closely on the following passage, paying particular attention to ways in
which Miller presents Marco and Rodolpho as emigrants.
[RODOLPHO and MARCO sit, at the table.]
CATHERINE [wondrously]: How come he’s so dark and you’re so light, Rodolpho?
RODOLPHO [ready to laugh]: I don’t know. A thousand years ago, they say, the
Danes invaded Sicily.
[BEATRICE kisses RODOLPHO. They laugh as EDDIE enters.]
CATHERINE [to BEATRICE]: He’s practically blond!
EDDIE:
How’s the coffee doin’?
CATHERINE [brought up]: I’m gettin’ it. [She hurries out to kitchen.]
EDDIE [sits on his rocker]: Yiz have a nice trip?
MARCO:
The ocean is always rough. But we are good sailors.
EDDIE:
No trouble gettin’ here?
MARCO:
No. The man brought us. Very nice man.
RODOLPHO [to EDDIE]: He says we start to work tomorrow. Is he honest?
EDDIE [laughing]: No. But as long as you owe them money, they’ll get you plenty of
work. [To MARCO] Yiz ever work on the piers in Italy?
MARCO:
Piers? Ts! – no.
RODOLPHO [smiling at the smallness of his town]: In our town there are no piers,
only the beach, and little fishing boats.
BEATRICE:
So what kinda work did yiz do?
MARCO [shrugging shyly, even embarrassed ]: Whatever there is, anything.
RODOLPHO: Sometimes they build a house, or if they fix the bridge – Marco is a
mason and I bring him the cement. [He laughs.] In harvest time we
work in the fields … if there is work. Anything.
EDDIE:
Still bad there, heh?
MARCO:
Bad, yes.
RODOLPHO [laughing]: It’s terrible! We stand around all day in the piazza listening
to the fountain like birds. Everybody waits only for the train.
BEATRICE:
What’s on the train?
RODOLPHO: Nothing. But if there are many passengers and you’re lucky you
make a few lire to push the taxi up the hill.
[Enter CATHERINE; she listens.]
BEATRICE:
You gotta push a taxi?
RODOLPHO [laughing]: Oh, sure! It’s a feature in our town. The horses in our town
are skinnier than goats. So if there are too many passengers we
help to push the carriages up to the hotel. [He laughs.] In our town
the horses are only for show.
CATHERINE: Why don’t they have automobile taxis?
RODOLPHO: There is one. We push that too. [They laugh.]
Everything in our town, you gotta push!
BEATRICE [to EDDIE]: How do you like that!
EDDIE [to MARCO]: So what’re you wanna do, you gonna stay here in this country
or you wanna go back?
MARCO [surprised]: Go back?
EDDIE:
Well, you’re married, ain’t you?
MARCO:
Yes. I have three children.
BEATRICE:
Three! I thought only one.

© UCLES 2009

8695/92/O/N/09

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

45

[Turn over

14
MARCO:
BEATRICE:
MARCO:

Oh, no. I have three now. Four years, five years, six years.
Ah … I bet they’re cryin’ for you already, heh?
What can I do? The older one is sick in his chest. My wife – she
feeds them from her own mouth. I tell you the truth, if I stay there
they will never grow up. They eat the sunshine.
Act One

© UCLES 2009

8695/92/O/N/09

50

15
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: Julius Caesar
9

Either

(a) ‘Brutus is an honourable man.’
How far does the play lead you to agree with Antony’s judgement?

Or

(b) Comment closely on the following passage, considering ways in which Shakespeare
dramatises the battle.

BRUTUS:

CASSIUS:

TITINIUS:

PINDARUS:

CASSIUS:
TITINIUS:
CASSIUS:

TITINIUS:
CASSIUS:

PINDARUS:
CASSIUS:
PINDARUS:

© UCLES 2009

SCENE II. Near Philippi. The field of battle.
Alarum. Enter BRUTUS and MESSALA.
Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these bills
Unto the legions on the other side.
[Loud alarum.
Let them set on at once; for I perceive
But cold demeanour in Octavius’ wing,
And sudden push gives them the overthrow.
Ride, ride, Messala; let them all come down.
[Exeunt.
SCENE III. Another part of the field.
Alarums. Enter CASSIUS and TITINIUS.
O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly!
Myself have to mine own turn’d enemy:
This ensign here of mine was turning back;
I slew the coward, and did take it from him.
O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too early;
Who, having some advantage on Octavius,
Took it too eagerly. His soldiers fell to spoil,
Whilst we by Antony are all enclos’d.
Enter PINDARUS.
Fly further off, my lord, fly further off;
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord;
Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off.
This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius;
Are those my tents where I perceive the fire?
They are, my lord.
Titinius, if thou lovest me,
Mount thou my horse and hide thy spurs in him,
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops,
And here again, that I may rest assur’d
Whether yond troops are friend or enemy.
I will be here again even with a thought.
[Exit.
Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill;
My sight was ever thick; regard Titinius,
And tell me what thou not’st about the field.
[PINDARUS goes up.
This day I breathed first. Time is come round,
And where I did begin there shall I end;
My life is run his compass. Sirrah, what news?
[Above] O my lord!
What news?
Titinius is enclosed round about
With horsemen that make to him on the spur;
Yet he spurs on. Now they are almost on him.
8695/92/O/N/09
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CASSIUS:

Now Titinius! Now some light. O, he lights too!
He’s ta’en.
[Shout.
And hark! They shout for joy.
Come down; behold no more.
O, coward that I am to live so long,
To see my best friend ta’en before my face!

50

Act 5, Scenes 2 and 3
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