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Section A: Poetry

SUJATA BHATT: Point No Point

1 Either (a) It has been said that Bhatt’s poems focused on India are less successful than those 
based on her experiences elsewhere. By comparing two poems, say whether you 
find this to be true.

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following poem, paying particular attention to its portrayal 
of a child’s perception of the world.

Genealogy

My daughter
when she was four
once described herself as a tiny egg,
so small, she was inside me
at a time when I was still not born
when I was still within her grandmother.
And so, she concluded triumphantly,
I was also inside Aaji.

When she showed me
her newest painting, she said:

At night the sun is black
and the moon turns yellow.
Look, that’s how I painted it.
This is the sky at night
so the sun is also black.

What are the angels doing at night?
It’s not bad to die
because then you can become
an angel – and you can fly and that’s so nice –
I’ll be happy to be an angel.

Later, I overheard her say to her father:

When I am a grandmother
I’ll be very old
and you’ll be dead.
But I hope you’ve learned
to fly by that time

because then you can
fly over to my house
and watch me with my grandchildren.
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Songs of Ourselves (Section 4)

2 Either (a) With reference to two poems, discuss the ways the poets make universal comments 
out of their personal reflections and experiences.

 Or (b) Discuss the following poem in detail, exploring its concerns with identity and place.

Where I Come From

People are made of places. They carry with them
hints of jungles or mountains, a tropic grace
or the cool eyes of sea-gazers. Atmosphere of cities
how different drops from them, like the smell of smog
or the almost-not-smell of tulips in the spring,
nature tidily plotted in little squares
with a fountain in the centre; museum smell,
art also tidily plotted with a guidebook;
or the smell of work, glue factories maybe,
chromium-plated offices; smell of subways
crowded at rush hours.

  Where I come from, people
carry woods in their minds, acres of pine woods;
blueberry patches in the burned-out bush;
wooden farmhouses, old, in need of paint,
with yards where hens and chickens circle about,
clucking aimlessly; battered schoolhouses
behind which violets grow. Spring and winter
are the mind’s chief seasons: ice and the breaking of ice.

A door in the mind blows open, and there blows
a frosty wind from fields of snow.

Elizabeth Brewster
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH: Selected Poetry

3 Either (a) With reference to two poems, discuss the importance of solitude in Wordsworth’s 
poetry.

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following passage, paying particular attention to how it 
develops Wordsworth’s characteristic concerns.

One evening (surely I was led by her)
I went alone into a Shepherd’s Boat,
A Skiff that to a Willow tree was tied
Within a rocky Cave, its usual home.
’Twas by the shores of Patterdale, a Vale
Wherein I was a Stranger, thither come
A School-boy Traveller, at the Holidays.
Forth rambled from the Village Inn alone,
No sooner had I sight of this small Skiff,
Discovered thus by unexpected chance,
Than I unloosed her tether and embarked.
The moon was up, the Lake was shining clear
Among the hoary mountains; from the Shore
I pushed, and struck the oars and struck again
In cadence, and my little Boat moved on
Even like a Man who walks with stately step
Though bent on speed. It was an act of stealth
And troubled pleasure; not without the voice
Of mountain-echoes did my Boat move on,
Leaving behind her still on either side
Small circles glittering idly in the moon,
Until they melted all into one track
Of sparkling light. A rocky Steep uprose
Above the Cavern of the Willow tree
And now, as suited one who proudly rowed
With his best skill, I fixed a steady view
Upon the top of that same craggy ridge,
The bound of the horizon, for behind
Was nothing but the stars and the grey sky.
She was an elfin Pinnace; lustily
I dipped my oars into the silent Lake,
And, as I rose upon the stroke, my Boat
Went heaving through the water, like a Swan;
When from behind that craggy Steep, till then
The bound of the horizon, a huge Cliff,
As if with voluntary power instinct,
Upreared its head. I struck, and struck again,
And, growing still in stature, the huge Cliff
Rose up between me and the stars, and still,
With measured motion, like a living thing,
Strode after me. With trembling hands I turned,
And through the silent water stole my way
Back to the Cavern of the Willow tree.
There, in her mooring-place, I left my Bark,
And, through the meadows homeward went, with grave
And serious thoughts; and after I had seen
That spectacle, for many days, my brain
Worked with a dim and undetermined sense
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Of unknown modes of being; in my thoughts
There was a darkness, call it solitude,
Or blank desertion, no familiar shapes
Of hourly objects, images of trees,
Of sea or sky, no colours of green fields;
But huge and mighty Forms that do not live
Like living men moved slowly through my mind
By day and were the trouble of my dreams.

From The Prelude, Book 1
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Section B: Prose

CHINUA ACHEBE: Anthills of the Savannah

4 Either (a) ‘Achebe shows a government dominated by militant, totalitarian leaders just as 
oppressive as the white colonists.’

   With this comment in mind, discuss Achebe’s presentation of government in the 
novel.

 Or  (b) Comment closely on the following passage, focusing in particular on the presentation 
of Chris here and the significance of this episode in the novel.

 The girl’s desperate shriek rose high over the dense sprawling noises of the 
road party. The police sergeant was dragging her in the direction of a small cluster of 
round huts not far from the road and surrounded as was common in these parts by 
a fence of hideously-spiked cactus. He was pulling her by the wrists, his gun slung 
from the shoulder. A few of the passengers, mostly other women, were pleading and 
protesting timorously. But most of the men found it very funny indeed.
 She threw herself down on her buttocks in desperation. But the sergeant would 
not let up. He dragged her along on the seat of her once neat blue dress through 
clumps of scorched tares and dangers of broken glass.
 Chris bounded forward and held the man’s hand and ordered him to release 
the girl at once. As if that was not enough he said, ‘I will make a report about this to 
the Inspector General of Police.’
 ‘You go report me for where? You de craze! No be you de ask about President 
just now? If you no commot for my front now I go blow your head to Jericho, craze-
man.’
 ‘Na you de craze,’ said Chris. ‘A police officer stealing a lorry-load of beer and 
then abducting a school girl! You are a disgrace to the force.’
 The other said nothing more. He unslung his gun, cocked it, narrowed his eyes 
while confused voices went up all around some asking Chris to run, others the 
policeman to put the gun away. Chris stood his ground looking straight into the man’s 
face, daring him to shoot. And he did, point-blank into the chest presented to him.
 ‘My friend, do you realize you have just shot the Commissioner for Information?’ 
asked a man unsteady on his feet and shaking his head from side to side like an 
albino in bright sunshine.
 Emmanuel and Braimoh, carrying the bags they had retrieved from the bus, 
arrived on the scene as Chris sank first to his knees in a grotesque supplicatory 
posture and then keeled over sideways before settling flat on his back. Emmanuel 
went down and knelt beside him and the girl knelt on the other side fumbling with 
the wounded man’s shirt-front to stop a big hole through which blood escaped in 
copious spasms.
 ‘Please, sir, don’t go!’ cried Emmanuel, tears pouring down his face. Chris 
shook his head and then seemed to gather all his strength to expel the agony on 
his twisted face and set a twilight smile on it. Through the smile he murmured words 
that sounded like The Last Grin … A violent cough throttled the rest. He shivered 
with his whole body and lay still.
 The sergeant had dropped his gun and fled into the wild scrubland. Braimoh had 
raced after him past the clusters of huts and, a hundred yards or so beyond, had 
wrestled him to the ground. They rolled over and over sending up whirls of dust. But 
Braimoh was no match for him in size, strength or desperation. The crowd on the road 
saw him get up again and continue his run, unattended this time, into a red sunset.

Chapter 17
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GEORGE ELIOT: The Mill on the Floss

5 Either  (a) It has been said that in this novel George Eliot writes of ‘the stifling of the individual 
by artificial social rules’. How far do you find this an important concern in The Mill on 
the Floss?

 Or (b) Discuss in detail the following passage, commenting on its presentation of Tom’s 
education.

 Education was almost entirely a matter of luck – usually of ill luck – in those distant 
days. The state of mind in which you take a billiard-cue or a dice-box in your hand is 
one of sober certainty compared with that of old-fashioned fathers, like Mr Tulliver, 
when they selected a school or a tutor for their sons. Excellent men, who had been 
forced all their lives to spell on an impromptu phonetic system, and having carried on a 
successful business in spite of this disadvantage, had acquired money enough to give 
their sons a better start in life than they had had themselves, must necessarily take 
their chance as to the conscience and the competence of the schoolmaster whose 
circular fell in their way, and appeared to promise so much more than they would ever 
have thought of asking for, including the return of linen, fork, and spoon. It was happy 
for them if some ambitious draper of their acquaintance had not brought up his son 
to the Church, and if that young gentleman, at the age of four-and-twenty, had not 
closed his college dissipations by an imprudent marriage; otherwise, these innocent 
fathers, desirous of doing the best for their offspring, could only escape the draper’s 
son by happening to be on the foundation of a grammar-school as yet unvisited by 
commissioners, where two or three boys could have, all to themselves, the advantages 
of a large and lofty building, together with a headmaster, toothless, dim-eyed, and 
deaf, whose erudite indistinctness and inattention were engrossed by them at the rate 
of three hundred pounds a head – a ripe scholar, doubtless, when first appointed; but 
all ripeness beneath the sun has a further stage less esteemed in the market.
 Tom Tulliver, then, compared with many other British youths of his time, who 
have since had to scramble through life with some fragments of more or less relevant 
knowledge, and a great deal of strictly relevant ignorance, was not so very unlucky. 
Mr Stelling was a broad-chested healthy man, with the bearing of a gentleman, a 
conviction that a growing boy required a sufficiency of beef, and a certain hearty 
kindness in him that made him like to see Tom looking well and enjoying his dinner; 
not a man of refined conscience, or with any deep sense of the infinite issues 
belonging to everyday duties; not quite competent to his high offices; but incompetent 
gentlemen must live, and without private fortune it is difficult to see how they could all 
live genteelly if they had nothing to do with education or government. Besides, it was 
the fault of Tom’s mental constitution that his faculties could not be nourished on the 
sort of knowledge Mr Stelling had to communicate. A boy born with a deficient power 
of apprehending signs and abstractions must suffer the penalty of his congenital 
deficiency, just as if he had been born with one leg shorter than the other. A method 
of education sanctioned by the long practice of our venerable ancestors was not 
to give way before the exceptional dullness of a boy who was merely living at the 
time then present. And Mr Stelling was convinced that a boy so stupid at signs and 
abstractions must be stupid at everything else, even if that reverend gentleman could 
have taught him everything else. It was the practice of our venerable ancestors to 
apply that ingenious instrument the thumbscrew, and to tighten and tighten it in order 
to elicit non-existent facts: they had a fixed opinion to begin with, that the facts were 
existent, and what had they to do but to tighten the thumbscrew? In like manner, Mr 
Stelling had a fixed opinion that all boys with any capacity could learn what it was the 
only regular thing to teach: if they were slow, the thumbscrew must be tightened – the 
exercises must be insisted on with increased severity, and a page of Virgil be awarded 
as a penalty, to encourage and stimulate a too languid inclination to Latin verse.

Book Two Chapter Four
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KATHERINE MANSFIELD: Short Stories

6 Either (a) ‘Few of Mansfield’s characters are attractive; her stories are full of characters we 
are encouraged to dislike.’

   In the light of this comment, discuss the effects of Mansfield’s characterisation in 
two stories.

 Or (b) Commenting closely on the language of the following passage, discuss the 
impression made on a reader by the two characters here, bearing in mind the 
conclusion of the story.

 ‘Thank you very much. They were very interesting.’ She smiled prettily handing 
back the papers. ‘But you speak German extremely well,’ said the old man. ‘You have 
been in Germany before, of course?’ ‘Oh no, this is the first time’ – a little pause, then 
– ‘this is the first time that I have ever been abroad at all.’ ‘Really! I am surprised. You 
gave me the impression, if I may say so, that you were accustomed to travelling.’ ‘Oh, 
well – I have been about a good deal in England, and to Scotland, once.’ ‘So. I myself 
have been in England once, but I could not learn English.’ He raised one hand and 
shook his head, laughing. ‘No, it was too difficult for me. … “Ow-doo-you-do. Please 
vich is ze vay to Leicestaire Squaare.”’ She laughed too. ‘Foreigners always say …’ 
They had quite a little talk about it. ‘But you will like Munich,’ said the old man. ‘Munich 
is a wonderful city. Museums, pictures, galleries, fine buildings and shops, concerts, 
theatres, restaurants – all are in Munich. I have travelled all over Europe many, many 
times in my life, but it is always to Munich that I return. You will enjoy yourself there.’ 
‘I am not going to stay in Munich,’ said the little governess, and she added shyly, 
‘I am going to a post as governess to a doctor’s family in Augsburg.’ ‘Ah, that was 
it.’ Augsburg he knew. Augsburg – well – was not beautiful. A solid manufacturing 
town. But if Germany was new to her he hoped she would find something interesting 
there too. ‘I am sure I shall.’ ‘But what a pity not to see Munich before you go. You 
ought to take a little holiday on your way’ – he smiled – ‘and store up some pleasant 
memories.’ ‘I am afraid I could not do that,’ said the little governess, shaking her head, 
suddenly important and serious. ‘And also, if one is alone …’ He quite understood. He 
bowed, serious too. They were silent after that. The train shattered on, baring its dark, 
flaming breast to the hills and to the valleys. It was warm in the carriage. She seemed 
to lean against the dark rushing and to be carried away and away. Little sounds made 
themselves heard; steps in the corridor, doors opening and shutting – a murmur of 
voices – whistling. … Then the window was pricked with long needles of rain. … But 
it did not matter … it was outside … and she had her umbrella … she pouted, sighed, 
opened and shut her hands once and fell fast asleep.
 ‘Pardon! Pardon!’ The sliding back of the carriage door woke her with a start. 
What had happened? Someone had come in and gone out again. The old man sat 
in his corner, more upright than ever, his hands in the pockets of his coat, frowning 
heavily. ‘Ha! ha! ha!’ came from the carriage next door. Still half asleep, she put her 
hands to her hair to make sure it wasn’t a dream. ‘Disgraceful!’ muttered the old man 
more to himself than to her. ‘Common, vulgar fellows! I am afraid they disturbed you, 
gracious Fräulein, blundering in here like that.’ No, not really. She was just going to 
wake up, and she took out her silver watch to look at the time. Half-past four. A 
cold blue light filled the window panes. Now when she rubbed a place she could 
see bright patches of fields, a clump of white houses like mushrooms, a road ‘like 
a picture’ with poplar trees on either side, a thread of river. How pretty it was! How 
pretty and how different! Even those pink clouds in the sky looked foreign. It was 
cold, but she pretended that it was far colder and rubbed her hands together and 
shivered, pulling at the collar of her coat because she was so happy.

The Little Governess
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BLANK PAGE

Turn to page 10 for Question 7.
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Section C: Drama

ATHOL FUGARD: The Township Plays

7 Either (a) ‘… we struck a good balance between reason and emotion’. (The Coat)

   Referring to two plays in your answer, discuss how far Fugard balances creating 
an emotional response from his audiences with enabling them to understand the 
situations.

 Or (b) Discuss in detail the dramatisation of township violence in the following episode.

SHARK Yes, that is true. It is Friday night. All you boys got paid?
HARRY They wouldn’t be here if they wasn’t.
WILLIE Here’s your five shillings, Shark. Take it and go.
SHARK  Don’t rush me, Willie. You’re as vulgar about money as Harry. I want 

to report to you chaps. After all you are entitled to something for your 
subscription. That is, other than the protection we give you. Now you 
boys have been paying very well and very regular. I reckon this about the 
best yard in Sophiatown. Isn’t that so, Harry?

HARRY The very best. We’ve had no trouble from these bums.
SHARK  And for that reason you’ve had no trouble from us. You travel home 

safely with your pay packets every Friday night. My boys are all along 
the way keeping an eye on you chaps. Nobody, but nobody, elbows their 
way into your hard-earned cash. You know something, I reckon you boys 
got yourselves a bargain. Now some of my customers haven’t been 
as appreciative as you boys. Yes, in fact I’ve had quite a bit of trouble. 
Especially down in Gold Street. Heard about Charlie? Poor Charlie. Tell 
them about Charlie, Harry.

HARRY He didn’t get off the train tonight.
SHARK  That is, not until they found him. Then they carried him off. Looks like foul 

play. The police are investigating. But hell, what can they do? I mean, 
those trains are so crowded. It’s a shame. They should give you boys a 
better service, really they should. Okay, Harry, collect.

  [Harry and the other thug move forward collecting from the men. The 
second thug has a bit of trouble with Tobias who doesn’t know what’s 
going on. Harry moves over.]

HARRY What are you waiting for?
TOBIAS I’m waiting for nothing.
HARRY Then give it.
TOBIAS Give what?
HARRY Vyf bob, five shillings. Betaal, jong!
GUY Lay off him. He’s just come here.
SHARK What’s the trouble, Harry?
HARRY Another Charlie, here among the good boys.
GUY Hang on, Shark, this bloke’s a stranger.
SHARK A new arrival! They’re always a bit of a risk.
WILLIE He knows nothing about what’s going on. Leave him alone.
SHARK  That’s stupid advice coming from you, Willie. I mean you got some 

brains. Aren’t  you a B.A., boy? A man works hard to get a little business 
organized, you know, regular customers, and then along comes the 
stranger who doesn’t want to buy. It’s a bad example. Who knows, you 
might be the first one to follow his example.

WILLIE You’ve got a monopoly. We all buy what you sell.
SHARK Even the stranger. [To Tobias.] Will you buy what I sell?
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TOBIAS What do you sell?
SHARK What do I sell? Protection! This is a bad place.
TOBIAS [Bursts into laughter.] Protection! I’m not a baby.
  [The atmosphere is suddenly tense. The other men realize Tobias is in 

trouble.]
SHARK What’s your name?
TOBIAS Tobias. Tobias Masala.
SHARK  Tobias? No, that’s no good. We’ll call you ‘stoopid’! [There is a pause 

and then Shark’s voice is almost at a scream.] Stupid! Because that’s 
what you are. A dumb bloody ox. Okay, Harry.

  [Harry and the other thug move like lightning. A knife flashes, it is quick 
and sudden. Tobias is left lying on the ground. Shark turns and looks at 
the men, then spits on the body and leaves. Willie moves forward and 
bends down to the dead Tobias. He withdraws instantly, rubbing the 
palms of his hands on his trousers.]

 [Curtain]

No-Good Friday, Scene Two
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ARTHUR MILLER: A View from the Bridge

8 Either (a) ‘Sexual tension is never far from the surface of the play.’

   Discuss the effects of this tension in the development of A View from the 
Bridge.

 Or (b) Discuss the following extract in detail, commenting on how it establishes the 
world of the play.

  The street and house-front of a tenement building. The front is 
skeletal entirely. The main acting area is the living-room–dining-
room of Eddie’s apartment. It is a worker’s flat, clean, sparse, 
homely. There is a rocker down front; a round dining-table at 
centre, with chairs; and a portable phonograph.

  At back are a bedroom door and an opening to the kitchen; none 
of these interiors is seen.

 At the right, forestage, a desk. This is Mr Alfieri’s law office.
  There is also a telephone booth. This is not used until the last 

scenes, so it may be covered or left in view.
  A stairway leads up to the apartment, and then farther up to the 

next storey, which is not seen.
  Ramps, representing the street, run upstage and off to right and 

left. As the curtain rises, Louis and Mike, longshoremen, are 
pitching coins against the building at left.

 A distant foghorn blows.
  [Enter Alfieri, a lawyer in his fifties turning grey; he is portly, good-

humoured, and thoughtful. The two pitchers nod to him as he 
passes. He crosses the stage to his desk, removes his hat, runs his 
fingers through his hair, and grinning, speaks to the audience.]

 
ALFIERI  You wouldn’t have known it, but something amusing has just 

happened. You see how uneasily they nod to me? That’s because 
I am a lawyer. In this neighbourhood to meet a lawyer or a priest 
on the street is unlucky. We’re only thought of in connection with 
disasters, and they’d rather not get too close.

I often think that behind that suspicious little nod of theirs 
lie three thousand years of distrust. A lawyer means the law, and 
in Sicily, from where their fathers came, the law has not been a 
friendly idea since the Greeks were beaten.

I am inclined to notice the ruins in things, perhaps because 
I was born in Italy. … I only came here when I was twenty-five. 
In those days, Al Capone, the greatest Carthaginian of all, was 
learning his trade on these pavements, and Frankie Yale himself 
was cut precisely in half by a machine-gun on the corner of Union 
Street, two blocks away. Oh, there were many here who were 
justly shot by unjust men. Justice is very important here.

But this is Red Hook, not Sicily. This is the slum that faces 
the bay on the seaward side of Brooklyn Bridge. This is the gullet 
of New York swallowing the tonnage of the world. And now we are 
quite civilized, quite American. Now we settle for half, and I like it 
better. I no longer keep a pistol in my filing cabinet.

And my practice is entirely unromantic.
My wife has warned me, so have my friends; they tell me 

the people in this neighbourhood lack elegance, glamour. After all, 
who have I dealt with in my life? Longshoremen and their wives, 
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and fathers, and grandfathers, compensation cases, evictions, 
family squabbles – the petty troubles of the poor – and yet … every 
few years there is still a case, and as the parties tell me what the 
trouble is, the flat air in my office suddenly washes in with the 
green scent of the sea, the dust in this air is blown away and the 
thought comes that in some Caesar’s year, in Calabria perhaps or 
on the cliff at Syracuse, another lawyer, quite differently dressed, 
heard the same complaint and sat there as powerless as I, and 
watched it run its bloody course.

  [Eddie has appeared and has been pitching coins with the men 
and is highlighted among them. He is forty – a husky, slightly 
overweight longshoreman.]

This one’s name was Eddie Carbone, a longshoreman 
working the docks from Brooklyn Bridge to the breakwater where 
the open sea begins.

  [Alfieri walks into darkness.]
EDDIE [moving up steps into doorway] Well, I’ll see ya, fellas.

Act One
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: Julius Caesar

9 Either (a) Caesar describes Cassius as one who is ‘never at heart’s ease’ when in the company 
of someone ‘greater’ than himself, while Antony says that Cassius felt ‘envy of great 
Caesar’.

   How do you respond to Shakespeare’s characterisation of Cassius?

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following passage, focusing on the ways in which Antony 
manipulates the citizens.

ANTONY O, what a fall was there, my countrymen!
 Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
 Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us.
 O, now you weep, and I perceive you feel
 The dint of pity. These are gracious drops.
 Kind souls, what weep you when you but behold
 Our Caesar’s vesture wounded? Look you here,
 Here is himself, marr’d as you see with traitors.
1 PLEBEIAN O piteous spectacle!
2 PLEBEIAN O noble Caesar!
3 PLEBEIAN O woeful day!
4 PLEBEIAN O traitors, villains!
1 PLEBEIAN O most bloody sight!
2 PLEBEIAN We will be reveng’d.
ALL Revenge! About! Seek! Burn! Fire! Kill! Slay!
 Let not a traitor live!
ANTONY Stay, countrymen.
1 PLEBEIAN Peace there! Hear the noble Antony.
2 PLEBEIAN We’ll hear him, we’ll follow him, we’ll die with him.
ANTONY Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up
 To such a sudden flood of mutiny.
 They that have done this deed are honourable.
 What private griefs they have, alas, I know not,
 That made them do it; they are wise and honourable,
 And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.
 I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts;
 I am no orator, as Brutus is,
 But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man,
 That love my friend; and that they know full well
 That gave me public leave to speak of him.
 For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
 Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech,
 To stir men’s blood; I only speak right on.
 I tell you that which you yourselves do know;
 Show you sweet Caesar’s wounds, poor poor dumb mouths,
 And bid them speak for me. But were I Brutus,
 And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony
 Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue
 In every wound of Caesar, that should move
 The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny.
ALL We’ll mutiny.
1 PLEBEIAN We’ll burn the house of Brutus.
3 PLEBEIAN Away, then! Come seek the conspirators.
ANTONY Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me speak.
ALL Peace, ho! Hear Antony, most noble Antony.
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ANTONY Why, friends, you go to do you know not what.
 Wherein hath Caesar thus deserv’d your loves?
 Alas, you know not! I must tell you, then:
 You have forgot the will I told you of.
ALL Most true. The will! Let’s stay and hear the will.

Act 3 Scene 2

www.theallpapers.com



16

8695/09/O/N/08

BLANK PAGE

Copyright Acknowledgements:

Question 1(b) © Sujata Bhatt; The Genealogy.
Question 2(b) © Elizabeth Brewster; ‘Where I Come From’; Songs of Ourselves, Foundation Books; 2005.
Question 4(b) © Chinua Achebe; Anthills of the Savannah; Penguin Books Ltd; 2001.
Question 7(b) Copyright © 1993 Athol Fugard. Reprinted by permission of William Morris Agency, LLC on behalf of the Author.
Question 8(b) Reprinted by permission of International Creative Management, Inc. Copyright © Arthur Miller.

Permission to reproduce items where third-party owned material protected by copyright is included has been sought and cleared where possible. Every reasonable 
effort has been made by the publisher (UCLES) to trace copyright holders, but if any items requiring clearance have unwittingly been included, the publisher will 
be pleased to make amends at the earliest possible opportunity.

University of Cambridge International Examinations is part of the Cambridge Assessment Group. Cambridge Assessment is the brand name of University of 
Cambridge Local Examinations Syndicate (UCLES), which is itself a department of the University of Cambridge.

www.theallpapers.com




