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Section A 
1 
 
Either (a) Write a critical comparison of the following poems, considering in detail 

ways in which the writers’ language, form and style present the human 
condition. 

               
A  Passing Go 

 
We are no longer invisible.  
Winds from without are drafts,  
and within are gases no longer quiet.  
 
We are booming towards infirmity  
with endless varieties of discomfort.                                   5 
 
Ankles puffing, jaws slacking,  
patience thinning, hormones fading,  
carpal hands, knees resisting stairs.  
 
Doctors twirl scalpels,  
ready for our aging, breaking bodies.                                10 
 
We want our faces stretched,  
our spectacles lineless,  
our self image blurred  
 
so that we die  
without getting old.                                                            15 

                                                                                        Judith Pordon (1954 - )  
 
                        

B                        We Wear the Mask  

We wear the mask that grins and lies,  
It hides our cheeks and shades our eyes,—  
This debt we pay to human guile;  
 With torn and bleeding hearts we smile,  
 And mouth with myriad subtleties.                                      5 

 Why should the world be over-wise,  
 In counting all our tears and sighs?  
 Nay, let them only see us, while  
        We wear the mask.  

 We smile, but, O great Christ, our cries                             10 
 To thee from tortured souls arise.  
  We sing, but oh the clay is vile  
  Beneath our feet, and long the mile;  
  But let the world dream otherwise,  
          We wear the mask!                                                    15 

                                             Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872-1906)  
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Or (b) Compare and contrast the following poems, considering in detail ways in 
which the writers’ language, style and form portray places. 

 
 
                   A       Up-Hill 
 

Does the road wind up-hill all the way? 
        Yes, to the very end. 

Will the day's journey take the whole long day? 
        From morn to night, my friend. 
 

But is there for the night a resting-place?                                      5 
        A roof for when the slow dark hours begin. 

May not the darkness hide it from my face? 
       You cannot miss that inn. 
 

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night? 
        Those who have gone before.                                           10 

Then must I knock, or call when just in sight? 
        They will not keep you standing at that door. 
 

Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak? 
        Of labour you shall find the sum. 

Will there be beds for me and all who seek?                                15 
        Yea, beds for all who come. 
 

 
    Christina Rossetti (1830 – 1894) 

 
                   B                          Where the Sidewalk Ends 
 

There is a place where the sidewalk ends 
And before the street begins, 
And there the grass grows soft and white, 
And there the sun burns crimson bright, 
And there the moon-bird rests from his flight                                5                 
To cool in the peppermint wind. 
 
Let us leave this place where the smoke blows black 
And the dark street winds and bends. 
Past the pits where the asphalt flowers grow 
We shall walk with a walk that is measured and slow,                  10 
And watch where the chalk-white arrows go 
To the place where the sidewalk ends. 
 
Yes we'll walk with a walk that is measured and slow, 
And we'll go where the chalk-white arrows go, 
For the children, they mark, and the children, they know              15 
The place where the sidewalk ends. 
 
                                              Shel Silverstein (1930 – 1999) 
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Section B 
 

KAZUO ISHIGURO: The Remains of the Day 
2 
 
Either (a) Stevens remarks ‘one is not struck by the truth until prompted quite 

accidently by some external events.’ 
 
How far does this comment describe Stevens’s own awareness of the truth? 
 
 

 (b) Write a critical commentary on the following extract, paying close attention 
to the presentation of Stevens’s moral position here and elsewhere in the 
novel. 

 
     ‘Mrs Wakefield, Stevens, was convinced you never worked here until I 
hired you. In fact, she seemed to be under the impression she’d had that 
from your own lips. Made me look pretty much a fool, as you can imagine.’ 
     It’s most regrettable, sir.’ 
     ‘I mean to say, Stevens, this is a genuine grand old English house, isn’t 
it? That’s what I paid for. And you’re a genuine old-fashioned English 
butler, not just some waiter pretending to be one. You’re the real thing, 
aren’t you? That’s what I wanted, isn’t that what I have?’ 
     ‘I venture to say you do, sir.’ 
     ‘Then can you explain to me what Mrs Wakefield is saying?’ It’s a big 
mystery to me.’ 
     ‘It is possible I may well have given the lady a slightly misleading 
picture concerning my career, sir. I do apologize if this caused 
embarrassment.’ 
     ‘I’ll say it caused embarrassment. Those people have now got me 
down for a braggart and liar. Anyway, what do you mean, you may have 
given her a “slightly misleading picture.”?’ 
     ‘I’m very sorry, sir. I had no idea I might cause you such 
embarrassment.’   
     ‘But dammit, Stevens, why did you tell her such a tale?’ 
     ‘I considered the situation for a moment, then said: ‘I’m very sorry, sir. 
But it is to do with the ways of this country.’ 
     ‘What are you talking about, man?’ 
     ‘I mean to say, sir, that it is not customary in England for an employee 
to discuss his past employers.’ 
     ‘OK, Stevens, so you don’t wish to divulge past confidences. But does 
that extend to you actually denying having worked for anyone other than 
me?’ 
     ‘It does seem a little extreme when you put it that way, sir. But it has 
often been considered desirable for employees to give such an 
impression. If I may put it this way, sir, it is a little akin to the custom as 
regards marriages. If a divorced lady were present in the company of her 
second husband, it is often thought desirable not to allude to the original 
marriage at all. There is a similar custom as regards our profession, sir.’ 
     ‘Well, I only wish I’d known about your custom before, Stevens,’ my 
employer said, leaning back in his chair. ‘It certainly made me look like a 
chump.’ 
     I believe I realized even at the time that my explanation to Mr Farraday 
– though, of course, not entirely devoid of truth – was woefully inadequate. 
But when one has so much else to think about, it is easy not to give such 
matters a great deal of attention, and so I did, indeed, put the whole 
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episode out of my mind for some time. But now, recalling it here in the 
calm that surrounds this pond there seems little doubt that my conduct 
towards Mrs Wakefield that day has an obvious relation to what has just 
taken place this afternoon. 
     Of course, there are many people these days who have a lot of foolish 
things to say about Lord Darlington, and it may be that you are under the 
impression I am somehow embarrassed or ashamed of my association 
with his lordship, and it is this that lies behind such conduct. Then let me 
make it clear that nothing could be further from the truth. The great 
majority of what one hears said about his lordship today is, in any case, 
utter nonsense, based on an almost complete ignorance of the facts. 
Indeed, it seems to me that my odd conduct can be very plausibly 
explained in terms of my wish to avoid any possibility of hearing any 
further such nonsense concerning both instances as the simplest means 
of avoiding unpleasantness. This does seem a very plausible explanation 
the more I think about it; for it is true, nothing vexes me more these days 
than to hear this sort of nonsense being repeated. Let me say that Lord 
Darlington was a gentleman of great moral stature – a stature to dwarf 
most of these persons you will find taking this sort of nonsense about him 
– and I will readily vouch that he remained that to the last. Nothing could 
be less accurate than to suggest that I regret my association with such a 
gentleman. Indeed, you will appreciate that to serve his lordship at 
Darlington Hall during those years was to come as close to the hub of this 
world’s wheel as one such as I could ever have dreamt. I gave thirty-five 
years’ service to Lord Darlington; one would surely not be unjustified in 
claiming that during those years, one was, in the truest terms, ‘attached to 
a distinguished household’. In looking back over my career thus far, my 
chief satisfaction derives from what I achieved during those years, and I 
am today nothing but proud and grateful to have been given such a 
privilege. 

Day Two – Afternoon
Mortimer’s Pond, Dorset
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      Section C 
 

ARTHUR MILLER: All My Sons 
 

3 
 
Either (a) ‘Miller crafts his characters to attain their allotment of personal heroism only 

through the acceptance of their social guilt.’ 
 
To what extent does this comment reflect the presentation of ‘personal heroism’ in 
All My Sons? 
 

Or (b) Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the dramatic 
significance of Arthur Miller’s use of irony here and elsewhere in the play. 

  
George:  
 
Keller: 
 
 
George: 
Keller: 
 
 
George: 
 
Keller: 
George: 
Keller: 
Chris: 
Keller: 
George: 
Keller: 
 
 
 
George: 
Keller: 
 
 
George: 
Keller: 
Mother:  
George: 
 
Chris: 
George:  
Keller: 
George: 
 
Keller: 
 
 
 
George: 
Keller: 

I saw your factory on the way from the station. It looks like 
General Motors.  
I wish it was General Motors, but it ain’t. Sit down, George. 
Sit down. (Takes cigar out of his pocket.) So you finally went 
to see your father, I hear? 
Yes, this morning. What kind of stuff do you make now?  
Oh, little of everything. Pressure cookers, an assembly for 
washing machines. Got a nice, flexible plant now. So how’d 
you find Dad? Feel all right? 
(searching Keller, speaking indecisively) No, he’s not well, 
Joe. 
(lighting his cigar) Not his heart again, is it? 
It’s everything, Joe. It’s his soul. 
(blowing out smoke) Uh huh –                                                    
How about seeing what they did with your house? 
Leave him be. 
(to Chris, indicating Keller) I’d like to talk to him. 
Sure, he just got here. That’s the way they do, George. A 
little man makes a mistake and they hang him by the thumbs; 
the big ones become ambassadors. I wish you’d-a told me 
you were going to see Dad. 
(Studying him) I didn’t know you were interested. 
In a way, I am. I would like to know, George, that as far as I 
am concerned, any time he wants, he’s got a place with me. I 
would like him to know that. 
He hates your guts, Joe. Don’t you know that?                          
I imagined it. But that can change, too. 
Steve was never like that. 
He’s like that now. He’d like to take every man who made 
money in the war and put him up against a wall. 
He’ll need a lot of bullets.                                                           
And he’d better not get any. 
That’s a sad thing to hear. 
(with bitterness dominant) Why? What’d you expect him to 
think of you? 
(the force of his nature rising, but under control) I’m sad to 
see he hasn’t changed. As long as I know him, twenty-five 
years, the man never learned how to take the blame. You 
know that, George. 
(he does)    Well, I - 
But you do know it. Because the way you come in here you 
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George: 
Keller: 
 
 
George: 
Keller: 
 
 
 
George: 
Keller: 
 

don’t look like you remember it. I mean like in nineteen thirty-
seven when we had the shop in Flood Street. And he damn 
near blew us all up with that heater he left burning for two 
days without water. He wouldn’t admit that was his fault, 
either. I had to fire a mechanic to save his face. You 
remember that? 
Yes, but -  
I’m just mentioning it, George. Because this is just another 
one of a lot of things. Like when he gave Frank that money to 
invest in oil stock.                                             
(distressed)  I know that, I - 
(driving in, but restrained) But it’s good to remember those 
things, kid. The way he cursed Frank because the stock went 
down. Was that Frank’s fault? To listen to him Frank was a 
swindler. And all the man did was give him a bad tip. 
(distressed)   I know that, I -                                                        
Then remember them, remember them. (Ann comes out of 
house) There are certain men in the world who rather see 
everybody hung before they’ll take the blame. You 
understand me, George? 
They stand facing each other, George trying to judge him. 

Act Two
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End of Paper 
 
 
 
 
 


