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READ THESE INSTRUCTIONS FIRST 
 
Write your name, class and question number on all the work you hand in. 
Write in dark blue or black pen on both sides of the paper. 
Write your answer to each question on a fresh sheet of paper. 
Do not use paper clips, highlighters, glue or correction fluid on your work. 
 
Answer three questions, one from each of Sections A, B and C. 
You are reminded of the need for good English and clear presentation in your answers. 
 
At the end of the examination, fasten each of your answers separately. 
All questions in this paper carry equal marks. 
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Section A 
 

1    
 
Either    (a) 

 
 
Write a critical comparison on the following poems, considering in detail ways in which 
your response is shaped by the poets’ language, style and form. 

 
 
 

A GETTING OLDER 
 
The first surprise: I like it. 
Whatever happens now, some things 
that used to terrify have not: 
 
I didn’t die young, for instance. Or lose 
my only love.  My three children 
never had to run away from anyone. 
 
Don’t tell me this gratitude is complacent. 
We all approach the edge of the same blackness 
which for me is silent. 
 
Knowing as much sharpens 
my delight in January freesia1 
hot coffee, winter sunlight. So we say 
 
as we lie close on some gentle occasion: 
every day won from such 
darkness is a celebration. 
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Elaine Feinstein (born 1930) 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

1 Flowering plant that thrives in milder climates; can bloom in less harsh winters.
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B NOT FOR ME A YOUNGMAN’S DEATH 
 
Not for me a youngman’s death 
Not a car crash, whiplash 
John Doe, DOA2 at A&E kind of death. 
Not a gun in hand, in a far off land 
IED3 at the roadside death 
 
Not a slow-fade, razor blade 
bloodbath in the bath, death. 
Jump under a train, Kurt Cobain4 
bullet in the brain, death 
 
Not a horse-riding paragliding 
mountain climbing fall, death. 
Motorcycle into an old stone wall 
you know the kind of death, death 
 
My nights are rarely unruly. My days 
of allnight parties are over, well and truly. 
No mistresses no red sports cars 
no shady deals no gangland bars 
no drugs no fags5 no rock‘n’roll 
Time alone has taken its toll 
 
Not for me a youngman's death 
Not a domestic brawl, blood in the hall 
knife in the chest, death. 
Not a drunken binge, dirty syringe 
“What a waste of a life” death. 
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Roger McGough (born 1937) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
2 A term used in hospitals for a patient who arrived at the hospital already dead and without hope of revival.  
3 Improvised Explosive Device: sometimes called ‘roadside bombs’ and often used in armed conflicts 
4 Famous rock singer renowned for his hedonistic lifestyle involving drugs and alcohol.  
5 British slang term for cigarettes  
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Or          (b) Write a critical comparison of the following poems, considering in detail ways in which 
language, style and form contribute to each poet’s portrayal of unrequited love. 

 
A THE MORE LOVING ONE 

 
Looking up at the stars, I know quite well 
That, for all they care, I can go to hell,  
But on earth indifference is the least 
We have to dread from man or beast. 
 
How should we like it were stars to burn 
With a passion for us we could not return?  
If equal affection cannot be,  
Let the more loving one be me. 
 
Admirer as I think I am 
Of stars that do not give a damn, 
I cannot, now I see them, say 
I missed one terribly all day. 
 
Were all stars to disappear or die,  
I should learn to look at an empty sky 
And feel its total dark sublime,  
Though this might take me a little time. 
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W. H. Auden (1907 – 1973) 

 
 

B IF YOU WERE COMING IN THE FALL 
 
If you were coming in the fall, 
I'd brush the summer by 
With half a smile and half a spurn, 
As housewives do a fly. 
 
If I could see you in a year, 
I'd wind the months in balls, 
And put them each in separate drawers, 
Until their time befalls. 
 
If only centuries delayed, 
I'd count them on my hand, 
Subtracting till my fingers dropped 
Into Van Diemen’s land6. 
 
If certain, when this life was out, 
That yours and mine should be, 
I'd toss it yonder like a rind, 
And taste eternity. 
 
But now, all ignorant of the length 
Of time's uncertain wing, 
It goads me, like the goblin bee, 
That will not state its sting. 
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Emily Dickinson (1830 – 1886) 

 
 

6 The original name for the island of Tasmania, Australia.  
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BLANK PAGE 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

TURN OVER FOR SECTION B. 
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Section B 
 

EDITH WHARTON: The Age of Innocence 
 

2 
 
Either 
 
 
 
Or 

 
 

(a) 
 
 
 
(b) 

 

 
 
‘An unforgiving machine where individual sentiments are ignored.’ 
 
Discuss the ways in which Wharton presents the social world of New York. 
 
Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of 
Newland Archer here and elsewhere in the novel. 

 
It was a crowded night at Wallack’s theatre.  
The play was ‘The Shaughraun,’ with Dion Boucicault in the title role and 

Harry Montague and Ada Dyas as the lovers. The popularity of the admirable 
English company was at its height, and the Shaughraun always packed the 
house. In the galleries the enthusiasm was unreserved; in the stalls and boxes, 
people smiled a little at the hackneyed sentiments and clap-trap situations, and 
enjoyed the play as much as the galleries did.  

There was one episode, in particular, that held the house from floor to 
ceiling. It was that in which Harry Montague, after a sad, almost monosyllabic 
scene of parting with Miss Dyas, bade her good-bye, and turned to go. The 
actress, who was standing near the mantelpiece and looking down into the fire, 
wore a gray cashmere dress without fashionable loopings or trimmings, 
moulded to her tall figure and flowing in long lines about her feet. Around her 
neck was a narrow black velvet ribbon with the ends falling down her back.  

When her wooer turned from her she rested her arms against the mantel-
shelf and bowed her face in her hands. On the threshold he paused to look at 
her; then he stole back, lifted one of the ends of velvet ribbon, kissed it, and left 
the room without her hearing him or changing her attitude. And on this silent 
parting the curtain fell.  

It was always for the sake of that particular scene that Newland Archer 
went to see ‘The Shaughraun.’ He thought the adieux of Montague and Ada 
Dyas as fine as anything he had ever seen Croisette and Bressant do in Paris, 
or Madge Robertson and Kendal in London; in its reticence, its dumb sorrow, it 
moved him more than the most famous histrionic outpourings.  

On the evening in question the little scene acquired an added poignancy by 
reminding him—he could not have said why—of his leave-taking from Madame 
Olenska after their confidential talk a week or ten days earlier.  

It would have been as difficult to discover any resemblance between the 
two situations as between the appearance of the persons concerned. Newland 
Archer could not pretend to anything approaching the young English actor's 
romantic good looks, and Miss Dyas was a tall red-haired woman of 
monumental build whose pale and pleasantly ugly face was utterly unlike Ellen 
Olenska’s vivid countenance. Nor were Archer and Madame Olenska two 
lovers parting in heart-broken silence; they were client and lawyer separating 
after a talk which had given the lawyer the worst possible impression of the 
client's case. Wherein, then, lay the resemblance that made the young man's 
heart beat with a kind of retrospective excitement? It seemed to be in Madame 
Olenska’s mysterious faculty of suggesting tragic and moving possibilities 
outside the daily run of experience. She had hardly ever said a word to him to 
produce this impression, but it was a part of her, either a projection of her 
mysterious and outlandish background or of something inherently dramatic, 
passionate and unusual in herself. Archer had always been inclined to think 
that chance and circumstance played a small part in shaping people's lots 
compared with their innate tendency to have things happen to them. This 
tendency he had felt from the first in Madame Olenska. The quiet, almost 
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passive young woman struck him as exactly the kind of person to whom things 
were bound to happen, no matter how much she shrank from them and went 
out of her way to avoid them. The exciting fact was her having lived in an 
atmosphere so thick with drama that her own tendency to provoke it had 
apparently passed unperceived. It was precisely the odd absence of surprise in 
her that gave him the sense of her having been plucked out of a very 
maelstrom: the things she took for granted gave the measure of those she had 
rebelled against.  

Archer had left her with the conviction that Count Olenski’s accusation was 
not unfounded. The mysterious person who figured in his wife's past as ‘the 
secretary’ had probably not been unrewarded for his share in her escape. The 
conditions from which she had fled were intolerable, past speaking of, past 
believing: she was young, she was frightened, she was desperate — what 
more natural than that she should be grateful to her rescuer? The pity was that 
her gratitude put her, in the law’s eyes and the world’s, on a par with her 
abominable husband. Archer had made her understand this, as he was bound 
to do; he had also made her understand that simplehearted kindly New York, 
on whose larger charity she had apparently counted, was precisely the place 
where she could least hope for indulgence. 
 

Chapter 13
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Section C 
 

ARTHUR MILLER: All My Sons 
 

3 
 
Either 
 
 
 
Or 

 
 

(a) 
 
 
 
(b) 

 

 
 
‘The play presents a world of divided loyalties.’  
 
How far do you agree with this comment on All My Sons? 
 
Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the portrayal of Joe 
and Kate Keller’s competing desires here and elsewhere in the play. 

 
Keller: 
 
Mother: 
 
Keller: 
 
Mother: 
 
Keller: 
Mother: 
Keller: 
Mother: 
 
 
 
Keller: 
Mother: 
 
Keller: 
Mother: 
Keller: 
Mother: 
 
 
Keller: 
Mother: 
Keller: 
 
Mother: 
Keller: 
 
 
 
 
Mother: 
Keller: 
Mother: 
Keller: 
Mother: 
Keller: 
 
Mother: 
Keller: 
 
 

I’m askin’ you. What am I, a stranger? I thought I had a family here. 
What happened to my family? 
You’ve got a family. I'm simply telling you that I have no strength to 
think any more. 
You have no strength. The minute there’s trouble you have no 
strength. 
Joe, you’re doing the same thing again. All your life whenever there’s 
trouble you yell at me and you think that settles it. 
Then what do I do? Tell me, talk to me, what do I do? 
Joe... I’ve been thinking this way. If he comes back — 
What do you mean ‘if’? He’s comin’ back! 
I think if you sit him down and you — explain yourself. I mean you 
ought to make it clear to him that you know you did a terrible thing. 
(Not looking into his eyes.) I mean if he saw that you realize what you 
did. You see? 
What ice does that cut? 
(a little fearfully) I mean if you told him that you want to pay for what 
you did. 
(sensing... quietly) How can I pay? 
Tell him — You're willing to go to prison. (Pause.) 
(struck, amazed) I'm willing to — ? 
(quickly) You wouldn't go, he wouldn't ask you to go. But if you told 
him you wanted to, if he could feel that you wanted to pay, maybe he 
would forgive you. 
He would forgive me! For what? 
Joe, you know what I mean. 
I don't know what you mean! You wanted money, so I made money. 
What must I be forgiven? You wanted money, didn't you? 
I didn't want it that way. 
I didn't want it that way, either! What difference is it what you want? I 
spoiled the both of you. I should’ve put him out when he was ten like 
I was put out, and make him earn his keep. Then he’d know how a 
buck is made in this world. Forgiven! I could live on a quarter a day 
myself, but I got a family so I — 
Joe, Joe... It don't excuse it that you did it for the family. 
It's got to excuse it! 
There's something bigger than the family to him. 
Nothin’ is bigger! 
There is to him. 
There's nothing he could do that I wouldn't forgive. Because he’s my 
son. Because I’m his father and he’s my son. 
Joe, I tell you — 
Nothin’s bigger than that. And you’re going to tell him, you 
understand? I’m his father and he’s my son, and if there's something 
bigger than that I’ll put a bullet in my head! 

 

 

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40



 

© CJC 2014                            9748/01 

9

Mother: 
Keller: 
 
 
Mother: 
Keller: 
Mother: 
 
 
Keller: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mother: 
Keller: 
 
Mother: 
 

You stop that! 
You heard me. Now you know what to tell him. (Pause. He moves 
from her. Halts.) But he wouldn't put me away though... He wouldn't 
do that... Would he? 
He loved you, Joe, you broke his heart. 
But to put me away... 
I don't know. I'm beginning to think we don't really know him. They 
say in the war he was such a killer. Here he was always afraid of 
mice. I don't know him. I don't know what he'll do. 
Goddam, If Larry was alive he wouldn't act like this. He understood 
the way the world is made. He listened to me. To him the world had a 
forty-foot front, it ended at the building line. This one, everything 
bothers him. You make a deal, overcharge two cents, and his hair 
falls out. He don't understand money. Too easy, it came too easy. 
Yes, sir. Larry. That was a boy we lost. Larry. Larry. (He slumps on 
chair in front of her) What am I gonna do, Kate? 
Joe, Joe, please... You’ll be alright, nothing is going to happen. 
(desperately, lost) For you, Kate, for both of you, that's all I ever lived 
for… 
I know, darling, I know. 
 

Act Three
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