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      Section A 
1 
Either (a) Write a critical comparison of the following poems ‘Modern Declaration’ by Edna St 

Vincent Millay (1892-1950) and ‘White Writing’ by Carol Ann Duffy (1955-), paying 
particular attention to each poet’s use of language, form and style. 

 
A Modern Declaration  

 
 

 I, having loved ever since I was a child a few things, never having  
wavered 
In these affections; never through shyness in the houses of the 
rich or in the presence of clergymen having denied these 
loves; 
Never when worked upon by cynics like chiropractors having 
grunted or clicked a vertebra to the discredit of those loves; 
Never when anxious to land a job having diminished them by a 
conniving smile; or when befuddled by drink 
Jeered at them through heartache or lazily fondled the fingers of 
their alert enemies; declare 
 
That I shall love you always. 
No matter what party is in power; 
No matter what temporarily expedient combination of allied 
interests wins the war; 
Shall love you always. 

 
 
 
 
5 
 
 
 
 
10 
 
 
 
 
 
15 

 
B 

 
White Writing  
 

 

 No vows written to wed you,  
I write them white, 
my lips on yours, 
light in the soft hours of our married years. 
 
No prayers written to bless you, 
I write them white, 
your soul is a flame, 
bright in the window of your maiden name. 
 
No laws written to guard you, 
I write them white, 
your hand in mine,  
palm against palm, lifeline, heartline. 
 
No rules written to guide you, 
I write them white, 
words on the wind, 
traced on a stick where we walk on the sand. 
 
No news written to tell you, 
I write them white, 
foam on a wave 
as we lift up our skirts in the sea, wade, 
 
see last gold sun behind the clouds, 
inked water in moonlight. 
No poems written to praise you, 
I write them white. 
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Or (b) Write a critical comparison of the following poems, paying particular attention to 

each poet’s use of language, form and style. 
   
               A                                     Blue Umbrellas 

 
 'The thing that makes a blue umbrella with its tail -  
 How do you call it?' you ask. Poorly and pale  
 Comes my answer. For all I can call it is peacock.  
 
 Now that you go to school, you will learn how we call all    
 sorts of things;  
 How we mar great works by our mean recital.                                   5 
 You will learn, for instance, that Head Monster is not the   
 gentleman's accepted title;  
 The blue-tailed eccentrics will be merely peacocks; the dead    
 bird will no longer doze  
 Off till tomorrow's lark, for the letter has killed him.  
 The dictionary is opening, the gay umbrellas close.  
 
          Oh our mistaken teachers! -                                       10 
 It was not a proper respect for words that we need,  
 But a decent regard for things, those older creatures and    
 more real.  
 Later you may even resort to writing verse  
To prove the dishonesty of names and their black greed -  
To confess your ignorance, to expiate your crime, seeking    

                              one spell to lift another curse.                                    15 
Or you may, more commodiously, spy on your children, busy discoverers,  
Without the dubious benefit of rhyme.  
                                                                        D.J Enright (1920 – 2002)                                     

                     
                    B                            Schoolyard in April 

 
Little girls smearing  
the stolen lipstick  
of overheard grown-up talk  
into their conversation,  
unconscious of the beauty                          5  
of their movements  
 
like milkweed in the wind,  
are beginning to drift  
over by the drinking fountain  
where they will skip rope                         10 
 
They speak in whispers  
about the omnipotent teachers  
while the little boys  
scoff over their ball-mitts 
 
The teachers themselves                         15 
stare out of windows,  
remembering April. 

                                                                                              Kenneth Koch (1925 to 2002) 
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Section B 
 

KAZUO ISHIGURO: The Remains of the Day  
2 
Either (a) 'Ultimately, his narrative efforts cannot undo the fact that he played a minor role in 

another man's dark biography.'  
 
In light of this quote, discuss Ishiguro's presentation of Stevens's narrative efforts. 
 

 

Or (b) Write a critical commentary on the following passage, focusing on Ishiguro’s 
presentation of Stevens’s beliefs and values here and elsewhere in the novel. 

  
     "I'll say. Look at Germany and Italy, Stevens. See what strong leadership can do if it's 
allowed to act. None of this universal suffrage nonsense there. If your house is on fire, you don't 
call the household into the drawing room and debate the various options for escape for an hour, 
do you? It may have been all very well once, but the world's a complicated place now. The man 
in the street can't be expected to know enough about politics, economics, world commerce and 
what have you. And why should he? In fact, you made a very good reply last night, Stevens. 
How did you put it? Something to the effect that it was not in your realm? Well, why should it be? 
     It occurs to me in recalling these words that, of course, many of Lord Darlington's ideas will 
seem today rather odd - even, at times, unattractive. But surely it cannot be denied that there is 
an important element of truth in these things he said to me that morning in the billiard room. Of 
course, it is quite absurd to expect any butler to be in a position to answer authoritatively 
questions of the sort Mr Spencer had put to me that night, and the claim of people like Mr Harry 
Smith that one's 'dignity' is conditional on being able to do so can be seen for the nonsense it is. 
Let us establish this quite clearly: a butler's duty is to provide good service. It is not to meddle in 
the great affairs of the nation. The fact is, such great affairs will always be beyond the 
understanding of those such as you and I, and those of us who wish to make our mark must 
realize that we best do so by concentrating on what is within our realm; that is to say, by 
devoting our attention to providing the best possible service to those great gentlemen in whose 
hands the destiny of civilization truly lies. This may seem obvious, but then one can immediately 
think of too many instances of butlers who, for a time anyway, thought quite differently. Indeed, 
Mr Harry Smith's words tonight remind me very much of the sort of misguided idealism which 
beset significant sections of our generation throughout the twenties and thirties. I refer to that 
strand of opinion in the profession which suggested that any butler with serious aspirations 
should make it his business to be forever reappraising his employer - scrutinizing the latter's 
motives, analysing the implications of his views.' Only in this way, so the argument ran, could 
one be sure one's skills were being employed to a desirable end. Although one sympathizes to 
some extent with the idealism contained in such an argument, there can be little doubt that it is 
the result, like Mr Smith's sentiments tonight, of misguided thinking. One need only look at the 
butlers who attempted to put such an approach into practice, and one will see that their careers - 
and in some cases they were highly promising careers - came to nothing as a direct 
consequence. I personally knew at least two professionals, both of some ability, who went from 
one employer to the next, forever dissatisfied, never settling anywhere, until they drifted from 
view altogether. That this should happen is not in the least surprising. For it is, in practice, 
simply not possible to adopt such a critical attitude towards an employer and at the same time 
provide good service. It is not simply that one is unlikely to be able to meet the many demands 
of service at the higher levels while one's attentions are being diverted by such matters; more 
fundamentally, a butler who is forever attempting to formulate his own 'strong opinions' on his 
employer's affairs is bound to lack one quality essential in all good professionals: namely, 
loyalty. Please do not misunderstand me here; I do not refer to the mindless sort of 'loyalty' that 
mediocre employers bemoan the lack of when they find themselves unable to retain the services 
of high-calibre professionals. Indeed, I would be among the last to advocate bestowing one's 
loyalty carelessly on any lady or gentleman who happens to employ one for a time. However, if 
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a butler is to be of any worth to anything or anybody in life, there must surely come a time when 
he ceases his searching; a time when he must say to himself: 'This employer embodies all that I 
find noble and admirable. I will hereafter devote myself to serving him.' This is loyalty intelligently 
bestowed. What is there 'undignified' in this? One is simply accepting an inescapable truth: that 
the likes of you and I will never be in a position to comprehend the great affairs of today's world, 
and our best course will always be to put our trust in an employer we judge to be wise and 
honourable, and to devote our energies to the task of serving him to the best of our ability. 
 

Day Three – Evening
Moscombe
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Section C 
 

ARTHUR MILLER: All My Sons 
 

3 
Either (a) ‘The tragic force of the play is embodied in Arthur Miller’s underlying message that 

money is likely to triumph over decency.’ 

Discuss the play in light of this comment. 
 
 

Or (b) Write a critical commentary on the following passage, focusing on Miller’s 
presentation of the psychology of self-preservation here and elsewhere in the play. 
 

Mother: 
Joe: 
Mother: 
Keller: 
Mother: 
Keller: 
 
Mother: 
Keller:  
 
 
Mother: 
Keller: 
 
 
Mother: 
Keller: 
Mother: 
 
 
Keller:  
 
 
 
 
 
Mother: 
Keller: 
Mother: 
 
Ann: 
Keller: 
 
Mother: 
Ann: 
 
 
Mother: 
Ann: 
 

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 nothin’ 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! 
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 the 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 all right, 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. (Ann enters from house. They say nothing, waiting for 
her to speak.) 
Why do you stay up? I’ll tell you when he comes. 
(rises, goes to her.) You didn’t eat supper did you? (To Mother) Why don’t 
you make her something? 
Sure, I’ll - 
Nevermind, Kate, I’m all right. (They are unable to speak to each other.) 
There’s something I want to tell you. (She starts, then halts.) I’m not going to 
do anything about it. 
She’s a good girl! (To Keller.)You see? She’s a - 
I’ll do nothing about Joe, but you’re going to do something for me. (Directly to 
Mother.) You made Chris feel guilty with me. Whether you wanted to or not, 
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Keller: 
Ann: 
Keller: 
Ann: 
Mother: 
 
 
 
 
Ann: 
Mother: 
Ann: 
 
Mother: 
Ann: 
 
Mother: 
 
Ann:  
Mother: 
 
Ann: 
Keller: 
Ann:  

you’ve crippled him in front of me. I’d like you to tell him that Larry is dead and 
that you know it. You understand me? I’m not going out of here alone. There’s 
no life for me that way. I want you to set him free. And then I promise you, 
everything will end, and we’ll go away, and that’s all. 
You’ll do that. You’ll tell him. 
I know what I’m asking, Kate. You had two sons. But you’ve only got one now. 
You’ll tell him. 
And you’ve got to say it to him so he knows you mean it. 
My dear, if the boy was dead, it wouldn’t depend on me my words to make 
Chris know it…The night he gets into your bed, his heart will dry up. Because 
he knows and you know. To his dying day he’ll wait for his brother! No, my 
dear, no such thing. You’re going in the morning, and you’re going alone. 
That’s your life, that’s your lonely life. (She goes to the porch, and starts in.) 
Larry is dead, Kate. 
(She stops) Don’t speak to me. 
I said he’s dead. I know! He crashed off the coast of China November twenty-
fifth! His engine didn’t fail him. But he died. I know… 
How did he die? You’re lying to me. If you know, how did he die? 
I loved him. You know I loved him. Would I have looked at anyone else if I 
wasn’t sure? That’s enough for you. 
(moving on her) What’s enough for me? What’re you talking about? (She 
grasps Ann’s wrists.)  
You’re hurting my wrists. 
What are you talking about! (Pause. She stares at Ann a moment, then turns 
and goes to Keller.) 
Joe, go in the house. 
Why should I -  
Please go. 
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                                                                                                                                      ACT 3 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

End of Paper 


