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ANGLO-CHINESE JUNIOR COLLEGE 
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Higher 2 
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LITERATURE IN ENGLISH 9748/01
 
Paper 1  Reading Literature 17 August 2016

3 hours

Additional Materials:     Answer Paper 
Set texts may be taken into the examination room.  They may bear underlining or highlighting. Any kind of 
folding or flagging of papers in texts (e.g. use of post-its, tape flags or paper clips) is not permitted.   
________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
READ THESE INSTRUCTIONS FIRST 
 
Write your Centre number, index number and name on all the work you hand in. 
Write in dark blue or black pen on both sides of the paper. 
Do not use staples, paper clips, highlighters, glue or correction fluid. 
 
Answer three questions, one from each of Sections A, B and C. 
Begin each essay on a fresh sheet of paper.   
You are reminded of the need for good English and clear presentation in your answers. 
 
At the end of the examination, tie each essay separately.   
All questions in this paper carry equal marks. 
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Section A 
 

 
 1  
 
 Either  (a) 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 sharks. 
 

A THE SHARKS  
   
 Well then, the last day the sharks appeared. 

Dark fins appear, innocent 
as if in fair warning. The sea becomes 
sinister, are they everywhere? 
I tell you, they break six feet of water. 
Isn't it the same sea, and won’t we 
play in it any more? 
I like it clear and not  
too calm, enough waves 
to fly in on. For the first time 
I dared to swim out of my depth. 
It was sundown when they came, the time  
when a sheen of copper still the sea, 
not dark enough for moonlight, clear enough 
to see them easily. Dark 
the sharp lift of the fins. 
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Denise Levertov (1923-1997

 

 
 
 
 

B THE SHARK  
   
 Captured! Along the beach those shouts reveal  

  The fisherman exultant victor! Hark!  
  The Karcharos1, from out his crystalline, dark  
Blue lair by red of flesh and lurking steel  
Betrayed, hath ravined2 down with his last meal  
  Death as a gobbet3. On the hot sand, stark,  
  He gasps and shudders agonizing. Mark!  
With horrible grin those bloody jaws appeal  
Unto his gloating murderers.—No more  
  Those serried ranks sextuple of fanged white  
Shall scare the shallows and appall the shore,  
  Never again wreak havoc and affright,  
Ranging the Gulf Stream, weltering in gore;—  
  Poor Shark! Man-eater! learn of Man, to fight.
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  William H. Venable (1836-1920) 
                                                 
1 Karcharos: Greek for ‘sharp’. The root word of the scientific name of the Great White Shark 
2 Ravined: to eat ravenously 
3 Gobbet: A lump of flesh 



 

 
 

ACJC 2016 9748/01/A/Prelim16 [Turn over
 

3

 
Or (b) Write a critical comparison of the following poems, considering in detail ways in 

which language, style and form contribute to the poet’s portrayal of relationships.   
 
 

A WINTER SWANS  
   
 The clouds had given their all - 

two days of rain and then a break 
in which we walked, 
the waterlogged earth 
gulping for breath at our feet 
as we skirted the lake, silent and apart, 
until the swans came and stopped us 
with a show of tipping in unison. 
As if rolling weights down their bodies to their heads 
they halved themselves in the dark water, 
icebergs of white feather, paused before returning again 
like boats righting in rough weather. 
'They mate for life' you said as they left, 
porcelain over the stilling water. I didn't reply 
but as we moved on through the afternoon light, 
slow-stepping in the lake's shingle and sand, 
I noticed our hands, that had, somehow, 
swum the distance between us 
and folded, one over the other, 
like a pair of wings settling after flight 
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                                                                      Owen Sheers (b. 1974) 
   

 
 

B NEUTRAL TONES  
   
 We stood by a pond that winter day, 

And the sun was white, as though chidden1 of God, 
And a few leaves lay on the starving sod; 
– They had fallen from an ash, and were gray. 
Your eyes on me were as eyes that rove 
Over tedious riddles of years ago; 
And some words played between us to and fro 
On which lost the more by our love. 
The smile on your mouth was the deadest thing 
Alive enough to have strength to die; 
And a grin of bitterness swept thereby 
Like an ominous bird a-wing… 
Since then, keen lessons that love deceives, 
And wrings with wrong, have shaped to me 
Your face, and the God-curst sun, and a tree, 
And a pond edged with grayish leaves. 
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                                                            Thomas Hardy (1840 –1928) 
 

                                                 
1 Chidden: chastised or reprimanded 
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Section B 

 
KAZUO ISHIGURO: The Remains of the Day 

 
2 
 
Either  (a) ‘Ishiguro paints a bleak picture of a wasted life.’ 
 
  How far do you agree with this comment on the novel? 
 
Or (b) Write a critical appreciation of the following passage, commenting on the 

presentation of Lord Darlington and his values here and elsewhere in the novel. 
 

His lordship walked over rather wearily to a leather armchair, seated himself 
and sighed. From my vantage point up on my ladder, I could see practically the 
whole of his long figure caught in the winter sunshine pouring in through the 
french windows and streaking much of the room. It was, as I recall it, one of 
those moments that brought home how much the pressures of life had taken 
their toll on his lordship over a relatively small number of years. His frame, 
always slender, had become alarmingly thin and somewhat misshapen, his hair 
prematurely white, his face strained and haggard. For a while, he sat gazing 
out of the french windows towards the downs, then said again: 

‘It really was quite dreadful. But you see, Stevens, Mr Spencer had a point 
to prove to Sir Leonard. In fact, if it’s any consolation, you did assist in 
demonstrating a very important point. Sir Leonard had been talking a lot of that 
old-fashioned nonsense. About the will of the people being the wisest arbitrator 
and so on. Would you believe it, Stevens?’ 

 ‘Indeed, sir.’ 
‘We’re really so slow in this country to recognize when a thing’s outmoded. 

Other great nations know full well that to meet the challenges of each new age 
means discarding old, sometimes well-loved methods. Not so here in Britain. 
There’s still so many talking like Sir Leonard last night. That’s why Mr Spencer 
felt the need to demonstrate his point. And I tell you, Stevens, if the likes of Sir 
Leonard are made to wake up and think a little, then you can take it from me 
your ordeal last night was not in vain.’ 

‘Indeed, sir.’ 
Lord Darlington gave another sigh. ‘We’re always the last, Stevens. Always 

the last to be clinging on to outmoded systems. But sooner or later, we’ll need 
to face up to the facts. Democracy is something for a bygone era. The world’s 
far too complicated a place now for universal suffrage and such like. For 
endless members of parliament debating things to a standstill. All fine a few 
years ago perhaps, but in today’s world? What was it Mr Spencer said last 
night? He put it rather well.’ 

‘I believe, sir, he compared the present parliamentary system to a 
committee of the mothers’ union attempting to organize a war campaign.’ 

‘Exactly, Stevens. We are, quite frankly, behind the times in this country. 
And it’s imperative that all forward-looking people impress this on the likes of 
Sir Leonard.’ 

‘Indeed, sir.’ 
‘I ask you, Stevens. Here we are in the midst of a continuing crisis. I’ve 

seen it with my own eyes when I went north with Mr Whittaker. People are 
suffering. Ordinary, decent working people are suffering terribly. Germany and 
Italy have set their houses in order by acting. And so have the wretched 
Bolsheviks in their own way, one supposes. Even President Roosevelt, look at 
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him, he’s not afraid to take a few bold steps on behalf of his people. But look at 
us here, Stevens. Year after year goes by, and nothing gets better. All we do is 
argue and debate and procrastinate. Any decent idea is amended to 
ineffectuality by the time it’s gone half-way through the various committees it’s 
obliged to pass through. The few people qualified to know what’s what are 
talked to a standstill by ignorant people all around them. What do you make of 
it, Stevens?’ 

‘The nation does seem to be in a regrettable condition, sir.’ 
‘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?’ 

 
Day Three – Evening 

Moscombe, near Tavistock, Devon
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Section C 
 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: Hamlet 
 
3 
 
Either (a) ‘It is we who are Prince Hamlet.’ 
 
  With this quote in mind, discuss the presentation of the human condition in Hamlet.  
 
Or (b)  Write a critical commentary on the following passage, commenting particularly on the 

presentation of melancholy here and elsewhere in the play.  
 

Gertrude: 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Ophelia: 
Gertrude: 
Ophelia: 

 
 
 

 
Gertrude: 
Ophelia: 

 
 
 
 

 
Gertrude: 
Ophelia: 

 
 

Gertrude: 
Ophelia: 

 
 

Claudius: 
Ophelia: 

 
 

Claudius: 
Ophelia: 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Let her come in. 
[Exit Gentlemen] 

(Aside) To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is, 
Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss. 
So full of artless jealousy is guilt, 
It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 
[Enter OPHELIA distracted] 
Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark? 
How now Ophelia? 
[She sings] 

How should I your true love know 
From another one? 

By his cockle hat and staff, 
And his sandal shoon. 

Alas sweet lady, what imports this song? 
Say you? Nay, pray you mark. 

He is dead and gone, lady,         [Song] 
He is dead and gone; 

At his head a grass-green turf, 
At his heels a stone. 

Oho! 
Nay but Ophelia -- 
Pray you mark. 

White his shroud as the mountain snow -- [Song] 
[Enter CLAUDIUS] 
Alas, look here my lord. 

Larded all with sweet flowers, 
Which bewept to the grave did not go 

With true-love showers. 
How do you, pretty lady? 
Well good dild you. They say the owl was a baker's 
daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know not what 
we may be. God be at your table. 
Conceit upon her father. 
Pray let's have no words of this, but when they ask you 
what it means, say you this -- 

To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day,      [Song] 
All in the morning betime, 

And I a maid at your window, 
To be your Valentine. 

 
Then up he rose, and donned his clothes 
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Claudius: 
Ophelia: 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Claudius: 
Ophelia: 

And dupped the chamber-door; 
Let in the maid that out a maid 

Never departed more. 
Pretty Ophelia! 
Indeed la! Without an oath I'll make an end on't. 

By Gis and by Saint Charity, 
Alack and fie for shame, 

Young men will do't if they come to't -- 
By Cock, they are to blame. 

Quoth she, ‘Before you tumbled me, 
You promised me to wed.’ 

He answers -- 
So would I ha' done, by yonder sun, 
And thou hadst not come to my bed. 

How long hath she been thus? 
I hope all will be well. We must be patient: but I cannot 
choose but weep to think they would lay him i'th’ cold 
ground. My brother shall know of it, and so I thank you for 
your good counsel. Come, my coach. Good night, ladies, 
good night sweet ladies, good night, good night. 

[Exit] 
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