CATHOLIC JUNIOR COLLEGE
JC2 Mock Examination 2015
Higher 2

LITERATURE IN ENGLISH 9748/01

Paper 1 Reading Literature
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 pages in text (e.g. use of post-its, tape flags or paper clips) is not
permitted.

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 securely together.
All questions in this paper carry equal marks.

This document consists of 6 printed pages.



2

Section A
1

Either (a) Write a critical comparison on the following poems, considering in detail ways in which
language, style and form contribute to each poet’s portrayal of solitude.

A THE VOICE

Woman much missed, how you call to me, call to me,
Saying that now you are not as you were

When you had changed from the one who was all to me,
But as at first, when our day was fair.

Can it be you that | hear? Let me view you, then, 5
Standing as when | drew near to the town

Where you would wait for me: yes, as | knew you then,

Even to the original air-blue gown!

Or is it only the breeze, in its listlessness

Travelling across the wet mead to me here, 10
You being ever dissolved to wan wistlessness,

Heard no more again far or near?

Thus I; faltering forward,
Leaves around me falling,
Wind oozing thin through the thorn from norward, 15
And the woman calling.
Thomas Hardy (1840 — 1928)

B THE CALL

All these years and | still don’t understand

how it works, how the signal gets through

the bones of my hand, the bricks of this house,
the bank building opposite, and across

miles of suburb and field, pylons and roads, 5
hills and four rivers to precisely you,

in another city, another house, another room,

hunched by the bath with your phone in your hand,

sobbing. You can’t bear to feel so split,

you gasp. Downstairs you hear 10
a chair scrape, a man’s voice.

He laughs, in dialogue with a ghost.

But | understand how light works.

Earlier your back gleamed like a guitar.

The last leaves on the sycamore 15
Flickered like a school of mackerel.

Later | will go out in a leopard-coat of light

without you: just me and the trees baring themselves

for winter, and the marbled paving stones,

and my empty hand shining. 20

Henry Shukman (born 1962)
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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 love.

A LOVE AFTER LOVE

The time will come

when, with elation,

you will greet yourself arriving

at your own door, in your own mirror,

and each will smile at the other’s welcome, 5

and say, sit here. Eat.

You will love again the stranger who was your self.
Give wine. Give bread. Give back your heart

to itself, to the stranger who has loved you

all your life, whom you ignored 10
for another, who knows you by heart.
Take down the love letters from the bookshelf,

the photographs, the desperate notes,
peel your own image from the mirror.
Sit. Feast on your life. 15

Derek Walcott (born 1930)
B SYMPTOMS

Although you have given me a stomach upset,

Weak knees, a lurching heart, a fuzzy brain,

A high-pitched laugh, a monumental phone bill,

A feeling of unworthiness, sharp pain

When you are somewhere else, a guilty conscience, 5
A longing, and a dread of what'’s in store,

A pulse rate for the Guinness Book of Records —

Life now is better than it was before.

Although you have given me a raging temper,

Insomnia, a rising sense of panic, 10
A hopeless challenge, bouts of introspection,

Raw, bitten nails, a voice that’s strangely manic,

A selfish streak, a fear of isolation,

A silly smile, lips that are chapped and sore,

A running joke, a risk, an inspiration — 15
Life now is better than it was before.

Although you have given me a premonition,

Chattering teeth, a goal, a lot to lose,

A granted wish, mixed motives, superstitions,

Hang-ups and headaches, fear of awful news, 20
A bubble in my throat, a dare to swallow,

A crack of light under a closing door,

The crude, fantastic prospect of forever —

Life now is better that it was before.

Sophie Hannah (born 1971)
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Section B
EDITH WHARTON: The Age of Innocence
2
Either (a) ‘The novel presents a society obsessed with keeping up appearances.’
How far do you agree with this comment?

Or (b) Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the significance of
literature here and elsewhere in the novel.

Thus, with a painful impartiality, did the young man make out the case for
Beaufort, and for Beaufort's victim. A longing to enlighten her was strong in
him; and there were moments when he imagined that all she asked was to be
enlightened.

That evening he unpacked his books from London. The box was full of 5
things he had been waiting for impatiently; a new volume of Herbert Spencer,
another collection of the prolific Alphonse Daudet's brilliant tales, and a novel
called ‘Middlemarch,” as to which there had lately been interesting things said
in the reviews. He had declined three dinner invitations in favour of this feast;
but though he turned the pages with the sensuous joy of the book-lover, he did 70
not know what he was reading, and one book after another dropped from his
hand. Suddenly, among them, he lit on a small volume of verse which he had
ordered because the name had attracted him: ‘The House of Life.” He took it
up, and found himself plunged in an atmosphere unlike any he had ever
breathed in books; so warm, so rich, and yet so ineffably tender, that it gave a 15
new and haunting beauty to the most elementary of human passions. All
through the night he pursued through those enchanted pages the vision of a
woman who had the face of Ellen Olenska; but when he woke the next
morning, and looked out at the brownstone houses across the street, and
thought of his desk in Mr. Letterblair's office, and the family pew in Grace 20
Church, his hour in the park of Skuytercliff became as far outside the pale of
probability as the visions of the night.

‘Mercy, how pale you look, Newland!” Janey commented over the coffee-
cups at breakfast; and his mother added: ‘Newland, dear, I've noticed lately
that you've been coughing; | do hope you're not letting yourself be 25
overworked?’ For it was the conviction of both ladies that, under the iron
despotism of his senior partners, the young man's life was spent in the most
exhausting professional labours—and he had never thought it necessary to
undeceive them.

The next two or three days dragged by heavily. The taste of the usual was 30
like cinders in his mouth, and there were moments when he felt as if he were
being buried alive under his future. He heard nothing of the Countess Olenska,
or of the perfect little house, and though he met Beaufort at the club they
merely nodded at each other across the whist-tables. It was not till the fourth
evening that he found a note awaiting him on his return home. ‘Come late 35
tomorrow: | must explain to you. Ellen.” These were the only words it contained.

The young man, who was dining out, thrust the note into his pocket, smiling
a little at the Frenchness of the ‘to you.” After dinner he went to a play; and it
was not until his return home, after midnight, that he drew Madame Olenska’s
missive out again and re-read it slowly a number of times. There were several 40
ways of answering it, and he gave considerable thought to each one during the
watches of an agitated night. That on which, when morning came, he finally
decided was to pitch some clothes into a portmanteau and jump on board a
boat that was leaving that very afternoon for St. Augustine.

Chapter 15
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Section C

ARTHUR MILLER: All My Sons
9

Either (a) ‘ldealism is an overpowering force in All My Sons.’
How far would you agree with this comment?

Or (b) Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of
Joe Keller here and elsewhere in the play.

Chris: (to Ann) You ever meet a bigger ignoramus?

Keller:  Well, somebody’s got to make a living.

Ann: (as they laugh) That'’s telling him.

Keller: 1 don’t know, everybody’s gettin’ so goddam educated in this
country there’ll be nobody to take away the garbage. (They laugh.) 5
It's gettin’ so the only dumb ones left are the bosses.

Ann: You’re not so dumb, Joe.

Keller: | know, but you go into our plant, for instance. | got so many
lieutenants, majors and colonels that I'm ashamed to ask
somebody to sweep the floor. | gotta be careful I'll insult somebody. 10
No kiddin’. It's a tragedy: you stand on the street today and spit,
you’re gonna hit a college man.

Chris: Well, don’t spit.

Keller:  (breaks the apple in half, passing it to Ann and Chris) | mean to
say, it's comin’ to a pass. (He takes a breath.) | been thinkin’, 15
Annie... your brother, George. | been thinkin’ about your brother
George. When he comes | like you to brooch something to him.

Chris: Broach.

Keller:  What's the matter with brooch?

Chris: (smiling) It's not English. 20
Keller: ~ When | went to night school it was brooch.
Ann: (laughing) Well, in day school it’s broach.

Keller:  Don’t surround me, will you? Seriously, Ann... You say he’s not
well. George, | been thinkin’, why should he knock himself out in
New York with that cut-throat competition, when | got so many 25
friends here... I'm very friendly with some big lawyers in town. |
could set George up here.

Ann: That’s awfully nice of you, Joe.

Keller:  No, kid, it ain’t nice of me. | want you to understand me. I'm thinking
of Chris. (Slight panic.) See... this is what | mean. You get older, 30
you want to feel that you — accomplished something. My only
accomplishment is my son. | ain’t brainy. That’s all | accomplished.
Now, a year, eighteen months, your father’ll be a free man. Who is
he going to come to, Annie? His baby. You. He’ll come, old, mad,

into your house. 35
Ann: That can’t matter any more, Joe.
Keller: 1 don’t want that to come between us. (Gestures between Chris and
himself.)
Ann: | can only tell you that that could never happen.

Keller:  You’re in love now, Annie, but believe me, I'm older than you and | 40
know — a daughter is a daughter, and a father is a father. And it
could happen. (He pauses.) | like you and George to go to him in
prison and tell him... ‘Dad, Joe wants to bring you into the business
when you get out.’

Ann: (surprised, even shocked) You’d have him as a partner? 45
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Keller:

Ann:

Keller:

Chris:

Keller:

Chris:

Keller:

Chris:

Keller:

Ann:

Keller:

Chris:

Keller:

No, no partner. A good job. (Pause. He sees she is shocked, a little
mystified. He gets up, speaks more nervously.) | want him to know
that when he gets out he’s got a place waitin’ for him. It'll take his
bitterness away. To know you got a place... it sweetens you.

Joe, you owe him nothing.

| owe him a good kick in the teeth, but he’s your father.

Then kick him in the teeth! | don’t want him in the plant, so that's
that! You understand? And besides, don't talk about him like that.
People misunderstand you!

And | don't understand why she has to crucify the man.

Well, it’s her father if she feels —

No, no.

(almost angrily) What's it to you? Why — ?

(commanding outburst in high nervousness) A father is a father!
(As though the outburst had revealed him, he looks about, wanting
to retract it. His hand goes to his cheek.) | better — | better shave.
(He turns and a smile is on his face, to Ann.) | didn’t mean to yell at
you, Annie.

Let’s forget the whole thing, Joe.

Right. (To Chris.) She’s likeable.

(a little peeved at the man’s stupidity) Shave, will you?

Right again.

Act Two

50

55

60

65
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