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READ THESE INSTRUCTIONS FIRST 
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Write your name and CT group on all the work you hand in. 
 
 
Answer three questions: one question from Section A, one question from Section B, and 
one question from Section C. 
You are reminded of the need for good English and clear presentation in your answers. 
 
At the end of the examination tie your answer sheets to each section securely. 
Hand in your answers 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 the natural world.  

 
 

A                                   HAWK ROOSTING  
                   

I sit in the top of the wood, my eyes closed. 
Inaction, no falsifying dream 
Between my hooked head and hooked feet: 
Or in sleep rehearse perfect kills and eat. 
 
The convenience of the high trees! 
The air’s buoyancy and the sun’s ray 
Are of advantage to me;  
And the earth’s face upward for my inspection. 
 
My feet are locked upon the rough bark. 
It took the whole of Creation 
To produce my foot, my each feather: 
Now I hold Creation in my foot 
 
Or fly up, and revolve it all slowly - 
I kill where I please because it is all mine. 
There is no sophistry in my body: 
My manners are tearing off heads –  
 
The allotment of death. 
For the one path of my flight is direct 
Through the bones of the living. 
No arguments assert my right:  
 
The sun is behind me.  
Nothing has changed since I began. 
My eye has permitted no change. 
I am going to keep things like this.  
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Ted Hughes (1930 - 1998) 

 
 
 

B                            SOLITARY CROW 
 
Why Solitary Crow? He in his feathers 
Is a whole world of crow – of dry-stick nest, 
Of windy distances where to be crow is best,  
Of tough-guy clowning and of black things done 
To a sprawled lamb whose blood beads in the sun.  
 
Sardonic anarchist. Where he goes he carries, 
Since there’s no centre, what a centre is, 
And that is crow, the ragged self that’s his. 
Smudged on a cloud, he jeers at the world then halts 
To jeer at himself and turn two somersaults. 
 
He ambles through the air, flops down and seesaws 
On a blunt fencepost, hiccups and says Caw. 
The sun glints greasy on his working craw 
And adds a silver spot to that round eye 
Whose black light bends and cocks the world awry 
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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 relationships. 

 
 

A                       MUTE SWANS 
 

 

 Two swans skim the   
expectant lake. Secrets   
stippled on water’s   
uncomprehending skin.    
 
You tell me they do not  
sing till death. I imagine   
a wild inelegance of sound   
splintering the flutes    
 
of their necks. I think of us—    
how we too, circle in silence,   
waiting for our hearts  
to be seized in a tumble of wings. 
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 Amanda Chong (1989–)  

 

B                      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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JANE AUSTEN: Pride and Prejudice 

2 
 
Either 

 
 
(a) 

  
 
“I never saw such a woman. I never saw such capacity, and taste, and application, and 
elegance, as you describe, united.”  
 

Discuss Austen’s presentation of women in Pride and Prejudice. 
 

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

       The first part of Mrs. Gardiner’s business on her arrival, was to distribute 
her presents and describe the newest fashions. When this was done, she 
had a less active part to play. It became her turn to listen. Mrs. Bennet had 
many grievances to relate, and much to complain of. They had all been very 
ill-used since she last saw her sister. Two of her girls had been on the point 
of marriage, and after all there was nothing in it. 
     “I do not blame Jane,” she continued, “for Jane would have got Mr. 
Bingley, if she could. But Lizzy! Oh, sister! it is very hard to think that she 
might have been Mr. Collins’s wife by this time, had not it been for her own 
perverseness. He made her an offer in this very room, and she refused him. 
The consequence of it is, that Lady Lucas will have a daughter married 
before I have, and that Longbourn estate is just as much entailed as ever. 
The Lucases are very artful people indeed, sister. They are all for what they 
can get. I am sorry to say it of them, but so it is. It makes me very nervous 
and very poorly, to be thwarted so in my own family, and to have neighbours 
who think of themselves before anyone else. However, your coming just at 
this time is the greatest of comforts, and I am very glad to hear what you tell 
us, of long sleeves.” 
     Mrs. Gardiner, to whom the chief of this news had been given before, in 
the course of Jane and Elizabeth’s correspondence with her, made her sister 
a slight answer, and in compassion to her nieces turned the conversation.  
     When alone with Elizabeth afterwards, she spoke more on the subject. “It 
seems likely to have been a desirable match for Jane,” said she. “I am sorry 
it went off. But these things happen so often! A young man, such as you 
describe Mr. Bingley, so easily falls in love with a pretty girl for a few weeks, 
and when accident separates them, so easily forgets her that these sort of 
inconstancies are very frequent.” 
     “An excellent consolation in its way,” said Elizabeth, “but it will not do for 
us. We do not suffer by accident. It does not often happen that the 
interference of friends will persuade a young man of independent fortune to 
think no more of a girl, whom he was violently in love with only a few days 
before.” 
     “But that expression of ‘violently in love’ is so hackneyed, so doubtful, so 
indefinite, that it gives me very little idea. It is as often applied to feelings 
which arise from an half-hour’s acquaintance, as to a real, strong attachment. 
Pray, how violent was Mr. Bingley’s love?” 
     “I never saw a more promising inclination. He was growing quite 
inattentive to other people, and wholly engrossed by her. Every time they 
met, it was more decided and remarkable. At his own ball he offended two 
or three young ladies, by not asking them to dance, and I spoke to him twice 
myself, without receiving an answer. Could there be finer symptoms? Is not 
general incivility the very essence of love?” 
     “Oh, yes!––of that kind of love which I suppose him to have felt. Poor 
Jane! I am sorry for her, because, with her disposition, she may not get over 
it immediately. It had better have happened to you, Lizzy; you would have 
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laughed yourself out of it sooner. But do you think she would be prevailed on 
to go back with us? Change of scene might be of service––and perhaps a 
little relief from home, may be as useful as anything.” 
     Elizabeth was exceedingly pleased with this proposal, and felt persuaded 
of her sister’s ready acquiescence. 
     “I hope,” added Mrs. Gardiner, “that no consideration with regard to this 
young man will influence her. We live in so different a part of town, all our 
connections are so different, and, as you well know, we go out so little, that 
it is very improbable they should meet at all, unless he really comes to see 
her.” 
     “And that is quite impossible; for he is now in the custody of his friend, 
and Mr. Darcy would no more suffer him to call on Jane in such a part of 
London! My dear aunt, how could you think it? Mr. Darcy may perhaps have 
heard of such a place as Gracechurch Street, but he would hardly think a 
month’s ablution enough to cleanse him from its impurities, were he once to 
enter it; and depend upon it, Mr. Bingley never stirs without him.” 
     “So much the better. I hope they will not meet at all. But does not Jane 
correspond with the sister? She will not be able to help calling.” 
     “She will drop the acquaintance entirely.” 
     But in spite of the certainty in which Elizabeth affected to place this point, 
as well as the still more interesting one of Bingley’s being withheld from 
seeing Jane, she felt a solicitude on the subject which convinced her, on 
examination, that she did not consider it entirely hopeless. It was possible, 
and sometimes she thought it probable, that his affection might be 
reanimated, and the influence of his friends successfully combated by the 
more natural influence of Jane’s attractions.  

 
(Chapter 25) 
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F. SCOTT FITZGERALD: The Great Gatsby  

3 
 
Either 

 
 
(a) 

 
 
‘So he invented just the sort of Jay Gatsby that a seventeen year old boy would be likely to 
invent...’  
 
Discuss the role and significance of imagination in The Great Gatsby.  
 

Or (b) Write a critical appreciation of the following passage, relating it to the presentation of East 
Egg and West Egg, here and elsewhere in the novel. 
 

     We were at a particularly tipsy table. That was my fault—Gatsby had been 
called to the phone, and I'd enjoyed these same people only two weeks before. 
But what had amused me then turned septic on the air now. 
     "How do you feel, Miss Baedeker?" 
     The girl addressed was trying, unsuccessfully, to slump against my shoulder. 
At this inquiry she sat up and opened her eyes. 
     "Wha?" 
     A massive and lethargic woman, who had been urging Daisy to play golf with 
her at the local club to-morrow, spoke in Miss Baedeker's defence: 
     "Oh, she's all right now. When she's had five or six cocktails she always starts 
screaming like that. I tell her she ought to leave it alone." 
     "I do leave it alone," affirmed the accused hollowly. 
     "We heard you yelling, so I said to Doc Civet here: 'There's somebody that 
needs your help, Doc.' " 
     "She's much obliged, I'm sure," said another friend, without gratitude. "but you 
got her dress all wet when you stuck her head in the pool." 
     "Anything I hate is to get my head stuck in a pool," mumbled Miss Baedeker. 
"They almost drowned me once over in New Jersey." 
     "Then you ought to leave it alone," countered Doctor Civet. 
     "Speak for yourself!" cried Miss Baedeker violently. "Your hand shakes. I 
wouldn't let you operate on me!" 
     It was like that. Almost the last thing I remember was standing with Daisy and 
watching the moving-picture director and his Star. They were still under the white-  
plum tree and their faces were touching except for a pale, thin ray of moonlight 
between. It occurred to me that he had been very slowly bending toward her all 
evening to attain this proximity, and even while I watched I saw him stoop one 
ultimate degree and kiss at her cheek. 
     "I like her," said Daisy, "I think she's lovely." 
     But the rest offended her—and inarguably, because it wasn't a gesture but an 
emotion. She was appalled by West Egg, this unprecedented "place" that 
Broadway had begotten upon a Long Island fishing village—appalled by its raw 
vigor that chafed under the old euphemisms and by the too obtrusive fate that 
herded its inhabitants along a short-cut from nothing to nothing. She saw 
something awful in the very simplicity she failed to understand. 
     I sat on the front steps with them while they waited for their car. It was dark 
here in front; only the bright door sent ten square feet of light volleying out into the 
soft black morning. Sometimes a shadow moved against a dressing-room blind 
above, gave way to another shadow, an indefinite procession of shadows, who 
rouged and powdered in an invisible glass. 
     "Who is this Gatsby anyhow?" demanded Tom suddenly. "Some big 
bootlegger?" 
     "Where'd you hear that?" I inquired. 
     "I didn't hear it. I imagined it. A lot of these newly rich people are just big 
bootleggers, you know." 
     "Not Gatsby," I said shortly. 
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     He was silent for a moment. The pebbles of the drive crunched under his feet. 
     "Well, he certainly must have strained himself to get this menagerie together." 
     A breeze stirred the grey haze of Daisy's fur collar. 
     "At least they're more interesting than the people we know," she said with an 
effort. 
     "You didn't look so interested." 
     "Well, I was." 
     Tom laughed and turned to me. 
     "Did you notice Daisy's face when that girl asked her to put her under a cold 
shower?" 
     Daisy began to sing with the music in a husky, rhythmic whisper, bringing out 
a meaning in each word that it had never had before and would never have again. 
When the melody rose her voice broke up sweetly, following it, in a way contralto 
voices have, and each change tipped out a little of her warm human magic upon 
the air. 
     "Lots of people come who haven't been invited," she said suddenly. "That girl 
hadn't been invited. They simply force their way in and he's too polite to object." 
     "I'd like to know who he is and what he does," insisted Tom. "And I think I'll 
make a point of finding out." 
     "I can tell you right now," she answered. "He owned some drug-stores, a lot of 
drug-stores. He built them up himself." 
     The dilatory limousine came rolling up the drive. 
     "Good night, Nick," said Daisy. 
     Her glance left me and sought the lighted top of the steps, where "Three 
o'Clock in the Morning," a neat, sad little waltz of that year, was drifting out the 
open door. After all, in the very casualness of Gatsby's party there were romantic 
possibilities totally absent from her world. What was it up there in the song that 
seemed to be calling her back inside? What would happen now in the dim, 
incalculable hours? Perhaps some unbelievable guest would arrive, a person 
infinitely rare and to be marvelled at, some authentically radiant young girl who 
with one fresh glance at Gatsby, one moment of magical encounter, would blot 
out those five years of unwavering devotion. 
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Section C 

GEORGE BERNARD SHAW: Saint Joan 
   

4 
 

  

Either (a) ‘…the world is saved neither by its priests nor its soldiers, but by God and His saints.’ 
 
How far do you agree? 

 
Or 

 
(b) 

 
Write a critical commentary on the following passage, relating it to the presentation of 
institutions, here and elsewhere in the play. 

 

Charles: It always comes back to the same thing. She is right; and 
everyone else is wrong. 

 

The Archbishop: Take this as your last warning. If you perish through 
setting your private judgment above the instructions of 
your spiritual directors, the Church disowns you, and 
leaves you to whatever fate your presumption may bring 
upon you. The Bastard has told you that if you persist in 
setting up your military conceit above the counsels of 
your commanders — 

 
 

5 
 
 
 
 

Dunois [interposing]: To put it quite exactly, if you attempt to 
relieve the garrison in Compiègne without the same 
superiority in numbers you had at Orleans — 

10 

The Archbishop: The army will disown you, and will not rescue you. And 
His Majesty the King has told you that the throne has not 
the means of ransoming you. 

 
 

15 
Charles: Not a penny.  
The Archbishop: You stand alone: absolutely alone, trusting to your own 

conceit, your own ignorance, your own headstrong 
presumption, your own impiety in hiding all these sins 
under the cloak of a trust in God. When you pass through 
these doors into the sunlight, the crowd will cheer you. 
They will bring you their little children and their invalids to 
heal: they will kiss your hands and feet, and do what they 
can, poor simple souls, to turn your head, and madden 
you with the self-confidence that is leading you to your 
destruction. But you will be none the less alone: they 
cannot save you. We and we only can stand between you 
and the stake at which our enemies have burnt that 
wretched woman in Paris.  

 
 
 

20 
 
 
 
 

25 

Joan [her eyes skyward]: I have better friends and better 
counsel than yours. 

30 

The Archbishop: I see that I am speaking in vain to a hardened heart. You 
reject our protection, and are determined to turn us all 
against you. In future, then, fend for yourself; and if you 
fail, God have mercy on your soul. 

 
 
 

35 
Dunois: That is the truth, Joan. Heed it.  
Joan: Where would you all have been now if I had heeded that 

sort of truth? There is no help, no counsel, in any of you. 
Yes: I am alone on earth: I have always been alone. My 
father told my brothers to drown me if I would not stay to 
mind his sheep while France was bleeding to death: 
France might perish if only our lambs were safe. I thought 
France would have friends at the court of the king of 
France; and I find only wolves fighting for pieces of her 
poor torn body. I thought God would have friends 
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everywhere, because He is the friend of everyone; and in 
my innocence I believed that you who now cast me out 
would be like strong towers to keep harm from me. But I 
am wiser now; and nobody is any the worse for being 
wiser. Do not think you can frighten me by telling me that 
I am alone. France is alone; and God is alone; and what 
is my loneliness before the loneliness of my country and 
my God? I see now that the loneliness of God is His 
strength: what would He be if He listened to your jealous 
little counsels? Well, my loneliness shall be my strength 
too; it is better to be alone with God; His friendship will 
not fail me, nor His counsel, nor His love. In His strength 
I will dare, and dare, and dare, until I die. I will go out now 
to the common people, and let the love in their eyes 
comfort me for the hate in yours. You will all be glad to 
see me burnt; but if I go through the fire I shall go through 
it to their hearts for ever and ever. And so, God be with 
me! 

 
 
 
 

50 
 
 
 
 

55 
 
 
 
 

60 
 
 

 She goes from them. They stare after her in glum silence 
for a moment. Then GILLES DE RAIS twirls his beard. 

 
65 

Bluebeard: You know, the woman is quite impossible. I dont dislike 
her, really; but what are you to do with such a character? 

 

Dunois: As God is my judge, if she fell into the Loire I would jump 
in in full armor to fish her out. But if she plays the fool at 
Compiègne, and gets caught, I must leave her to her 
doom. 

 
 

70 

La Hire: Then you had better chain me up; for I could follow her to 
hell when the spirit rises in her like that. 

 

The Archbishop: She disturbs my judgment too: there is a dangerous 
power in her outbursts. But the pit is open at her feet; and 
for good or evil we cannot turn her from it. 

 
75 

Charles: If only she would keep quiet, or go home!   
 They follow her dispiritedly.  
 (Scene 5)  
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