National 5 Textual Analysis Pack
Follow the instructions below:

1. Read the passage

2. [image: image1.png]


Answer the questions

3. Check your answers

4. Check in with your teacher

Passage 1




Mid-Term Break


1
I sat all morning in the college sick bay



Counting bells knelling classes to a close.



At two o’clock our neighbours drove me home.



In the porch I met my father crying -


5
He had always taken funerals in his stride -



And big Jim Evans saying it was a hard blow.



The baby cooed and laughed and rocked the pram



When I came in, and I was embarrassed



By old men standing up to shake my hand


10
And tell me they were ‘sorry for my trouble’.



Whispers informed strangers I was the eldest,



Away at school, as my mother held my hand



In hers and coughed out angry tearless sighs.



At ten o’clock the ambulance arrived


15
With the corpse, stanched and bandaged by the nurses.



Next morning I went up into the room. Snowdrops



And candles soothed the bedside; I saw him



For the first time in six weeks. Paler now,



Wearing a poppy bruise on his left temple,


20
He lay in the four-foot box as in his cot.



No gaudy scars, the bumper knocked him clear.



A four-foot box, a foot for every year.







By Seamus Heaney

Questions for Passage 1

1.
What do you think the word ‘knelling’ means in line 2 of the poem and how effective 

is this word?    









         (2)

2.
How is sound used in lines 1 and 2 of the poem and how does this contribute to the overall 

mood of verse 1?









         (2)

3.
Why do you think the neighbours have come to collect the narrator? 


         (1)

4.
Comment on the use of parenthesis in verse 2 explaining its importance to the text. 
         (2)

5.
What is ‘cooed’ (line 7) an example of and how effective is this? 


                     (2)

6.
Using your own words, explain why the poet was ‘embarrassed’ (line 8). 


         (3)

7.
Why has the poet put ‘sorry for my trouble’ in inverted commas in line 10? 

         (2)

8.
‘coughed out angry tearless sighs.’ Why is this an effective description of how the poet’s 

mother was feeling?    


 





         (2)

9.
Why do you think the poet has chosen to use the word ‘corpse’ in line 15? 


         (2)

10.
‘Snowdrops/And candles soothed the bedside;’ How effective is the poet’s use of 

imagery here?        









         (3)

11.
What do you think a ‘poppy bruise’ is? 






         (2)

12.
Why is line 20 particularly distressing? 






         (2)

13.
Using your own words, explain what the poet is saying in line 21 of the poem. 

         (2)

14.
The last line of the poem is a verse on its own. Why do you think the poet has done this 

and how effective is this line as a conclusion to the poem itself?    



         (3)













Total  30

Passage 2

Violets and Strawberries in the Snow

1
‘Slip slidin’ away, slip slidin’ away…’ The Paul Simon song was running through his head as he skidded and slid down the icy drives of the big houses where he delivered free newspapers. His route was Nob Hill and the houses were large and set back from the road. ‘This is no job for a man’ he thought, but it was the only job that this man could find. He had seen women out leafleting, using shopping trolleys to carry their loads, and he had considered getting one himself as the strap of his heavy PVC bag bit into his shoulder, but that would have been the final admission of failure; and the suspicion that nobody wanted the newspapers anyway crystallized his embarrassment to despair.

2

What struck him most about the houses was the feeling that no life took place behind those windows; standing in front of some of them, he could see right through; it was like looking at an empty film set where no dramas were played out. Beyond the double-glazed and mullioned windows his eye was drawn over the deep immaculate lawn of carpet, the polished frozen lake of dining table with its wintry branched silver foliage of candelabra, past the clumps of  Dralon velvet furniture and the chilly porcelain flowers and birds, through the locked French windows to the plumes of pampas grass, the stark prickly sticks of pruned roses in beds of earth like discarded Christmas cake with broken lumps of icing, the bird table thatched and floored with snow and the brown rushes keening round the invisible pond. Latterly, ghostly hands had installed, by night, Christmas trees festooned with electric stars that sparkled as coldly and remotely as the Northern Lights. Douglas conceived the idea that the inhabitants of these houses were as cold and metallic as the heavy cutlery on their tables, as hollow as the waiting glasses.

3

It was late one morning, on a day that would never pass beyond a twilight of reflected snowlight, that he got his first glimpse of life beyond the glass; there had been tyre marks and sledge marks in the silent drives before, but never a sight of one of the inhabitants in this loop of time. Her hair was metallic, falling like foil, heavy on the thin shoulders of her cashmere sweater; he knew that it was cashmere, just as he knew that the ornate knives and forks that she set on the white tablecloth were pewter. Pewter flatware. He had found the designation for these scrolled and fluted implements in an American magazine filched from one of the cornucopias, or dustbins, concealed at the tradesmen’s entrance to one of these houses. He stood and watched her as she folded napkins and cajoled hothouse flowers into an acceptable centrepiece. What was her life, he wondered, that so early in the day she had the time, or perhaps the desperation, to set the table so far in advance of dinner. She looked up, startled like a bird, or like one whose path has been powdered with snow from the feathery skirt of a bird, and Douglas retreated. He retrieved a real newspaper, not one of the local handouts which he delivered, from next door’s bin and stood in the wide empty road, glancing at the headlines, with a torn paper garland, consigned to the wind, leaking its dyes into the snow at his feet.

4

Glasgow- World’s Cancer Capital, he read. Nicotine and alcohol had given to his native city this distinction.

5

‘Christ. Thank God I left Glasgow when I did.’

6

He poured the last drop down his throat and threw the little bottle into the snow, taking a deep drag on the untipped cigarette, which was the only sort which gave him any satisfaction now. He coughed, a heavy painful cough, like squashed mistletoe berries in his lungs, and returned to the room he had rented since he had left his wife, and children. The next time that he saw the woman she was unloading some small boys in peaked prep school caps from a Volvo Estate. She was wearing a hard tweed hat with a narrow brim, a quilted waistcoat and tight riding breeches,

like a second skin, so that at a distance it looked as if she wasn’t wearing any trousers above her glossy boots. Douglas was tormented by her. He looked for her everywhere, seeing her

metallic hair reflected in shop windows, in the unlikely mirrors of pubs which she would never patronize. He stood in her front garden staring at her sideboard which had grown rich with crystallized fruits, dates and figs, a pyramid of nuts and satsumas, some still wrapped in blue and silver paper, Karlsbad plums in a painted box, a bowl of Christmas roses; his feet were crunched painfully in his freezing, wet shoes, his shoulders clenched against the wind; he wanted to crack open the sugary shell of one of those crystallized fruits and taste the syrupy dewdrop at its heart. Once he met her, turning from locking the garage, and handed her the paper. He couldn’t speak; his heart was sending electric jolts of pain through his chest and down his arms. He stretched his stubbly muzzle, stippled with black, into what should have been a smile, but which became a leer. She snatched the paper and hurried to the house. If a man hates his room, his possessions, his clothes, his face, his body, whom can he expect not to turn from him in hatred and fear? There was nothing to be done, except to wrap himself in an overcoat of alcohol. 

7

Whisky warmed the snow, melted the crystals of ice in his heart; he skidded, slip slidin’ away, home to the dance of the sugar-plum fairy tingling on a glassy glockenspiel of icicles, to find the woman who organised the delivery round of the free newspapers on his doorstep. She was demanding his bag. He perceived that she was wearing acid yellow moonboots of wet acrylic fur. She blocked the door like a Yeti.

8

‘There have been complaints,’ she was saying. ‘We do have a system of spot-checks, you , and it transpires that half the houses on your round simply haven’t been getting their copies. We rely on advertising, and it simply isn’t good enough if the papers aren’t getting through to potential customers, not to mention the betrayal of trust on your part. There has also been a more serious allegation, of harassment, but I don’t want to go into that now. I had my doubts about taking you on in the first place. I blame myself, I shouldn’t have fallen for your sob story…so if you’ll just give me that bag, please…and calling me an abominable snowman is hardly going to make me change my mind…’





From ‘Violets and Strawberries in the Snow’ by Shena Mackay
Questions for Passage 2
1.
Why was Douglas concerned about his current job? 





         (1)

2.
What did he consider doing to ease the pain on his shoulder? 



         (1)

3.
In paragraph 2, Douglas feels that ‘no life’ takes place behind the windows. How does 

the author go on to elaborate on this and how effective is this image? 


         (3)

4.
By referring closely to word choice in paragraph 2, show how the author creates a lavish 

picture of the items Douglas can see in the house. 





         (4)

5.
At the end of paragraph 2, Douglas compares the inhabitants to cutlery. What do you 

think he means by this?       








         (2)

6.
How does the author carry on this ‘metallic’ imagery into paragraph three? 

         (2)

7.
What is the woman doing in the house when Douglas sees her? 



         (2)

8.
Using your own words, explain how Douglas views the woman’s activities.

         (2)

9.
What figure of speech does the author use to describe the woman when she spots 

Douglas and how effective do you find this?       





         (2)

10.
Why is Douglas renting a room? 







         (1)

11.
What is the woman doing the next time Douglas sees her? 



                     (1)

12.
 ‘Douglas was tormented by her.’ What do you think the author means by this? 

         (2)

13.
How does the author build up a contrast between what Douglas sees the nest time he 

looks in the woman’s windows and Douglas’s own life? 




         (4)

14.
What does Douglas attempt to do the next time he meets the woman? 


         (1)

15.
Choose one figure of speech used by the author to describe what alcohol does for Douglas

 and explain its effectiveness.  






                     (2)

Total 30
Passage 3





The House at Riverton

1
Last November I had a nightmare.

2

It was 1924 and I was at Riverton again. All the doors hung wide open, silk billowing in the summer breeze. An orchestra perched high on the hill beneath the ancient maple, violins lilting lazily in the warmth. The air rang with pealing laughter and crystal, and the sky was the kind of blue we’d all thought the war had destroyed forever. One of the footmen, smart in black and white, poured champagne into the top of a tower of glass flutes and everyone clapped, delighting in the splendid wastage.

3

I saw myself, the way one does in dreams, moving amongst the guests. Moving slowly, much more slowly than one can in life, the others a blur of silk and sequins.

4

I was looking for someone.

5

Then the picture changed and I was near the summer house, only it wasn’t the summer house at Riverton – it couldn’t have been. This was not the shiny new building Teddy had designed, but an old structure with ivy climbing the walls, twisting itself through the windows, strangling the pillars.

6

Someone was calling me. A woman, a voice I recognized, coming from behind the building, on the lake’s edge. I walked down the slope, my hands brushing against the tallest reeds. A figure crouched on the bank.

7

It was Hannah, in her wedding dress, mud splattered across the front, clinging to the appliquéd roses. She looked up at me, her face pale where it emerged form shadow. Her voice chilled my blood. ‘You’re too late.’ She pointed at my hands, ‘You’re too late.’

8

I looked down at my hands, young hands, covered in dark river mud, and in them the stiff, cold body of a dead foxhound.

9

I know what brought it on, of course. It was the letter from the film-maker. I don’t receive much mail these days: the occasional postcard from a dutiful, holidaying friend; a perfunctory letter from the bank where I keep a savings account; an invitation to the christening of a child whose parents I am shocked to realize are no longer children themselves.

10

Ursula’s letter had arrived on a Tuesday morning late in November and Sylvia had brought it with her when she came to make my bed. She’d raised heavily sketched eyebrows and waved the envelope.

11

‘Mail today. Something from the States by the look of the stamp. Your grandson perhaps? The left brow arched – a question mark- and her voice lowered to a husky whisper. ‘Terrible business, that. Just terrible. And him such a nice young man.’

12

As Sylvia tut-tutted, I thanked her for the letter. I like Sylvia. She’s one of the few people able to look beyond the lines on my face to see the twenty-year-old who lives inside. Nonetheless, I refuse to be drawn into conversation about Marcus.

13

I asked her to open the curtains and she pursed her lips a moment before moving on to another of her favourite subjects: the weather, the likelihood of snow for Christmas, the havoc it would wreak on the arthritic residents. I responded when required, but my mind was on the envelope in my lap, wondering at the scratchy penmanship, the foreign stamps, softened edges that spoke of lengthy travails.

14

‘Here, why don’t I read that for you,’ Sylvia said, giving the pillows a final, hopeful plump, ‘give your eyes a bit of a rest?’

15

‘No. Thank you. Perhaps you could pass my glasses, though?’

16
When she’d left, promising to come back and help me dress after she’d finished her rounds, I prised the letter from its envelope, hands shaking the way they do, wondering whether he was finally coming home.

17

But it wasn’t from Marcus at all. It was from a young woman making a film about the past. She wanted me to look at her sets, to remember things and places from long ago. As if I hadn’t spent a lifetime pretending to forget.

18

I ignored that letter. I folded it carefully and quietly , slid it inside a book I’d long ago given up reading. And then I exhaled. It was not the first time I had been reminded of what happened at Riverton, to Robbie and the Hartford sisters. Once I saw the tail end of a documentary on television, something Ruth was watching about war poets, when Robbie’s face filled the screen, his name printed across the bottom in an unassuming font, my skin prickled. But nothing happened. Ruth didn’t flinch, the narrator continued, and I went on drying the dinner plates.

19

Another time, reading the newspaper, my eye was drawn to a familiar name in a write-up in the television guide; a programme celebrating seventy years of British films. I noted the time, my heart thrilling, wondering if I dared watch it. In the end I fell asleep before it finished. There was very little about Emmeline. A few publicity photos, none of which showed her true beauty, and a clip from one of her silent films, The Venus Affair, which made her look strange: hollow cheeked; jerky movements like a marionette. There was no reference to the other films, the ones that threatened such a fuss. I suppose they don’t rate a mention in these days of promiscuity and permissiveness.

20

But although I had been met with such memories before, Ursula’s letter was different. It was the first time in over seventy years that anyone had associated me with the events, had remembered that a young woman named Grace Reeves had been at Riverton that summer. It made me feel vulnerable somehow, singled out. Guilty.

21

No. I was adamant. That letter would remain unanswered.

22

And so it did.

23

A strange thing began to happen though. Memories, long consigned to the dark reaches of my mind, began to sneak through cracks. Images were tossed up high and dry, picture-perfect, as if a lifetime hadn’t passed between. And, after the first tentative drops, the deluge. Whole conversations, word for word, nuance for nuance; scenes played out as though on film.

24

I have surprised myself. While moths have torn holes in my recent memories, I find the distant past is sharp and clear. They come often lately, those ghosts from the past, and I am surprised to find I don’t much mind them. Not nearly so much as I had supposed I would. Indeed, the spectres I have spent my life escaping have become almost a comfort, something I welcome, anticipate, like one of those serials Sylvia is always talking about, hurrying her rounds so she can watch them down at the main hall. I had forgotten, I suppose, that there were bright memories in amongst the dark.




From ‘The House at Riverton’ by Kate Morton

Questions for Passage 3

1.
Why has the author made the first paragraph one line on its own? 



         (1)

2.
How does the word ‘billowing’ contribute to the image of the silk? 



         (2)

3.
 ‘violins lilting lazily’ How is sound used by the author here and how effective is this?
         (2)

4.
Again, how is sound used in paragraph 2 to bring the scene to life? 



         (2)

5.
The narrator describes the champagne tower as ‘splendid wastage.’ What technique is 

being used here and what do you understand she means by this?     



         (2)

6.
How does the mood of the dream change with the description of the ivy? 


         (2)

7.
Now explain how events in the rest of the dream further continue this mood. 

         (2)

8.
Using your own words, explain what kind of mail the narrator normally receives.

         (3)

9.
What do you think ‘heavily sketched’ eyebrows are? 




         (1)

10.
Why is the expression ‘husky whisper’ so effective when describing Sylvia’s voice?   
         (2)

11.
Why is the narrator so fond of Sylvia? 






         (1)

12.
What does Sylvia offer to do for the narrator? 





         (1)

13.
When had the narrator been reminded of Riverton previously? 



         (2)

14.
Why was the narrator disappointed with the publicity shots of Emmeline? 


         (1)

15.
Using your own words, describe how Ursula’s letter made the narrator feel. 

         (2)

16.
Again, using your own words, describe what is now happening to Grace’s memories. 
         (2)

17.
Explain the difference between Grace’s recent memory and her distant memory. 
                     (2)

Total  30

Passage 4





You’re


1
Clownlike, happiest on your hands,



Feet to the stars, and moon-skulled,



Gilled like a fish. A common-sense



Thumbs-down on the dodo’s mode.


5
Wrapped up in yourself like a spool.



Trawling your dark as owls do.



Mute as a turnip from the Fourth



Of July to All Fools’ Day,



O high-riser, my little loaf.


10
Vague as fog and looked for like mail.



Farther off than Australia.



Bent-backed Atlas, our travelled prawn.



Snug as a bud and at home



Like a sprat in a pickle jug.


15
A creel of eels, all ripples.



Jumpy as a Mexican bean.



Right, like a well-done sum.



A clean slate, with your own face on.





By Sylvia Plath

Questions for Passage 4

1.
The poet has written this poem to explain how she feels during her first pregnancy. 

With this in mind, how effective do you feel the title of the poem is?


         (2)

2.
Why does the poet describe her unborn baby as ‘Clownlike’ in line 1?  


         (2)

3.
Explain the significance of ‘star’ and ‘moon’ imagery in line 2 of the poem. 

         (3)

4.
What figure of speech does Plath use to describe the baby in line 3 and why has she used 

this comparison?  









         (2)

5.
Why is she giving a ‘thumbs-down’ to the dodo’s mode? 




         (2)

6.
Explain what you think the poet means in line 6 of the poem. 



         (2)

7.
What is significant about the dates mentioned in lines 7 and 8? 



         (2)

8.
Explain why Plath refers to her baby as a ‘loaf’ in line 9. 




         (1)

9.
Using your own words, explain what the poet is trying to say in line 10 of the poem. 
         (2)

10.
Why has the poet chosen the Australia as a destination in line 11? 



         (1)

11.
Explain the significance of ‘Atlas’ (line 12). 






         (2)

12.
How does the poet use fish imagery throughout the poem?




         (3)

13.
How does the poet use sound in line15 and how effective is this? 



         (2)

14.
What figure of speech does the poet use in line 17 of the poem and explain what she 

means by this?









                     (2)

15.
Comment on the overall structure of the poem itself and evaluate its significance in 

terms of the poem’s content.








         (2)

Total  30
Passage 5





The Thirteenth Tale

1
I left home on an ordinary winter day and for miles my train ran under a gauzy white sky. Then I changed trains, and the clouds massed. They grew thicker and darker, more and more bloated, as I travelled north. At any moment I expected to hear the first scattering of drops on the windowpane. Yet the rain did not come.

2

At Harrogate, Miss Winter’s driver, a dark-haired, bearded man, was disinclined to talk. I was glad, for his lack of conversation left me free to study the unfamiliar views that unfolded as soon as we left the town behind. I had never been north before. My researches had taken me to London and, once or twice, across the channel to libraries and archives in Paris. Yorkshire was a county I knew only from novels, and novels from another century at that.  Once we left the town behind there were few signs of the contemporary world, and it was possible to believe I was travelling into the past at the same time as into the countryside. The villages were quaint with their churches and pubs and stone cottages; then, the further we went, the smaller the villages became and the greater the distance between them until isolated farmhouses were the only interruptions to the naked winter fields. At last we left even the farmhouses behind and it grew dark. The car’s headlamps showed me swathes of colourless, undefined landscape: no fences, no walls, no hedges, no buildings. Just a vergeless road and each side of it, vague undulations of darkness.

3

‘Is this the moors?’ I asked.

4

‘It is,’ the driver said, and I leant closer to the window, but all I could make out was the waterlogged sky that pressed down claustrophobically on the land, on the road, on the car. Beyond a certain distance even the light from our headlamps was extinguished.

5

At an unmarked junction we turned off the road and bumped along for a couple of miles on a stony track. We stopped twice for the driver to open a gate and close it behind us, then on we went, jolting and shaking for another mile.

6

Miss Winter’s house lay between two slow rises in the darkness, almost-hills that seemed to merge into each other and which revealed the presence of a valley and a house only at the last turn of the drive. The sky by now was blooming shades of purple, indigo and gunpowder, and the house beneath it crouched long and low and very dark. The driver opened the car door for me, and I stepped out to see that he had already unloaded my case, and was ready to pull away, leaving me alone in front of an unlit porch. Barred shutters blacked out the windows and there was not a single sign of human habitation. Closed in upon itself, the place seemed to shun visitors.

7

I rang the bell. Its clang was oddly muted in the damp air. While I waited I watched the sky. Cold crept through the soles of my shoes, and I rang the bell again. Still no one came to the door.

8

About to ring for a third time, I was caught by surprise when with no sound at all the door was opened.

9

The woman in the doorway smiled professionally and apologized for keeping me waiting.  first sight she seemed very ordinary, her short, neat hair was the same palish shade as her skin, and her eyes were neither blue nor grey nor green. Yet it was less the absence of colour than a lack of expression that made her plain. With some warmth of emotion in them her eyes could, I suspected, have gleamed with life; and it seemed to me, as she matched my scrutiny glance for glance, that she maintained her inexpressivity only by deliberate effort.

10

‘Good evening,’ I said, ‘I am Margaret Lea.’

11

‘The biographer. We’ve been expecting you.

12

What is it that allows human beings to see through each other’s pretendings? For I understood quite clearly in that moment that she was anxious. Perhaps emotions have a smell or a taste; perhaps we transmit them unknowingly by vibrations in the air. Whatever the means, I knew just as surely that it was nothing about me in particular that alarmed her, but only the fact that I had come and was a stranger.

13

She ushered me in and closed the door behind me. The key turned in the lock without a sound and there was not a squeak as the well-oiled bolts were slid noiselessly into place.

14

Standing there in my coat in the hallway I experienced for the first time the most profound oddity of the place. Miss Winter’s house was entirely silent.

15

The woman told me her name was Judith and that she was the housekeeper. She asked about my journey and mentioned the hours of meals and the best times to get hot water. Her mouth opened and closed; as soon as her words fell from her lips they were smothered by the blanket of silence that descended and extinguished them. The same silence swallowed our footfall and muffled the opening and closing of doors, as she showed me, one after another, the dining room, the drawing room, the music room.

16

There was no magic behind the silence: it was the soft furnishings that did it. Overstuffed sofas were piled with velvet cushions; there were upholstered footstools, chaises longues and armchairs; tapestries hung on the walls and were used as throws over upholstered furniture. Every floor was carpeted, every carpet overlaid with rugs. The damask that draped the windows also baffled the walls. Just as blotting paper absorbs ink, so all this wool and velvet absorbed sound, with one difference: where blotting paper takes up only excess ink, the fabric of the house seemed to suck in the very essence of the words we spoke.

17

I followed the housekeeper. We turned left and right, and right and left, went up and down the stairs until I was thoroughly confused. I quickly lost all sense of how the convoluted interior of the house corresponded with its outer plainness. The house had been altered over time, I supposed, added to here and there; probably we were in some wing or extension invisible from the front. ‘You’ll get the hang of it,’ the housekeeper mouthed, seeing my face, and I understood her as if I was lip-reading. Finally we turned from a half-landing and came to a halt. She unlocked a door, which opened into a sitting room. There were three more doors leading off it. ‘Bathroom,’ she said, opening one of the doors, ‘bedroom,’ opening another, ‘and study.’ The rooms were as padded with cushions and curtains and hangings as the rest of the house.

18

‘Will you take your meals in the dining room, or here?’ she asked, indicating the small table and single chair by the window.




From ‘The Thirteenth Tale’ by Diane Setterfield

Questions for Passage 5

1.
 Why does the author describe the sky as ‘gauzy’? 





         (2)

2.
Why is ‘bloated’ an effective description of the clouds in paragraph 1? 


         (2)

3.
Using your own words, explain why Margaret was glad the driver didn’t talk during the 

journey.










         (1)

4.
Where had Margaret’s previous researches taken her? 




         (1)

5.
What do you think the word ‘quaint’ means? 





         (1)

6.
How does the author build up a feeling of a desolate landscape in paragraph 2?  

         (3)

7.
Using your own words, explain why the author describes the sky as ‘claustrophobic’ 

in paragraph 4.    









         (2)

8.
In paragraph 5, which facts let you know the driver knows this road well? 


         (2)

9.
How does the author’s use of colour contribute to the atmosphere in paragraph 6?  
         (3)

10.
What, in paragraph 6, tells you that people don’t usually come to this house?   

         (1)

11.
Why was Margaret surprised when the door was opened? 




         (1)

12.
What does the author mean when she says Judith ‘smiled professionally’ in paragraph 9?           (2)

13.
Why does Margaret view Judith as being ‘plain’?




 
         (2)

14.
Using your own words, explain what the author means by ‘she matched my scrutiny glance 

for glance,’ in paragraph 9.   








         (2)

15.
Why does Margaret think Judith is alarmed? 





         (1)

16.
How does the author build up the mood of silence in paragraph 15? 


         (2)

17.
Using your own words, explain the options Judith presents to Margaret in the last paragraph 

of the extract. 










         (2)

Total  30
Passage 6





Death in Duke Street


1
A huddle on the greasy street -



cars stop, nose past, withdraw -



dull glint on soles of tackety boots,



frayed rough blue trousers, nondescript coat


5
stretching back, head supported



in strangers’ arms, a crowd collecting -



‘Whit’s wrang?’ ‘Can ye see’m?’



‘An auld fella, he’s had it.’



On one side, a young mother in a headscarf


10
is kneeling to comfort him, her three-year old son



stands puzzled, touching her coat, her shopping bag



spills its packages that people look at



as they look at everything. On the other side



a youth, nervous, awkwardly now


15
at the centre of attention as he shifts his arm



on the old man’s shoulders, wondering


what to say to him, glancing up at the crowd.



These were next to him when he fell,



and must support him into death.


20
He seems not to be in pain,



he is speaking slowly and quietly



but he does not look at any of them,



his eyes are fixed on the sky,



already he is moving out


25
beyond everything belonging.



As if he still belonged



they hold him very tight.



Only the hungry ambulance



howls for him through the staring squares.








By Edwin Morgan

Questions for Passage 6

1.
What mood is created in the first line of the poem and how does the poet achieve this? 
         (3)

2.
By referring to the poet’s word choice describe what image is presented of the collapsed man.   (2)

3.
In line 6 of the poem Morgan uses a specific sound technique to create an overall effect. 

What is this technique and what effect does it create? 




         (3)

4.
Comment on the author’s use of dialect in lines 7 and 8 of the poem. 


         (2)

5.
What three words indicate that the man is dead? 





         (1)

6.
Why do you think the three-year-old is ‘puzzled’? 





         (1)

7.
How does the poet use sound in line 12 of the poem? 




         (2)

8.
How do we know that the youth is feeling uncomfortable? 




         (1)

9.
How does the poet go on to highlight how the youth feels? 




         (2)

10.
Explain how the poet arouses sympathy for the man in lines 18 to 21. 


         (3)

11.
Why do you think the man does not maintain eye contact with anyone? 

    
         (2)

12.
 ‘his eyes are fixed on the sky,’ What do you think the poet intends the reader to think 

of in this line? 










         (1)

13.
How does the poet build up a sense of hopelessness in lines 24 - 27?   


         (2)

14.
What figure of speech is used to describe the ambulance in the last two lines of the poem

 and how effective is this? 








         (3)

15.
By referring to the poem as a whole, how appropriate is the poem’s title? 


         (2)

Total  30
Passage 7

The Night Watchman


SCENE ONE


A kitchen/living room area with bedrooms off right. The living room area is neat and comfortable. There is a large collection of videos in the corner.

WATERS is sitting on a sofa, drinking a cup of tea, and reading. The television is turned on. He gets up and walks around the main living area of the flat tidying, putting things away. He sits again then rises once more and goes to the kitchen area. He empties the cup, washes it out and puts it in the sink. He sits again looking at his watch. Just then the doorbell rings. WATERS looks up, checks his watch again, and then goes to the door. He opens it.


1
WATERS: Mr. Evans?


EVANS: This is the place then?


WATERS: You’re here regarding the room?



EVANS: Got it in one.


5
WATERS: You better come in.



EVANS enters



EVANS: So this is it?


WATERS: This is it yes.



EVANS: Not bad, not bad at all. The name’s Lenny by the way, Leonard Evans. I think 

10
I’ve got a bit of Welsh in me somewhere back down the line. I must do a family tree sometime. And your name is?



WATERS: (a bit taken aback by his forthcoming manner): Sorry?



EVANS looks about him at the room, and then at WATERS.



Your name?


15
WATERS: Sorry yeah, it’s Waters, Kevin Waters.



EVANS: Well Kev, this looks homely, could be just what I’m looking for.  Pause.

WATERS: I was beginning to think you weren’t coming. Time was kind of moving on. I thought that maybe you had changed your mind.

EVANS: Had a bit of trouble getting here. Saying goodbye to an old friend. You know 


20
how these things can go.



EVANS continues to look about him.



WATERS: It’s no palace Mr. Evans, but it’s comfortable and it’s clean.



EVANS: Lenny, call me Lenny. No need for formalities here is there?



WATERS: Eh,no,no…

25
EVANS looks at him



…Lenny



EVANS: That’s more like it. We’re not in pinstripe suits and ties here.

EVANS spotting the videos case full to the brim with videos, walks over to take a closer look.

30
Christ that’s a hell of a collection you got there. (He kneels down to look and pulls one out). Rebel Without a Cause. James Dean right? He was killed in a car crash wasn’t he?

WATERS: Eh yeah (He follows Evans over), I collect them. Have done all my life. They’re my passion really. I’m very protective of them.



EVANS picks up another couple of videos and looks at them.


35
EVANS: There’s worse ways to go.



WATERS: Sorry?



EVANS: Than in a car crash.


WATERS: Eh, yeah.



EVANS: Well it’s quick isn’t it? All over before you know it.


40
WATERS: Yeah I suppose it is.



EVANS stands up again and walks around the room a bit more.


  EVANS: So if I stay here I won’t be stuck for a movie or two.



WATERS: Do you like the movies?



EVANS: Oh sure I do Kev. Well it’s a release from the humdrum of it all isn’t it?

          45
WATERS: Well yeah exactly.








EVANS: Do you go to the cinema then Kev?



WATERS: Eh yeah I do.





From ‘The Night Watchman’ by Robert Cussen

Questions for Passage 7

1.
In the stage directions at the start of Scene One, how does the dramatist create the 

impression that Waters is a bit anxious? 






         (3)

2.
What is unusual about the response given by Evans to the first question Waters asks him?         (2)

3.
What is unusual about what Evans is saying in lines 9-11? 




         (2)

4.
Using your own words, explain what ‘a bit taken aback by his forthcoming manner’ means.      (3)

5.
Why do you think Waters feels the need to apologise in line 15? 



         (1)

6.
What does Evans do with Kevin’s name and why does he do this? 



         (2)

7.
How does sentence structure contribute to the tone of what Waters is saying in lines 17 

and 18?










         (3)

8.
How do we know that Evans is a bit distracted at this point? 



         (1)

9.
What do you think Evans means by ‘formalities’?   





         (1)

10.
What figure of speech does the writer use in line 27 and what does he mean by this? 
         (2)

11.
What word could be used to describe how Evan behaves towards the video collection?  
         (1)

12.
What expression describes the importance of Waters’s video collection? 

                     (1)

13.
Using your own words explain what Waters means when he says ‘I’m very protective of them.’(2)

14.
How do you know Evans shows very little regard for what Waters has just said about his collection?         









         (1)

15.
What is strange about the conversation between the two men from lines 35 to 39?  
         (2)

16.
What word could be used to describe Evans with regards to the remark he makes on line 42 

and why is this the case?    








         (1)

17.
Using your own words explain what Evans means when he says movies are ‘a release from 

the humdrum of it all’?    








         (2)

Total  30
Passage 8






The Gathering

1
Some days I don’t remember my mother. I look at her photographs and she escapes me. Or I see her on a Sunday, after lunch, and we spend a pleasant afternoon, and when I leave I find she has run through me like water.

2

‘Goodbye,’ she says, already fading. ‘Goodbye my darling girl,’ and she reaches her soft old face up, for a kiss. It still puts me in such a rage. The way, when I turn away, she seems to disappear, and when I look, I see only the edges. I think I would pass her in the street, if she ever bought a different coat. If my mother committed a crime there would be no witnesses – she is forgetfulness itself.

3

‘Where’s my purse?’ she used to say when we were children – or it might be her keys, or her glasses. ‘Did anyone see my purse?’ becoming, for those few seconds, nearly there, as she went from the hall, to sitting room, to kitchen and back again. Even then we did not look at her but everywhere else: she was an agitation behind us, a kind of collective guilt, as we cast about the room, knowing that our eyes would slip over the purse, which was brown and fat, even if it was quite clearly there.

4

Then Bea would find it. There is always one child who is able, not just to look, but also to see. The quiet one.

5

‘Thank you. Darling.’

6

To be fair, my mother is such a vague person, it is possible she can’t even see herself. It is possible that she trails her fingertip over a line of girls in an old photograph and cannot tell herself apart. And, of all her children, I am the one who looks most like her own mother, my grandmother Ada. It must be confusing.

7

‘Oh hello,’ she said as she opened the hall door, the day I heard about Liam.

8

‘Hello. Darling.’ She might say the same to the cat.

9

‘Come in. Come in,’ as she stands in the doorway and does not move to let me pass.

10

Of course she knows who I am, it is just my name that escapes her. Her eyes flick from side to side as she wipes one after another off her list.

11

‘Hello, Mammy,’ I say, just to give her a hint. And I make my way past her into the hall.

12

The house knows me. Always smaller than it should be; the walls run closer and more complicated than the ones you remember. The place is always too small.

13

Behind me, my mother opens the sitting room door.

14

‘Will you have something? A cup of tea?’

15

But I do not want to go into the sitting room. I am not a visitor. This is my house too. I was inside it as it grew; as the dining room was knocked into the kitchen, as the kitchen swallowed the back garden. It is the place where my dreams still happen.

16

Not that I would ever live here again. The place is all extension and no house. Even the cubby-hole beside the kitchen door has another door at the back of it, so you have to battle your way through coats and hoovers to get into the downstairs loo. You could not sell the place, I sometimes think, except as a site. Level it and start again.

17

The kitchen still smells the same – it hits me in the base of the skull, very dim and disgusting, under the fresh, primrose yellow paint. Cupboards full of old sheets; something cooked and dusty about the lagging around the immersion heater; the chair my father used to sit in, the arms shiny and cold with the human waste of many years. It makes me gag a little, and then I can not smell it any more. It just is. It is the smell of us.

18

I walk to the far counter and pick up the kettle, but when I go to fill it, the cuff of my coat catches on the running tap and the sleeve fills with water. I shake out my hand, and then my arm, and when the kettle is filled and plugged in I take off my coat, pulling the wet sleeve inside out



and slapping it in the air.

19

My mother looks at this strange scene, as if it reminds her of something. Then she starts forward to where her tablets are pooled in a saucer, on the near counter. She takes them, one after the other, with a flaccid absent-mindedness of the tongue. She lifts her chin and swallows them dry while I rub my wet arm with my hand, and then run my damp hand through my hair.

20

A last, green capsule enters her mouth and she goes still, working her throat. She looks out the window for a moment. Then she turns to me, remiss.

21

‘How are you. Darling?’

22

‘Veronica!’ I feel like shouting it at her. ‘You called me Veronica!’

23

If only she would become visible, I think. Then I could catch her and impress upon her the truth  of the situation, the gravity of what she has done. But she remains hazy, unhittable, too much loved.

24

I have come to tell her that Liam has been found.

25

‘Are you all right?’

26

‘Oh, Mammy.’

27

The last time I cried in this kitchen I was seventeen years old, which is old for crying, though maybe not in our family, where everyone seemed to be every age, all at once. I sweep my wet forearm along the table of yellow pine, with its thick, plasticky sheen. I turn my face toward her and ready it to say the ritual thing (there is a kind of glee to it, too, I notice) but, “Veronica!’ she says, all of a sudden and she moves – almost rushes – to the kettle. She puts her hand on the bakelite handle as the bubbles thicken against the chrome, and she lifts it, still plugged in, splashing some water in to heat the pot.

28

He didn’t even like her.

29

There is a nick in the wall, over by the door, where Liam threw a knife at our mother, and everyone laughed and shouted at him. It is there among the other anonymous dents and marks. Famous. The hole Liam made, after my mother ducked, and before everyone started to roar.

30

What could she have said to him? What possible provocation could she have afforded him – this sweet woman? And Ernest then, or Mossie, one of the enforcers, wrestling him out through the back door and on to the grass for a kicking. We laughed at that too. And my lost brother, Liam, laughed: the knife thrower, the one who was being kicked, he laughed too, and he grabbed his older brother’s ankle to topple him into the grass. Also me – I was also laughing, as I recall. My mother clucking a little, at the sight of it, and going about her business again. My sister Midge picking up the knife and waggling it out the window at the fighting boys, before slinging it into the sink full of washing-up. If nothing else, our family had fun.



From “the Gathering’ by Anne Enright.

Questions for Passage 8

1.
Using your own words, explain the feelings Veronica has towards her mother in 

paragraph 1 of the extract.      







         (2)

2.
Why does Veronica describe her mother as ‘forgetfulness itself’ in paragraph 2? 

         (2)

3.
 What picture is presented of the mother in paragraph 3 and how is this achieved? 

         (2)

4.
Who is described as being the quiet one of the family? 




         (1)

5.
What do you think the word ‘vague’ means and how is this idea supported in the rest of  paragraph 6?    









         (2)

6.
Why does Veronica think her own appearance must be confusing to her mother? 

         (1)

7.
How do we know that the mother is trying to remember her daughter’s name? 

         (2)

8.
What does Veronica mean by saying ‘The house knows me.’? 



         (2)

9.
Why does Veronica not want to go into the sitting room? 



                     (1)

10.
Explain what you think Veronica means when she says ‘as the kitchen swallowed the back garden.’   










         (2)

11.
Using your own words, explain why Veronica would not live there again. 


         (2)

12.
What does Veronica think would happen to the place if it were sold? 


         (1)

13.
By referring closely to the passage, show how an unpleasant picture of the kitchen is created.    (3)

14.
What evidence is there that the mother is in poor health? 




         (1)

15.
Why does Veronica become increasingly angry with her mother? 



         (1)

16.
What does the writer mean by saying ‘where everyone seemed to be every age, all at once.’       (2)

17.
What has become ‘famous’ in their household? 





         (1)

18.
Using your own words, describe what is happening in the last paragraph of the extract.              (2)

Total  30
Passage 9




                            Robert the Bruce


Act One Scene 1

1
Lamberton: Robert, the bishops are of one mind on this…aside from those appointed by King Edward.



Bruce: Does the Pope support your demands for independence?

Lamberton: Probably not. Edward has a lot of influence with him; the best we can hope for

5
is that he will stay out. But, if we present him with an accomplished fact and hope of another crusade, he’ll probably relent.




Bruce: Why are you so determined to have le lead another rebellion?

Lamberton: You’re the only candidate left. Not that you’re not our best general, you are, and if I have to say that to the Comyns when they arrive, I will; but the relevant point


10
is that you’re the only one who can lead.

Bruce: William I think you’re forgetting how disliked I am by the Comyn faction. If I was in command, they would switch to the English side without a second thought.

Lamberton: You would win over many Comyn supporters. They also want independence and will follow whoever can deliver it. Some victories, your personal charm, and they will

15
follow you. Those that don’t will be so few in number you will have little trouble to defeat them in the field. The active support of the church will bring you funds and large numbers of recruits. And don’t forget your reputation for chivalry, which is sure to bring many foreign knights to your side.



Bruce: You’re a little too optimistic I think. Men will think I fight strictly in my own 

20
cause.



Lamberton: They know John Balliol to be an empty jacket.



Bruce: Then there’s his son Edward for them to rally round.

Lamberton: There’s no one ready to fight for King John any more. He is disgraced, and rightly or wrongly his abdication makes his son’s claim questionable.


25
Bruce: And what will the Comyns say?

Lamberton: Forget the Comyns! They’re discredited since surrendering. They couldn’t rally anyone but their own vassals, hardly enough for a war.

Bruce: There is the question of whether the country will rally around anybody! Everyone is exhausted after eight years of war. The country still lies in ruins, Edward has everyone 


30
terrified…

Lamberton: No Robert, he has them angry. Scared, yes, but angry. They need only a bit of hope to make them rise up again. Perhaps, Robert, you’re the one who has grown scared.

Bruce: When I joined the rebellion I went directly opposite my father’s orders, and he had his instructions from King Edward. Nobody can call me ‘scared’. Perhaps I’ve just


35
grown more sensible.



Lamberton: Sensible enough to give up your family’s claim to the crown?

Bruce: Of course not. William, do you think I could forget the promise I made my grandfather? Right after the arbitration was over, and King Edward awarded Scotland’s crown to John Balliol, my grandfather made me promise to never cease pursuing our


40
family’s claim. Not my father, not an uncle, me.

Lamberton: It’s your crown now Robert, has been since your father died. It’s only waiting for you to claim it.



Bruce: Now is not the time!



Lamberton: Of course not! Edward would squash you, then who knows how badly

45
this country would feel his wrath. But he is old and, as I understand, ill. His death will offer the opportunity we’re looking for.

Bruce: I’ll see for myself. I have to attend the English parliament and give homage to Edward. Then I’ll know. You’re right, his time can’t be long in coming. What about the Comyns? I can’t just spring this on them when Edward dies, they’ll assume I’m 


50
attacking them.

Lamberton: That’s why you must come to some understanding with Red Comyn beforehand. Offer him your crown…



Bruce: Is that why you arranged this meeting?



Lamberton: …in exchange for his land. Or the other way around, contingent of course


55
on you being able to assert your claim.



Bruce: What if he chooses the crown?

Lamberton: You would have all his lands and he would have a crown he can’t use. Remember, the claim isn’t his personally, it’s Balliol’s, and no one will rally to Balliol anyway.






From ‘Robert the Bruce’ by Eric Ferguson

Questions for Passage 9

1.
 What words spoken by Lamberton show that the majority of the bishops all agree? 
         (1)

2.
Why does the Pope not agree with demands for independence? 



         (1)

3.
What does the word ‘relent’ mean, and what reasons are given for the Pope to maybe do so?     (3)

4.
Using your own words, explain the three reasons Lamberton gives to Robert for leading 

another rebellion.      









         (3)

5.
Again, using your own words, explain why Bruce doesn’t think this is a good idea. 
         (2)

6.
According to Lamberton what reason does he give to  Bruce for his being able to defeat the Comyns? 










         (1)

7.
 What benefits would the church bring to this rebellion if it took place? 


         (2)

8.
What do you think the word ‘chivalry’ means? 





         (1)

9.
Using your own words, explain what Bruce accuses Lamberton of in lines 19 and 20. 
         (2)

10.
What figure of speech is used to describe John in line 21 and what is meant by this? 
         (2)

11.
Quote the word that means giving up the right to the throne. 



         (1)

12.
How does punctuation contribute to the heated exchange between the two men in lines 26 

to 28? 











         (2)

13.
Why are the people ‘scared’ and ‘angry’? 






         (2)

14.
What does the ‘crown’ refer to and what is this technique called?



         (2)

15.
How is sentence structure used to create impact on line 40? 




         (2)

16.
What does the word ‘wrath’ mean? 







         (1)

17.
What does the Bruce intend to do on his visit to parliament? 



         (1)

18.
What does Lamberton suggest Bruce does with Red Comyn? 



         (1)

Total  30
Passage 10




War Photographer


1
In his darkroom he is finally alone



with spools of suffering set out in ordered rows.



The only light is red and softly glows,



as though this were a church and he


5
a priest preparing to intone a Mass.



Belfast. Beirut. Phnom Penh. All flesh is grass.



He has a job to do. Solutions slop in trays



beneath his hands, which did not tremble then



though seem to now. Rural England. Home again


10
to ordinary pain which simple weather can dispel,



to fields which don’t explode beneath the feet



of running children in a nightmare heat.



Something is happening. A stranger’s features



faintly start to twist before his eyes,


15
a half-formed ghost. He remembers the cries



of this man’s wife, how he sought approval



without words to do what someone must



and how the blood stained into foreign dust.



A hundred agonies in black and white


20
from which his editor will pick out five or six



for Sunday’s supplement. The reader’s eyeballs prick



with tears between the bath and pre-lunch beers.



From the aeroplane he stares impassively at where



he earns his living and they do not care.






By Carol Ann Duffy

Questions for Passage 10

1.
Why does the poet describe the camera film as ‘Spools of suffering’? 


         (2)

2.
Comment on how effective the religious imagery is in lines 3-5. 



         (4)

3.
How significant are the names in line 6 of the poem? 




         (1)

4.
Explain what you think ‘All flesh is grass.’ means. 





         (2)

5.
How is sound used in line 7 and what is its effect? 





         (2)

6.
Explain why you think the photographer’s hands are trembling now.


         (2)

7.
Using your own words, explain what the poet means in line 10 of the poem.  
 
         (2)

8.
 What do you think the exploding fields are? 





         (1)

9.
Why does the poet refer to the man as a ‘half-formed ghost’? 



         (2)

10.
How is sentence structure used to create atmosphere in lines 15 to 18 of the poem? 
         (3)

11.
How does the poet convey tone effectively in lines 19 to 21 of the poem? 


         (3)

12.
What does the poet mean by saying ‘The reader’s eyeballs prick/ with tears between the 

bath and pre-lunch beers.’      








         (3)

13.
Who do you think ‘they’ are in the last line of the poem? 




         (1)

14.
Using your own words, explain what message you think the poet is trying to convey by 

writing this poem.      









         (2)

Total  30
Answers

Please note that the following answers are intended as guidelines and teachers should feel free to award marks on merit of individual answers.  Please also note that where PERSONIFICATION is mentioned as a particular figure of speech, some answers are actually examples of ANTHROPOMORPHISM, however, many teachers prefer not to use this term to avoid confusion.

Marking Scheme for Passage 1

1.
a bell rung solemnly usually for a funeral (1) onomatopoeic (1) or signals end of class 

which symbolises end of dead boy’s life






2 marks

2.
alliteration of ‘c’ sound (1) or sibilance (1) which emulate soft noises of closing doors, 

whispering etc. (1)









2 marks

3.
parents dealing with events at home 







1 mark

4.
boy has witnessed father at funerals before (1) and he always dealt with them stoically (1)2 marks

5.
cooed is onomatopoeia (1) emulated soft sounds baby makes which emphasises fact that 

baby doesn’t understand what is happening (1)





2 marks

6.
he is still a child yet seems to be being treated in a very adult way (1) unsure about adults 

shaking hands with him (1) not experienced this before (1) 




3 marks

7.
 a standard expression given at funerals (1) being repeated over again (1)


2 marks

8.
angry at what has happened to her son (1) tearless she doesn’t want to cry in front of

 anyone/has cried too much already (1)






2 marks

9.
to detach himself from fact it is his brother (1) doesn’t want to acknowledge it is his dead 

brother / doesn’t look like his brother (1)






2 marks

10.
white flowers and white candles suggest innocence (1) gentle glow and colour conceal/

contrast with horror of situation (1) sibilance – soft soothing sounds/whispering/silence 

etc.(1) 











3 marks

11.
size/shape (1) colour of poppy (1) (may allude to idea of remembrance) 


2 marks

12.
coffin described as a box (1) idea he looks as if he’s asleep in his cot (1)


2 marks

13.
the accident didn’t damage his body physically (1) the bumper lifted him clear out of the way/picked him up and pushed him away (1) or similar 




2 marks

14.
tells us the child was four years old (1) alliteration of ‘f’ – soft sounds suggest innocence 

and lack of extreme violence in situation (1) emphasises how short his life was and the 

finality of the situation itself (1)







3 marks

Total 30 marks

Marking Scheme for Passage 2

1.
he didn’t think it was an appropriate job for a man





1 mark

2.
getting a shopping trolley to push his papers around in 




1 mark

3.
uses empty film set imagery (1) idea that film set is ready for filming to begin but no 

actors are there to play parts (1) similarly house is set up for people to live there but 

no one seems to be in the houses/ no one appears to really live there (1)


3 marks

4.
numerous examples could be mentioned here along with their comparisons, eg, silver

 foliage of candleabra , but, attempt must be made to highlight how alive these examples 

are, how decorative, lavish etc . mark on merit 





4 marks

5.
cutlery is heavy and metallic without life and for little purpose (1) similarly inhabitants 

he imagines are devoid of any real feelings/purpose etc. (1)  



2 marks

6.
describes her hair as ‘foil’ (1) impression that everything about woman is shiny/new 

but also fake (1)









2 marks

7.
 she is setting out pewter knives/forks on white tablecloth




2 marks

8.
 that her life lacks any substance (1) allowing her to set table so early/perhaps

 in desperation (1)









2 marks

9.
simile –like startled bird (1) gives impression she is caught by surprise/nervous like 

a bird (1) or any other appropriate response 






2 marks

10.
 he had left the home he shared with wife and children 




1 mark

11.
 helping her children out of the car







1 mark

12.
 he has become obsessed by her (1) she invades his thoughts/he thinks about her all 

the time (1)










2 marks

13.
lists all the decadent items inside house (1) elaborate language –give example of (1) 

contrasts this with freezing condition of Douglas (1) wet shoes/clenched against 

wind etc. (1)










4 marks

14.
unsuccessfully attempts to smile at her 






1 mark

15.
metaphor- overcoat of alcohol (1) only thing that keeps him going/shields him from 

outside world or any other example and explanation (1)




2 marks

Total 30 marks

Marking Scheme for Passage 3

1.
 to emphasise the importance of this one event 





1 mark

2.
onomatopoeic quality of word ‘billowing’ (1) allows reader to visualise the movement 

in the wind (1)










2 marks

3.
alliteration of letter ‘l’ (1) and additional comment on slow/lazy quality highlighted by technique/soft sounding/lullaby connotations(1)





2 marks

4.
examples like ‘rang with pealing laughter’ (1) shows environment and people are highly 

animated (1) or any similar comment and quotation





2 marks

5.
oxymoron (1) although evidently produces wasted champagne (expensive etc.) the 

spectacle it produced balances out the waste involved (1)




2 marks

6.
personification (1) ivy is depicted as a threatening /dangerous entity which changes 

mood of the piece to being more sinister (1)






2 marks

7.
any comment made on spoiling of wedding dress/ accusatory tone she speaks in/ 

hands covered in blood/dead animal – should have at least two and explanation

2 marks

8.
infrequent cards from a friend on holiday (1) an obligatory update on savings account 

in bank (1) family invitations to christening, parents of child she hasn’t seen since they 

were children themselves (1)








3 marks

9.
 ones that have been drawn in to make up shape /overplucked and drawn in

1 mark

10.
onomatopoeia or sibilance (1) when voice is low letter s is audible/ emulates sounds 

made when someone speaks in low tones (1)






2 marks

11.
she doesn’t treat her like an old woman the way others do




1 mark

12.
to read the letter to her








1 mark

13.
it appeared in documentary on war poets (1) in newspaper article (1)


2 marks

14.
made her look strange/puppet like







1 mark

15.
insecure/anxious/in position of weakness (1) ashamed/ covering a sin(1)


2 marks

16.
slowly, pictures from the past begin to resurface (1) then whole events with enormous 

details, and words spoken, come back to her (1)





2 marks

17.
she has difficulty remembering recent events (1) but the distant past is very clear 

to her (1)










2 marks

Total 30 marks

Marking Scheme for Passage 4

1.
very effective/ title is ‘you are’ (1) whereby she compares her unborn child to a 

whole list of different things throughout the poem (1)




2 marks

2.
childish image/connotations of children’s parties etc (1) clown have enlarged feet/hands 

and developing foetus goes through different stages of growth in womb/limbs look 

outsized in womb as baby grows (1)







2 marks

3.
position of baby in womb at end means feet are facing upwards to the stars (1) moon 

skulled refers to size and shape of head/ bone white/ phases of mean representing skull 

plates (1) imagery reinforces wonder of child growing in womb/ connotations of the 

miraculous etc (1)









3 marks

4.
simile (1) just as a fish can breathe underwater so too baby can breathe in womb/

amniotic fluid (1)









2 marks

5.
dodo is an extinct animal which died out as it didn’t reproduce (1) she thinks this is a 

bad idea as she enjoys being pregnant and extending the population (1)


2 marks

6.
owls search for food in the dark (1) baby is in permanent darkness and feeds in 

dark also (1)










2 marks

7.
represents the 9 months of pregnancy (1) independence day – she will lose her 

independence when she is a mother and April fools’ day – baby will be born 

without knowledge/a fool (1)








2 marks

8.
has connotations of ‘bun in the oven’ / loaf rises/grows in warmth of oven as baby 

grows in womb (1)









1 mark

9.
impossible to see baby clearly like impossible to see anything clearly through fog (1) 

when you expect a letter you wait constantly for the postman just as you wait 

expectantly for baby to arrive at end of pregnancy (1) or similar



2 marks

10.
significance of being furthest point away / physical location of being ‘down under’ 

highlighting position in womb







1 mark

11.
Atlas was ordered to hold heavens on his shoulders as a punishment from Gods (1) 

she feels as if she is shouldering an enormous responsibility by having a child to look 

after (1)










2 marks

12.
prawn – journey undertaken by prawns to reach destination represents journey undertaken 

by child in womb (1) sprat – small fish pickled in jar represents baby preserved in amniotic 

fluid in womb (1) eels – held in  a basket but wriggle around represents movement of child 

in mother’s stomach when it moves around (1)





3 marks

13.
assonance is used (1) could emulate noises made by children when learning to speak or 

indicate noises made by mother in childbirth (1)





2 marks

14.
simile (1) compares the child to a mathematical problem with a correct solution indicating 

that this child is right, no matter what (1)






2 marks

15.
both verses are 9 lines in length which represents the term of pregnancy (1) there are 

two verses to represent mother will no longer be on her own as she will always have a 

child to look after (1)









2 marks

Total 30 marks

Marking Scheme for Passage 5

1.
as if the sky is covered by some form of thin film/covering (1) making sky look unclear/misty/fuzzy etc (1) candidates may hint at type of bandage holding sky/

wound in check for time being so award on merit





2 marks

2.
bloated suggests they are inflated/puffed out (1) indicates that they are full of water 

and that it may rain presently (1)







2 marks

3.
it meant she wasn’t distracted from looking at the views




1 mark

4.
London and Paris









1 mark

5.
attractively unusual or old fashioned







1 mark

6.
villages start off quite full with houses churches etc (1) then the distances between 

villages gets longer as does the size of the villages themselves (1) until they no longer 

pass any buildings or farmhouses and are isolated (1)




3 marks

7.
as if the sky is bearing down on the earth/closing in on the earth (1) making her feel as 

if she is being suffocated almost by sky/feeling of being trapped (1)


2 marks

8.
junctions are unmarked but he knows which direction to take (1) he opens and closes 

gates which shows he is familiar with country rules (1)




2 marks

9.
extremely dark with house nestling between hills (1) shades of purple/indigo/gunpowder 

are colours associated with nightmare scenarios/moody colours (1) contribute to sense 

of place being mysterious/threatening/sinister etc. (1)




3 marks

10.
seemed to shun visitors








1 mark

11.
the door opened silently








1 mark

12.
not a sincere smile (1) as part of her job to do so (1)





2 marks

13.
her features and hair are the same nondescript colour (1) eyes also have no colour 

or expression (1)









2 marks

14.
that both women are studying each other (1) with equal intensity (1)


2 marks

15.
that there is a stranger in the house which is unusual





1 mark

16.
word choice – smothered/swallowed/blanket of silence/muffled (1) all emphasise the 

lack of noise in any way as if the house deliberately conceals any noises (1)

2 marks

17.
she asks whether she would like to eat meals in the dining room (1) or in her own 

living quarters (1)









2 marks

Total 30 marks

Marking Scheme for Passage 6

1.
unpleasant/sinister etc (1) ‘greasy street’ connotations of street being unclean/

dirty (1) ‘huddle’ – reader wonders why there is a huddle/connotations of fight/

accident etc (1)









3 marks

2.
tackety boots/frayed trousers/nondescript coat (1) suggests man is not wealthy/

working man hence state of clothes (1)






2 marks

3.
alliteration of ‘c’ sound (1) emphasises noises people are making as they struggle to see/connotations of a camera clicking as people take in the scene before them (1) 

like tourists sightseeing (1) candidates may also offer idea of chickens clucking round 

someone feeding them which emphasises the fact they are drawn to this scene 

3 marks

4.
Scottish/Glasgow dialect (1) makes event seem immediate and realistic/as if it is 

happening now (1)









2 marks

5.
he’s had it










1 mark

6.
doesn’t understand what is happening/why his mother is kneeling down


1 mark

7.
sibilance (1) emphasises the whispers of people watching events unfold (1)

2 marks

8.
awkwardly/nervous









1 mark

9.
doesn’t know what to say to him (1) looks up at the crowd for help (1)


2 marks

10.
anonymity of ‘these’ highlights he doesn’t know any of them (1) he is dying amongst 

strangers (1) no one knows if he is in pain or not (1)





3 marks

11.
he is frightened / he is unable to focus on anything or any other appropriate answer
2 marks

12.
as is he is looking towards heaven







1 mark

13,
word choice – moving out etc (1) as if…belonged – they try to hold him back to life 

but he is dying (1) idea of contrast between those who belong to earth and those who 

don’t/can’t stop death process








2 marks

14.
personification (1) compares ambulance to predatory animal hungry for next death (1) 

howls allude to ambulance siren emphasising the predatory image further (1)

3 marks

15.
non specific death (1) highlights fact it could happen to anyone / highlights fact man 

died among strangers and no one knows who he is (1)




2 marks

Total 30 marks

Marking Scheme for Passage 7

1.
he mentions fact he is sitting reading then gets up & tidies up (1) he sits down then 

gets up and goes to the kitchen & washes cup (1) sits back down again & looks at his 

watch (1) all giving impression he can’t settle





3 marks

2.
he doesn’t answer his question (1) but replies by asking him a question (1)


2 marks

3.
starts talking about origin of his name (1) mentions getting family tree done to someone 

he has just met (1)









2 marks

4.
Waters is a bit confused/shocked/surprised (1) at the fact Evans seems so open/so 

forward (1) considering they have just met (1)





3 marks

5.
because he has had to ask him what his name is twice




1 mark

6.
shortens it to Kev
(1) in an attempt to be more friendly perhaps (1)


2 marks

7.
short clipped sentences (1) indicates he doesn’t really know what to say (1) 

emphasising fact he feels uncomfortable with situation/ perhaps slightly annoyed (1)
3 marks

8.
     he continues to look around him







1 mark




9.
politeness/business like








1 mark

10.
metaphor (1) highlights the fact they are not at work/not business associates and should 

be more friendly (1)









2 mark

11.
disrespectful /inappropriate








1 mark

12.
they’re my passion









1 mark

13.
he looks after them/treats them with respect (1) to ensure no harm comes to them (1)   
2 marks

14.
he continues to pick more up








1 mark

15.
they become involved in a conversation about death (1) commenting that dying in a 

car crash wouldn’t be the worst way to die (1)





2 marks

16.
cheeky/impertinent/forward or similar






1 mark

17.
that you can let yourself go by watching a film and relax from the monotony and 

repetitiveness of ordinary life








2 marks

Total 30 marks

Marking Scheme for Passage 8

1.
she finds it difficult to remember her mother both physically (1) and in relating to 

her as a person (1)









2 marks

2.
there is nothing especially significant about her mother to mark her out from anyone 

else (1) she seems to pass through life without anyone noticing her (1)


2 marks

3.
forgetful/absent minded image of her mother (1) refers to items she frequently lost (1)
2 marks

4.
Bea











1 mark

5.
uncertain/indefinite/unclear (1) author stresses her inability to recognise herself as one 

of the girls in a photograph (1)







2 marks

6.
because she looks just like her mother’s mother





1 mark

7.
her eyes flick….list









2 marks

8.
she grew up there and has all memories of childhood in that house (1) idea of bond 

existing between Veronica and house (1)






2 marks

9.
that is where visitors go and she is not a visitor





1 mark

10.
the house had to be extended (1) and the kitchen extension ate away into the back 

garden/back garden became the extension (1)





2 marks

11.
she doesn’t feel it looks like a real house any more (1) it has become just one massive 

extension (1)










2 marks

12.
a developer would knock the whole thing down and rebuild




1 mark

13.
focuses on smell , hits me/cooked, dusty/makes her gag (1) hints at being old and 

untidy – old sheets/chair has shiny arms (1) general sense of decay included in 

‘human waste’ (1)









3 marks

14.
she has to take a lot of tablets








1 mark

15.
her mother still hasn’t called her by her name/Veronica




1 mark

16.
so many people living in the house all of different ages (1) it was difficult to act your age / remember what age you actually were / treated the same whatever age (1)


2 marks

17.
the hole Liam made









1 mark

18.
After Liam has tried to throw a knife at his mother and made a hole in the wall, one of 

the brothers drags him outside to hit him (1/2) everyone, even Liam is laughing at the

 scene then Liam topples his brother to the ground (1/2) the mother is ignoring this and 

sets about her routine again (1/2) Midge gestures the knife at the boys outside then puts 

in with the dirty dishes (1/2)         







2 marks

Total 30 marks

Marking Scheme for Passage 9

1.
the bishops are of one mind on this







1 mark

2.
he is influenced a lot by Edward







1 mark

3.
relent – to abandon his (harsh) attitude (1) by presenting him with accomplished fact (1) 

and hope of another crusade (1)







3 marks

4.
there is no one left to stand for the position (1) he is the best equipped for military/

war states (1) only one capable of guiding a group ( to victory) /taking charge (1)

3 marks

5.
he is hugely unpopular with Comyns (1) they would change allegiance if he was in 

charge of things (1)









2 marks

6.
they will follow whoever can deliver independence





1 mark

7.
money and numerous recruits








2 marks

8.
qualities associated with a knight/moral religious   NOT good manners


1 mark

9.
he is being too positive (1) as men will think he is fighting for his own purposes and 

not for good of others (1)








2 marks

10.
 metaphor (1) all appearances but no substance whatsoever (1)



2 marks

11.
abdication










1 mark

12.
exclamation marks (1) mark out two commands/statements issued emphatically (1)
2 marks

13.
scared at what Edward has done (1) and angry at state of country owing to Edward’s 

actions (1)










2 marks

14.
refers to the monarchy (1) metonymy (1)






2 marks

15.
lists people /father & uncle (1) not responsible then ends in ‘me’ to highlight his 

responsibility (1)









2 marks

16.
vengeance/anger









1 mark

17.
check how ill Edward is/ see state of Edward’s health




1 mark

18.
make a deal with him/offer crown in exchange for his land




1 mark

Total 30 marks

Marking Scheme for Passage 10

1.
camera film (1) containing images of devastation/warfare atrocities (1)


2 marks

2.
compares the developing room to a church owing to the soft lighting and he is the 

priest (1) just as a priest conducts mass he is developing the camera (1) which hints 

at some sort of religious miracle being compared to the developing miracle of turning 

a spool into pictures (1) comparison is effective as it highlights the solemnity of the 

situation/how serious the photographer takes his profession/also the silence involved/contemplation etc. (1)







4 marks

3.
all areas of warfare / areas where mass killings have taken place



1 mark

4.
again has connotations of earlier religious imagery (1) and refers to belief 

‘we are dust and unto dust we will return’/ that we will all be buried and 

return to earth one day (1)








2 marks

5.
sibilance (1) used to emphasise the noises made in the developing room / has connotations 

of sobbing also (1)









2 marks

6.
he has only just become aware of the horrors he has captured on film (1) was too busy to be affected whilst taking pictures at the time(1)






2 marks

7.
the problems of his home life can be easily fixed (1) hints that life back home is enhanced 

greatly when the weather is good / or only problems people at home have is complaining

 about the weather (1)









2 marks

8.
areas of land where land mines are planted / areas which are under attack


1 mark

9.
because the man in the photo is not quite dead yet (1) but probably will be now,

hence the picture shows him on transition from life to death (1) or similar idea

2 marks

10.
lines contain enjambment which runs the lines together (1) this highlights how quickly 

and continuous events happened with no time to think (1) also shows how these events 

could not be stopped even if he wanted to (1)





3 marks

11.
tone is mocking (1) poet highlights how ridiculous the nature of his job is (1) by showing 

that people only see a few photographs and only think of the images for a brief time (1)
3 marks

12.
that some of the readers may feel sympathy for the people in photographs (1) when they 

have a moment to think about them on a Sunday (1) before getting back to their normal/

safe lives (1)










3 marks

13.
accept the readers or the people in photographs





1 mark

14.
any reference to the absurdity of the situation that people like him are sent out to war 

torn areas just so people at home can look at these pictures briefly then get back to their 

everyday lives










2 marks

Total 30 marks

