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Answer Question 1 and either Question 2 or Question 3.

1  The following extract from a biography focuses on a day in the life of an Iraqi family in the 1950s.
(a) Comment on the ways the writer uses language and style in the extract. [15]

(b) Imagine you are the writer. Basing your writing closely on the style and features of the original,
continue the account using between 120 and 150 of your own words. You do not need to
bring your response to a conclusion. [10]

‘Mama, look! The snake is coming. He is nearly in our house.’

Nabeel, now eight, and his little brother Jabbar are hopping up and down
impatiently as they tell Sabria of the Lebetine viper’s progress across the sandy
courtyard. ‘He has left Ali’s house, Mama, and he is coming to ours, slithering along
in the sand. He is a big, beautiful one. Please come and see, Mama.’ 5

‘He will be our snake,’ Jabbar squeals, with the wilful certainty of a four-year-old.

‘And the bowl? Is that still where | left it?” Sabria calls to them from the well,
knowing that either of them, in his eagerness, may have forgotten to replenish the
water, or even knocked it over.

‘Yes, Mama,’ the two boys chorus. ‘It’s still there.’ 10

‘And | filled it,” Jabbar says proudly. ‘Nabeel put in the salt but | got the water
and poured it.’

Sabria sets down her bucket and moves to the gate where the boys are crouched.

It isn’t that she doesn’t trust them, simply that things have to be right. There are no
second chances with snakes. 15

Cautiously she treads backwards through the courtyard, her shoes leaving only
the faintest impression in the sand. The bowl, a simple brown earthenware dish,
brims with salty water. Broader at the base than at the lip, it will not tip over when the
snake begins to drink, yet it is shallow enough for it to reach in easily.

‘Don’t go too close,’” Sabria breathes, returning to the bronze grate where she 20
is about to start cooking rice. ‘And if | see either of you throwing stones | will punish
you severely. You must never tease a snake.’

The two boys run from the shady part of the courtyard and out through the
doorway, a huge wooden frame, nailed together from reclaimed railway sleepers
that Yasin had liberated from the depot at the old Western Baghdad railway station. 25
Across it are nailed strips of silvery aluminium — flat-beaten from empty cooking-oil
cans, with patches of red and yellow paint still visible.

Half ignoring their mother, the boys crouch at the compound gate to watch the
snake as it slithers along beneath the brown mud wall. Jabbar tugs at Nabeel’s
shorts. ‘Shall we move the bowl? Maybe he cannot see it.’ 30

‘No,” whispers Nabeel, ‘it’s too dangerous. And you are only four, so you should
do as | say because | am older.” He holds Jabbar tight by the arm, both boys frozen
a few feet from the snake, which has stopped moving and is eyeing them with its
head raised and motionless. Nabeel reaches slowly for his seven-eyes talisman.

A tiny piece of rock with seven gnarled fingers and a spherical hole at the end of 35
each, it has been glued into his hair with asphalt at his mother’s instruction by an old

mystic living on the outskirts of Karradat Mariam. Rolling it between his thumb and
forefinger, he feels a reassuring sense of its protection come over him. To Jabbar, he
whispers, ‘We will win, you’ll see. But to win we must be patient and wait for him to

come in his own time.’ Cautiously at first, the snake arcs sideways towards the bowl, 40
leaving a series of identical S-shaped tracks in the sand.

The boys know that much depends on the snake taking a drink from their bowl.

Their mother, like everyone they know, has often told them that a visiting snake
brings good fortune to a house and everyone in it. But first it must drink the offering.
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‘So if he drinks from the bowl, he won'’t bite us and we’ll have good luck?’ asks 45
Jabbar, still confused.

‘'ve already told you,” Nabeel says impatiently. ‘If he drinks the water he is our
friend for always.’

‘But what about people who don't live here? Will he bite them instead?’

‘I don’t know,” Nabeel hisses testily, flicking his brother’s ear. ‘All | know is that 50
Mama says we must be good to him and not scare him away, because then it’ll be
good for us.” Crouched in the sand, the two boys consider their next move.
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(@) Comment on the ways in which language and style are used in the extract.

The following text is an extract from a French writer’s memoir about the part of her childhood she
spent with her grandparents in Egypt.

[15]

(b) Imagine that you are the grandmother in the extract. Using your own words, write her diary

account of the day her granddaughter was taken away. Base your writing closely on the

material in the original extract and write between 120 and 150 words.

Chapter 6

After my father’s death in 1939, my mother traveled. When war was declared in
Europe, she had worried about my brother and had tried to have him come back,
but her father had convinced her that the war would last only a few months and that
my brother would be safe with them. She then decided to leave for Lebanon. My
mother loved Beirut, which she used to say reminded her of Paris. She stayed there
from 1939 to 1942, calling my grandparents once in a while to see how | was. She
never talked to me on the telephone, and she became, as the time went by, some
faraway figure that | often fantasized about. In my dreams, she was the perfect
mother who one day would come, after which we would all live happily together.

Then one day, | was in the kitchen eating my godter (snack): puréed chickpeas
and some triangles of pita that Ahmet had toasted the way | liked, so crisp that they
crumbled as | dipped them. My grandmother sailed into the kitchen followed by my
mother — suntanned, young, radiant. My hand, with the piece of pita slathered with
hummus, froze. | stared rudely until | was interrupted by my grandmother’s worried
voice. “Say hello to your mother, Colette!” How do you say hello to a mother you
haven’t seen for three years? | walked slowly toward her. She lunged at me, put her
large hands around my face, and exclaimed, “You’ve grown so much! You’re lovely,
but you’ve put on so much weight! ... and you’re so dark! What happened?”

My grandmother cringed. We had just spent a month at the sea, and my
copper-colored skin always deepened in tone. Yes, | was rounder than | had been
when she left me, but | was far from plump. We left the kitchen and followed my
grandmother into the living room in awkward silence. There Mother looked at me
again, hesitated for a moment, and, after heaving a great, dramatic sigh, began to
speak. She told me that she had moved back to Cairo and had taken an apartment
in town with an ltalian friend whose husband — an engineer — was interned in a
prisoner-of-war camp outside of Alexandria. “The poor woman had nowhere to
go. So, you understand, | took her in. We are really the best of friends. And her
daughter, Yolande — we call her Lola — is intelligent and very pretty. She’ll be your
best friend ... you'll see. She can teach you to dress well and act like a lady.”

There was another long silence. My grandmother’s dressmaker had made the
gossamer-thin white cotton dress | was wearing. | liked my dress. | didn’t think | was
badly dressed. | gave my grandmother a quizzical look, and in a low voice she said
that my mother had come to take me home. | would leave that afternoon with her. |
started to sob, clinging to Grandmaman. This was not what | had dreamed about all
those years.
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3 In the text which follows, the writer reviews a non-fiction book about Dadaab in East Africa — the
largest refugee camp in the world.

(a) Comment on the ways in which the writer uses language and style in the passage. [15]

(b) Imagine that a friend of yours intends to do voluntary work helping refugees. Using your own
words and basing your writing closely on the material in the passage, write an email (between
120 and 150 words) in which you advise this friend of the need for such help in Dadaab. [10]

In 2010, Ben Rawlence, then a researcher for Human Rights Watch, visited the

refugee camp of Dadaab on the eastern Kenyan border, home to three thousand
displaced people, many of whom had fled the chronic civil war in neighbouring
Somalia. The next year, he returned for what would be the first of seven long visits

to follow the lives of nine of its inhabitants, and to watch the camp grow until it 5
became the largest refugee settlement in the world; more town than camp, with

its own hospitals, cinemas and soccer teams. It would be good to be able to

say that his story is encouraging or uplifting; but Rawlence’s City of Thorns is a

deeply disturbing and depressing portrait of the violence, destitution, fear, sense of
hopelessness and neglect in which a large number of the world’s estimated sixty 10
million forcibly displaced people now live.

At the time of Rawlence’s first visit to Dadaab, up to half of Somalia’s six to eight

million people had already fled their homes. Those who stayed behind were too

poor or wanted to guard what little they had left or, as Rawlence puts it, had become

“so accustomed to the roulette of war, it had simply become the landscape of life.” 15
Those determined to leave had struggled their way across the parched desert and

through the scrubby bush, dragging their exhausted, famished children behind

them, scaring them into keeping going with stories of lions. They were preyed upon

by marauding soldiers and insurgents, their possessions looted, until they found

a corner of this vast camp in which they could build a mud hut and receive just 20
enough food rations to stay alive. Around them lay a vast, bare plain, a treeless

dust bowl, with acacia thorns planted in the sand to mark out boundaries. Soon they
discovered that they had exchanged one hell for another.

In theory, the camp services were free. In practice, Dadaab had too little of
everything — food, water, schools, medical supplies. Corrupt officials and criminals 25
ensured an atmosphere of constant fear and watchfulness. The dry season brought

dust and sand and grit that got into everything; the rains brought insects, disease

and overflowing waste, and turned the roads into stinking rivers of sewage.

The inhabitants of Dadaab had coined a word: buufis. It meant an ache, a
depression, a persistent longing to be elsewhere, to be resettled in some other part 30
of the world, so strong that it pushed the present into the shadows. Buufis was

made worse by the Internet and Facebook, which enabled the residents of the camp

to follow the fortunes of those who had got away and thrived. There is little cure for

buufis now. Those stuck in Dadaab are truly stuck.

Among those who came were a young man called Guled, a former child soldier; 35
Nisho, born as his parents were fleeing their country in 1991; and clever, strong-willed

Muna, to whom schooling gave the confidence to defy the strict rules of her clan.

It is through their individual stories, their efforts to claw out just tolerable lives, find

work, have children, remain healthy, that Rawlence has built his remarkable book.

The book does not resolve into a particular ending: it simply stops. Some families 40
have opted to risk going home; others have stayed. Like Dadaab itself, the story has
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no conclusion. It is a portrait, beautifully and movingly painted. And it is more than
that. It is an important reminder that a vast majority of the world’s refugees remain,
like the inhabitants of Dadaab, in an indefinite limbo of poverty and fear, unwanted
and largely forgotten.
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