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Section A
Answer one question from this section.
Remember, at least one of the questions you answer must be a (b) passage-based question chosen
from either Section A or Section B.
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: Richard II
1

Either

(a) ‘Bolingbroke is presented as a politician, motivated only by his ambition to be king.’
How far, and in what ways, do you agree with this view?

Or

(b) Paying close attention to language, tone and action, discuss the following passage,
showing what it contributes to Shakespeare’s presentation of King Richard’s
followers.
York:

What is’t, knave?

York:

God for his mercy! what a tide of woes
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once!
I know not what to do. I would to God,
So my untruth had not provok’d him to it,
The King had cut off my head with my brother’s.
What, are there no posts dispatch’d for Ireland?
How shall we do for money for these wars?
Come, sister – cousin, I would say – pray, pardon me.
Go, fellow, get thee home, provide some carts,
And bring away the armour that is there.
[Exit SERVANT.
Gentlemen, will you go muster men?
If I know how or which way to order these affairs
Thus disorderly thrust into my hands,
Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen.
T’one is my sovereign, whom both my oath
And duty bids defend; t’other again
Is my kinsman, whom the King hath wrong’d,
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right.
Well, somewhat we must do. – Come, cousin,
I’ll dispose of you. Gentlemen, go muster up your men,
And meet me presently at Berkeley.
I should to Plashy too,
But time will not permit. All is uneven,
And everything is left at six and seven.
[Exeunt YORK and QUEEN.

Servant:

Bushy:

Green:

© UCLES 2019

An hour before I came, the Duchess died.

The wind sits fair for news to go to Ireland.
But none returns. For us to levy power
Proportionable to the enemy
Is all unpossible.

Besides, our nearness to the King in love
Is near the hate of those love not the King.
9695/52/F/M/19

5

10

15

20

25

30

3
Bagot:
Bushy:
Bagot:

Green:
Bushy:

Bagot:
Bushy:

Green:

Bushy:
Bagot:

35

And that is the wavering commons; for their love
Lies in their purses; and whoso empties them,
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate.
Wherein the King stands generally condemn’d.
If judgment lie in them, then so do we,
Because we ever have been near the King.

40

Well, I will for refuge straight to Bristow Castle.
The Earl of Wiltshire is already there.
Thither will I with you; for little office
Will the hateful commons perform for us,
Except like curs to tear us all to pieces.
Will you go along with us?

45

No; I will to Ireland to his Majesty.
Farewell. If heart’s presages be not vain,
We three here part that ne’er shall meet again.

That’s as York thrives to beat back Bolingbroke.

50

Well, we may meet again.

55

Alas, poor Duke! the task he undertakes
Is numb’ring sands and drinking oceans dry.
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly.
Farewell at once – for once, for all, and ever.
I fear me, never.

[Exeunt.
Act 2, Scene 2
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: The Winter’s Tale
2

Either

(a) In what ways, and with what effects, does Shakespeare present parent and child
relationships in the play?

Or

(b) Paying careful attention to language, tone and action, discuss the significance of
the following passage to the play’s meaning and effects.
Leontes:

Paulina:

Leontes:

Polixenes:
Paulina:

Leontes:

Perdita:
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O Paulina,
We honour you with trouble; but we came
To see the statue of our queen. Your gallery
Have we pass’d through, not without much content
In many singularities; but we saw not
That which my daughter came to look upon,
The statue of her mother.

As she liv’d peerless,
So her dead likeness, I do well believe,
Excels whatever yet you look’d upon
Or hand of man hath done; therefore I keep it
Lonely, apart. But here it is. Prepare
To see the life as lively mock’d as ever
Still sleep mock’d death. Behold; and say ’tis well.
[PAULINA draws a curtain, and discovers
HERMIONE standing like a statue.
I like your silence; it the more shows off
Your wonder; but yet speak. First, you, my liege.
Comes it not something near?
Her natural posture!
Chide me, dear stone, that I may say indeed
Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art she
In thy not chiding; for she was as tender
As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina,
Hermione was not so much wrinkled, nothing
So aged as this seems.
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O, not by much!

So much the more our carver’s excellence,
Which lets go by some sixteen years and makes her
As she liv’d now.
As now she might have done,
So much to my good comfort as it is
Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood,
Even with such life of majesty – warm life,
As now it coldly stands – when first I woo’d her!
I am asham’d. Does not the stone rebuke me
For being more stone than it? O royal piece,
There’s magic in thy majesty, which has
My evils conjur’d to remembrance, and
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits,
Standing like stone with thee!

And give me leave,
And do not say ’tis superstition that
I kneel, and then implore her blessing. Lady,
Dear queen, that ended when I but began,
9695/52/F/M/19
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Paulina:
Camillo:

Polixenes:

Paulina:

Leontes:
Paulina:

Leontes:

Polixenes:
Leontes:
Paulina:

Give me that hand of yours to kiss.

O, patience!
The statue is but newly fix’d, the colour’s
Not dry.
My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid on,
Which sixteen winters cannot blow away,
So many summers dry. Scarce any joy
Did ever so long live; no sorrow
But kill’d itself much sooner.

Dear my brother,
Let him that was the cause of this have pow’r
To take off so much grief from you as he
Will piece up in himself.

Indeed, my lord,
If I had thought the sight of my poor image
Would thus have wrought you – for the stone is mine –
I’d not have show’d it.

50

55

60

Do not draw the curtain.

No longer shall you gaze on’t, lest your fancy
May think anon it moves.

Let be, let be.
Would I were dead, but that methinks already –
What was he that did make it? See, my lord,
Would you not deem it breath’d, and that those veins
Did verily bear blood?
Masterly done!
The very life seems warm upon her lip.
The fixure of her eye has motion in’t,
As we are mock’d with art.

I’ll draw the curtain.
My lord’s almost so far transported that
He’ll think anon it lives.

65

70

75

Act 5, Scene 3

© UCLES 2019

9695/52/F/M/19

[Turn over

6
Section B
Answer one question from this section.
Remember, at least one of the questions you answer must be a (b) passage-based question chosen
from either Section A or Section B.
JANE AUSTEN: Northanger Abbey
3

Either

(a) How, and with what effects does Austen present Catherine’s relationships with
different men?

Or

(b) Paying close attention to the effects of the writing, discuss the following passage,
showing what it contributes to your understanding of Austen’s methods and
concerns.
The night was stormy; the wind had been rising at intervals the whole afternoon;
and by the time the party broke up, it blew and rained violently. Catherine, as she
crossed the hall, listened to the tempest with sensations of awe; and, when she
heard it rage round a corner of the ancient building and close with sudden fury
a distant door, felt for the first time that she was really in an Abbey.—Yes, these
were characteristic sounds;—they brought to her recollection a countless variety of
dreadful situations and horrid scenes, which such buildings had witnessed, and such
storms ushered in; and most heartily did she rejoice in the happier circumstances
attending her entrance within walls so solemn!—She had nothing to dread from
midnight assassins or drunken gallants. Henry had certainly been only in jest in
what he had told her that morning. In a house so furnished, and so guarded, she
could have nothing to explore or to suffer; and might go to her bedroom as securely
as if it had been her own chamber at Fullerton. Thus wisely fortifying her mind, as
she proceeded up stairs, she was enabled, especially on perceiving that Miss Tilney
slept only two doors from her, to enter her room with a tolerably stout heart; and her
spirits were immediately assisted by the cheerful blaze of a wood fire. “How much
better is this,” said she, as she walked to the fender—“how much better to find a
fire ready lit, than to have to wait shivering in the cold till all the family are in bed, as
so many poor girls have been obliged to do, and then to have a faithful old servant
frightening one by coming in with a faggot! How glad I am that Northanger is what it
is! If it had been like some other places, I do not know that, in such a night as this,
I could have answered for my courage:—but now, to be sure, there is nothing to
alarm one.”
She looked round the room. The window curtains seemed in motion. It could
be nothing but the violence of the wind penetrating through the divisions of the
shutters; and she stept boldly forward, carelessly humming a tune, to assure herself
of its being so, peeped courageously behind each curtain, saw nothing on either
low window seat to scare her, and on placing a hand against the shutter, felt the
strongest conviction of the wind’s force. A glance at the old chest, as she turned
away from this examination, was not without its use; she scorned the causeless
fears of an idle fancy, and began with a most happy indifference to prepare herself
for bed. “She should take her time; she should not hurry herself; she did not care if
she were the last person up in the house. But she would not make up her fire; that
would seem cowardly, as if she wished for the protection of light after she were in
bed.” The fire therefore died away, and Catherine, having spent the best part of an
hour in her arrangements, was beginning to think of stepping into bed, when, on
giving a parting glance round the room, she was struck by the appearance of a high,
old-fashioned black cabinet, which, though in a situation conspicuous enough, had
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never caught her notice before. Henry’s words, his description of the ebony cabinet
which was to escape her observation at first, immediately rushed across her; and 40
though there could be nothing really in it, there was something whimsical, it was
certainly a very remarkable coincidence!
Volume 2, Chapter 6
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EMILY BRONTË: Wuthering Heights
4

Either

(a) Compare and contrast the presentation of Cathy Linton’s relationships with Edgar
and Heathcliff.

Or

(b) Paying close attention to the effects of the writing, discuss the following passage,
showing what it contributes to your understanding of Brontë’s methods and
concerns.
Scarcely were these words uttered, when I recollected the association of
Heathcliff’s with Catherine’s name in the book, which had completely slipped from
my memory, till thus awakened. I blushed at my inconsideration; but, without showing
further consciousness of the offence, I hastened to add—“The truth is, sir, I passed
the first part of the night in”—Here I stopped afresh—I was about to say “perusing
those old volumes,” then it would have revealed my knowledge of their written, as
well as their printed, contents: so, correcting myself, I went on, “in spelling over the
name scratched on that window-ledge. A monotonous occupation, calculated to set
me asleep, like counting, or”——
“What can you mean by talking in this way to me?” thundered Heathcliff with
savage vehemence. “How—how dare you, under my roof?—God! he’s mad to
speak so!” And he struck his forehead with rage.
I did not know whether to resent this language or pursue my explanation; but
he seemed so powerfully affected that I took pity and proceeded with my dreams;
affirming I had never heard the appellation of “Catherine Linton” before, but reading
it often over produced an impression which personified itself when I had no longer
my imagination under control. Heathcliff gradually fell back into the shelter of the
bed, as I spoke; finally sitting down almost concealed behind it. I guessed, however,
by his irregular and intercepted breathing, that he struggled to vanquish an excess
of violent emotion. Not liking to show him that I had heard the conflict, I continued
my toilette rather noisily, looked at my watch, and soliloquised on the length of the
night: “Not three o’clock yet! I could have taken oath it had been six. Time stagnates
here: we must surely have retired to rest at eight!”
“Always at nine in winter, and always rise at four,” said my host, suppressing
a groan: and, as I fancied, by the motion of his shadow’s arm, dashing a tear from
his eyes. “Mr. Lockwood,” he added, “you may go into my room: you’ll only be in the
way, coming downstairs so early; and your childish outcry has sent sleep to the devil
for me.”
“And for me, too,” I replied. “I’ll walk in the yard till daylight, and then I’ll be off;
and you need not dread a repetition of my intrusion. I’m now quite cured of seeking
pleasure in society, be it country or town. A sensible man ought to find sufficient
company in himself.”
“Delightful company!” muttered Heathcliff. “Take the candle, and go where
you please. I shall join you directly. Keep out of the yard, though, the dogs are
unchained; and the house—Juno mounts sentinel there, and—nay, you can only
ramble about the steps and passages. But, away with you! I’ll come in two minutes!”
I obeyed, so far as to quit the chamber; when, ignorant where the narrow lobbies
led, I stood still, and was witness, involuntarily, to a piece of superstition on the part
of my landlord, which belied, oddly, his apparent sense. He got on to the bed, and
wrenched open the lattice, bursting, as he pulled at it, into an uncontrollable passion
of tears. “Come in! come in!” he sobbed. “Cathy, do come. Oh do—once more! Oh!
my heart’s darling! hear me this time, Catherine, at last!” The spectre showed a
spectre’s ordinary caprice: it gave no sign of being; but the snow and wind whirled
wildly through, even reaching my station, and blowing out the light.
Volume 1, Chapter 3
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GEOFFREY CHAUCER: The Franklin’s Prologue and Tale
5

Either

(a) How and with what effects does Chaucer present different attitudes to marriage?

Or

(b) Paying close attention to the poetic methods, discuss the following passage,
showing what it contributes to Chaucer’s concerns in The Franklin’s Prologue and
Tale.
And whan this book was in his remembraunce,
Anon for joye his herte gan to daunce,
And to hymself he seyde pryvely:
“My brother shal be warisshed hastily;
For I am siker that ther be sciences
By whiche men make diverse apparences,
Swiche as thise subtile tregetoures pleye.
For ofte at feestes have I wel herd seye
That tregetours withinne an halle large
Have maad come in a water and a barge,
And in the halle rowen up and doun.
Somtyme hath semed come a grym leoun;
And somtyme floures sprynge as in a mede;
Somtyme a vyne, and grapes white and rede;
Somtyme a castel, al of lym and stoon;
And whan hem lyked, voyded it anon.
Thus semed it to every mannes sighte.
“Now thanne conclude I thus: that if I myghte
At Orliens som oold felawe yfynde
That hadde thise moones mansions in mynde,
Or oother magyk natureel above,
He sholde wel make my brother han his love.
For with an apparence a clerk may make,
To mannes sighte, that alle the rokkes blake
Of Britaigne weren yvoyded everichon,
And shippes by the brynke comen and gon,
And in swich forme enduren a wowke or two.
Thanne were my brother warisshed of his wo;
Thanne moste she nedes holden hire biheste,
Or elles he shal shame hire atte leeste.”
What sholde I make a lenger tale of this?
Unto his brotheres bed he comen is,
And swich confort he yaf hym for to gon
To Orliens that he up stirte anon,
And on his wey forthward thanne is he fare
In hope for to been lissed of his care.
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THOMAS HARDY: Tess of the d’Urbervilles
6

Either

(a) How, and with what effects, does Hardy present families in the novel?

Or

(b) Paying close attention to the effects of the writing, discuss the following passage,
showing what it contributes to your understanding of the relationship between Tess
and Angel.
By the time they reached home she was contrite and spiritless. She was
Mrs Angel Clare, indeed, but had she any moral right to the name? Was she not
more truly Mrs Alexander d’Urberville? Could intensity of love justify what might be
considered in upright souls as culpable reticence? She knew not what was expected
of women in such cases; and she had no counsellor.
However, when she found herself alone in her room for a few minutes – the last
day this on which she was ever to enter it – she knelt down and prayed. She tried
to pray to God, but it was her husband who really had her supplication. Her idolatry
of this man was such that she herself almost feared it to be ill-omened. She was
conscious of the notion expressed by Friar Laurence: ‘These violent delights have
violent ends.’ It might be too desperate for human conditions – too rank, too wild,
too deadly.
‘O my love, my love, why do I love you so!’ she whispered there alone; ‘for she
you love is not my real self, but one in my image; the one I might have been!’
Afternoon came, and with it the hour for departure. They had decided to fulfil
the plan of going for a few days to the lodgings in the old farmhouse near Wellbridge
Mill, at which he meant to reside during his investigation of flour processes. At
two o’clock there was nothing left to do but to start. All the servantry of the dairy
were standing in the red-brick entry to see them go out, the dairyman and his wife
following to the door. Tess saw her three chamber-mates in a row against the wall,
pensively inclining their heads. She had much questioned if they would appear at the
parting moment; but there they were, stoical and staunch to the last. She knew why
the delicate Retty looked so fragile, and Izz so tragically sorrowful, and Marian so
blank; and she forgot her own dogging shadow for a moment in contemplating theirs.
She impulsively whispered to him –
‘Will you kiss ’em all, once, poor things, for the first and last time?’
Clare had not the least objection to such a farewell formality – which was all
that it was to him – and as he passed them he kissed them in succession where
they stood, saying ‘Good-bye’ to each as he did so. When they reached the door
Tess femininely glanced back to discern the effect of that kiss of charity; there was
no triumph in her glance, as there might have been. If there had it would have
disappeared when she saw how moved the girls all were. The kiss had obviously
done harm by awakening feelings they were trying to subdue.
Of all this Clare was unconscious. Passing on to the wicket-gate he shook
hands with the dairyman and his wife, and expressed his last thanks to them for
their attentions; after which there was a moment of silence before they had moved
off. It was interrupted by the crowing of a cock. The white one with the rose comb
had come and settled on the palings in front of the house, within a few yards of
them, and his notes thrilled their ears through, dwindling away like echoes down a
valley of rocks.
‘Oh?’ said Mrs Crick. ‘An afternoon crow!’
Two men were standing by the yard gate, holding it open.
‘That’s bad,’ one murmured to the other, not thinking that the words could be
heard by the group at the door-wicket.
The cock crew again – straight towards Clare.
‘Well!’ said the dairyman.
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‘I don’t like to hear him!’ said Tess to her husband. ‘Tell the man to drive on.
Good-bye, good-bye!’
The cock crew again.
Chapter 33

© UCLES 2019

9695/52/F/M/19

[Turn over

12
ANDREW MARVELL: Selected Poems
7

Either

(a) Discuss some of the effects created by Marvell’s presentation of opposing points of
view in his poetry. You should refer to three poems in your answer.

Or

(b) Paying close attention to poetic methods and their effects, discuss the following
poem, showing what it contributes to your understanding of Marvell’s concerns.
The Match
1
Nature had long a treasure made
Of all her choicest store;
Fearing, when she should be decayed,
To beg in vain for more.
2
Her orientest colours there,
And essences most pure,
With sweetest perfumes hoarded were,
All, as she thought, secure.
3
She seldom them unlocked, or used,
But with the nicest care;
For, with one grain of them diffused,
She could the world repair.
4
But likeness soon together drew
What she did sep’rate lay;
Of which one perfect beauty grew,
And that was Celia.
5
Love wisely had of long foreseen
That he must once grow old;
And therefore stored a magazine,
To save him from the cold.
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6
He kept the several cells replete
With nitre thrice refined;
The naphtha’s and the sulphur’s heat,
And all that burns the mind.
7
He fortified the double gate,
And rarely thither came;
For, with one spark of these, he straight
All Nature could inflame.
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8
Till, by vicinity so long,
A nearer way they sought;
And, grown magnetically strong,
Into each other wrought.
9
Thus all his fuel did unite
To make one fire high:
None ever burned so hot, so bright:
And, Celia, that am I.
10
So we alone the happy rest,
Whilst all the world is poor,
And have within ourselves possessed
All Love’s and Nature’s store.
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PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY: Selected Poems
8

Either

(a) ‘Shelley believed in the power of poetry to change the world.’
How far, and in what ways, do you agree with this view of Shelley’s poetry? You
should refer to three poems in your answer.

Or

(b) Paying close attention to poetic methods and effects, discuss the following extract
from Hymn to Intellectual Beauty, showing what it contributes to your understanding
of Shelley’s concerns.
1
The awful shadow of some unseen Power
Floats though unseen among us,—visiting
This various world with as inconstant wing
As summer winds that creep from flower to flower.—
Like moonbeams that behind some piny mountain shower,
It visits with inconstant glance
Each human heart and countenance;
Like hues and harmonies of evening,—
Like clouds in starlight widely spread,—
Like memory of music fled,—
Like aught that for its grace may be
Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery.
2
Spirit of BEAUTY, that dost consecrate
With thine own hues all thou dost shine upon
Of human thought or form,—where art thou gone?
Why dost thou pass away and leave our state,
This dim vast vale of tears, vacant and desolate?
Ask why the sunlight not for ever
Weaves rainbows o’er yon mountain-river,
Why aught should fail and fade that once is shown,
Why fear and dream and death and birth
Cast on the daylight of this earth
Such gloom,—why man has such a scope
For love and hate, despondency and hope?
3
No voice from some sublimer world hath ever
To sage or poet these responses given—
Therefore the names of God and ghosts, and Heaven,
Remain the records of their vain endeavour,
Frail spells—whose uttered charm might not avail to sever,
From all we hear and all we see,
Doubt, chance, and mutability.
Thy light alone—like mist o’er mountains driven,
Or music by the night-wind sent
Thro’ strings of some still instrument,
Or moonlight on a midnight stream,
Gives grace and truth to life’s unquiet dream.
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4
Love, Hope, and Self-esteem, like clouds depart
And come, for some uncertain moments lent.
Man were immortal, and omnipotent,
Didst thou, unknown and awful as thou art,
Keep with thy glorious train firm state within his heart.
Thou messenger of sympathies,
That wax and wane in lovers’ eyes—
Thou—that to human thought art nourishment,
Like darkness to a dying flame!
Depart not as thy shadow came.
Depart not—lest the grave should be,
Like life and fear, a dark reality.
from Hymn to Intellectual Beauty
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