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Materials 
For this paper you must have: 
• an AQA 12-page answer booklet. 
 
Instructions 
• Use black ink or black ball-point pen. 
• Write the information required on the front of your answer book. The Examining Body for this  
 paper is AQA. The Paper Reference is 7706/1. 
• There are two sections:  
 Section A: Imagined Worlds 
 Section B: Poetic Voices 
• Answer one question from Section A and one question from Section B. 
• Do all rough work in your answer book. Cross through any work that you do not want to be  
 marked. 
 
Information 
• The maximum mark for this paper is 75. 
• The marks for questions are shown in brackets. There are 35 marks for the question from Section A 

and 40 marks for the question from Section B. 
• You will be marked on your ability to:  

– use good English  
– organise information clearly  
– use specialist vocabulary where appropriate. 

 
Advice 
• It is recommended that you spend about 40 minutes on Section A and 50 minutes on Section B.
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Section A 
 

Imagined Worlds 
 

Answer one question in this section. 
 
Either 

Frankenstein – Mary Shelley 
 

Read the extract printed below. Examine how Shelley presents Frankenstein in this 
extract.  

[35 marks] 
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About this time we retired to our house at Belrive. This change was particularly 
agreeable to me. The shutting of the gates regularly at ten o'clock, and the 
impossibility of remaining on the lake after that hour, had rendered our residence 
within the walls of Geneva very irksome to me. I was now free. Often, after the rest of 
the family had retired for the night, I took the boat, and passed many hours upon the 
water. Sometimes, with my sails set, I was carried by the wind; and sometimes, after 
rowing into the middle of the lake, I left the boat to pursue its own course, and gave 
way to my own miserable reflections. I was often tempted, when all was at peace 
around me, and I the only unquiet thing that wandered restless in a scene so beautiful 
and heavenly, if I except some bat, or the frogs, whose harsh and interrupted croaking 
was heard only when I approached the shore – often, I say, I was tempted to plunge 
into the silent lake, that the waters might close over me and my calamities for ever. But 
I was restrained, when I thought of the heroic and suffering Elizabeth, whom I tenderly 
loved, and whose existence was bound up in mine. I thought also of my father, and 
surviving brother: should I by my base desertion leave them exposed and unprotected 
to the malice of the fiend whom I had let loose among them?  
  At these moments I wept bitterly, and wished that peace would revisit my mind only 
that I might afford them consolation and happiness. But that could not be. Remorse 
extinguished every hope. I had been the author of unalterable evils; and I lived in daily 
fear, lest the monster whom I had created should perpetrate some new wickedness. I 
had an obscure feeling that all was not over, and that he would still commit some 
signal crime, which by its enormity should almost efface the recollection of the past. 
There was always scope for fear, so long as any thing I loved remained behind. My 
abhorrence of this fiend cannot be conceived. When I thought of him, I gnashed my 
teeth, my eyes became inflamed, and I ardently wished to extinguish that life which I 
had so thoughtlessly bestowed. When I reflected on his crimes and malice, my hatred 
and revenge burst all bounds of moderation. I would have made a pilgrimage to the 
highest peak of the Andes, could I, when there, have precipitated him to their base. I 
wished to see him again, that I might wreak the utmost extent of anger on his head, 
and avenge the deaths of William and Justine. 

 
 

0 1 
 



3 
 

   

  
 Turn over  

 

or 
 

Dracula – Bram Stoker 
 

Read the extract printed below. Examine how Stoker presents Dracula in this extract. 
[35 marks] 
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Within, stood a tall old man, clean-shaven save for a long white moustache, and clad 
in black from head to foot, without a single speck of colour about him anywhere. He 
held in his hand an antique silver lamp, in which the flame burned without chimney or 
globe of any kind, throwing long, quivering shadows as it flickered in the draught of the 
open door. The old man motioned me in with his right hand with a courtly gesture, 
saying in excellent English, but with a strange intonation:- 
  'Welcome to my house! Enter freely and of your own will!' He made no motion of 
stepping to meet me, but stood like a statue, as though his gesture of welcome had 
fixed him into stone. The instant, however, that I had stepped over the threshold, he 
moved impulsively forward, and holding out his hand grasped mine with a strength 
which made me wince, an effect which was not lessened by the fact that it seemed as 
cold as ice – more like the hand of a dead than a living man. Again he said:- 
  'Welcome to my house. Come freely. Go safely. And leave something of the 
happiness you bring!' The strength of the handshake was so much akin to that which I 
had noticed in the driver, whose face I had not seen, that for a moment I doubted if it 
were not the same person to whom I was speaking; so, to make sure, I said 
interrogatively:- 
  'Count Dracula?' He bowed in a courtly way as he replied: 
  'I am Dracula. And I bid you welcome, Mr Harker, to my house. Come in; the night air 
is chill, and you must need to eat and rest.' As he was speaking he put the lamp on a 
bracket on the wall, and stepping out, took my luggage; he had carried it in before I 
could forestall him. I protested, but he insisted:- 
  'Nay, sir, you are my guest. It is late, and my people are not available. Let me see to 
your comfort myself.' He insisted on carrying my traps along the passage, and then up 
a great winding stair, and along another great passage, on whose stone floor our 
steps rang heavily. At the end of this he threw open a heavy door, and I rejoiced to 
see within a well-lit room in which a table was spread for supper, and on whose mighty 
hearth a great fire of logs flamed and flared. 
  The Count halted, putting down my bags, closed the door, and crossing the room, 
opened another door, which led into a small octagonal room lit by a single lamp, and 
seemingly without a window of any sort. Passing through this, he opened another 
door, and motioned me to enter. It was a welcome sight; for here was a great bedroom 
well lighted and warmed with another log fire, which sent a hollow roar up the wide 
chimney. The Count himself left my luggage inside and withdrew, saying, before he 
closed the door:- 
  'You will need, after your journey, to refresh yourself by making your toilet. I trust you 
will find all you wish. When you are ready come into the other room, where you will 
find your supper prepared.' 
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The Handmaid’s Tale – Margaret Atwood 
 

 
Read the extract printed below. Examine how Atwood presents the Commander’s 
house in this extract. 

[35 marks] 
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A chair, a table, a lamp. Above, on the white ceiling, a relief ornament in the shape of 
a wreath, and in the centre of it a blank space, plastered over, like the place in a face 
where the eye has been taken out. There must have been a chandelier, once. They've 
removed anything you could tie a rope to. 
  A window, two white curtains. Under the window, a window seat with a little cushion. 
When the window is partly open – it only opens partly – the air can come in and make 
the curtains move. I can sit in the chair, or on the window seat, hands folded, and 
watch this. Sunlight comes in through the window too, and falls on the floor, which is 
made of wood, in narrow strips, highly polished. I can smell the polish. There's 
a rug on the floor, oval, of braided rags. This is the kind of touch they like: folk art, 
archaic, made by women, in their spare time, from things that have no further use. A 
return to traditional values. Waste not want not. I am not being wasted. Why do I 
want? 
  On the wall above the chair, a picture, framed but with no glass: a print of flowers, 
blue irises, watercolour. Flowers are still allowed. Does each of us have the same 
print, the same chair, the same white curtains, I wonder? Government issue?  
  Think of it as being in the army, said Aunt Lydia. 
  A bed. Single, mattress medium-hard, covered with a flocked white spread. Nothing 
takes place in the bed but sleep; or no sleep. I try not to think too much. Like other 
things now, thought must be rationed. There's a lot that doesn't bear thinking about. 
Thinking can hurt your chances, and I intend to last. I know why there is no glass, in 
front of the watercolour picture of blue irises, and why the window only opens partly 
and why the glass in it is shatterproof. It isn't running away they're afraid of. We 
wouldn't get far. It's those other escapes, the ones you can open in yourself, given a 
cutting edge. 
  So. Apart from these details, this could be a college guest room, for the less 
distinguished visitors; or a room in a rooming house, of former times, for ladies in 
reduced circumstances. That is what we are now. The circumstances have been 
reduced; for those of us who still have circumstances.  

But a chair, sunlight, flowers: these are not to be dismissed. I am alive, I live, I 
breathe, I put my hand out, unfolded, into the sunlight. Where I am is not a prison but a 
privilege, as Aunt Lydia said, who was in love with either/or. 
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The Lovely Bones – Alice Sebold 
 

Read the extract printed below. Examine how Sebold presents the interaction between 
George Harvey and Jack Salmon in this extract.  

[35 marks] 
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But through the snow I noticed this: my father was looking toward the green house in a 
new way. He had begun to wonder. 
  Inside, Mr. Harvey had donned a heavy flannel shirt, but what my father noticed first 
was what he carried in his arms: a stack of white cotton sheets. 
  "What are those for?" my father asked. Suddenly he could not stop seeing my face. 
  "Tarps," said Mr. Harvey. When he handed a stack to my father, the back of his hand 
touched my father's fingers. It was like an electric shock. 
  "You know something," my father said. 
  He met my father's eyes, held them, but did not speak. 
  They worked together, the snow falling, almost wafting, down. And as my father 
moved, his adrenaline raced. He checked what he knew. Had anyone asked this man 
where he was the day I disappeared? Had anyone seen this man in the cornfield? He 
knew his neighbors had been questioned. Methodically, the police had gone from door 
to door. 
  My father and Mr. Harvey spread the sheets over the domed arch, anchoring them 
along the square formed by the crossbars that linked the forked posts. Then they hung 
the remaining sheets straight down from these crossbars so that the bottoms of the 
sheets brushed the ground. 
  By the time they had finished, the snow sat gingerly on the covered arches. It filled in 
the hollows of my father's shirt and lay in a line across the top of his belt. I ached. I 
realized I would never rush out into the snow with Holiday again, would never push 
Lindsey on a sled, would never teach, against my better judgment, my little brother 
how to compact snow by shaping it against the base of his palm. I stood alone in a sea 
of bright petals. On Earth the snowflakes fell soft and blameless, a curtain descending. 
  Standing inside the tent, Mr. Harvey thought of how the virgin bride would be brought 
to a member of the Imezzureg on a camel. When my father made a move toward him, 
Mr. Harvey put his palm up. 
  "That's enough now," he said. "Why don't you go on home?" 
  The time had come for my father to think of something to say. But all he could think of 
was this: "Susie," he whispered, the second syllable whipped like a snake. 
  "We've just built a tent," Mr. Harvey said. "The neighbors saw us. We're friends now." 
  "You know something," my father said. 
  "Go home. I can't help you." 
  Mr. Harvey did not smile or step forward. He retreated into the bridal tent and let the 
final monogrammed white cotton sheet fall down. 
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Section B 
 

Poetic Voices 
 

Answer one question in this section. 
 

 
Either 

John Donne 
 

 
 
Read ‘The Good Morrow’ and ‘The Anniversary’, printed below and on page 7. 
Compare and contrast how the relationships between the people in these poems are 
presented. 

[40 marks] 
 

 
 
The Good Morrow 
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I wonder by my troth, what thou, and I 
Did, till we loved? Were we not weaned till then, 
But sucked on country pleasures, childishly? 
Or snorted we in th’seven sleepers' den? 
'Twas so; but this, all pleasures fancies be. 
If ever any beauty I did see, 
Which I desired, and got, 'twas but a dream of thee. 
 
And now good morrow to our waking souls, 
Which watch not one another out of fear; 
For love, all love of other sights controls, 
And makes one little room an everywhere. 
Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone, 
Let maps to others, worlds on worlds have shown, 
Let us possess one world, each hath one, and is one. 
 
My face in thine eye, thine in mine appears, 
And true plain hearts do in the faces rest, 
Where can we find two better hemispheres 
Without sharp North, without declining West? 
What ever dies, was not mixed equally; 
If our two loves be one, or, thou and I 
Love so alike, that none do slacken, none can die. 
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The Anniversary 
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All kings and all their favourites, 
All glory, of honours, beauties, wits, 

The sun itself, which makes times, as they pass, 
Is elder by a year, now, than it was 
When thou and I first one another saw. 
All other things to their destruction draw, 

Only our love hath no decay; 
This no tomorrow hath, nor yesterday; 
Running it never runs from us away, 
But truly keeps his first, last, everlasting day. 
 

Two graves must hide thine and my corpse; 
If one might, death were no divorce. 

Alas, as well as other princes, we 
(Who prince enough in one another be) 
Must leave at last in death, these eyes and ears, 
Oft fed with true oaths, and with sweet salt tears; 

But souls where nothing dwells but love 
(All other thoughts being inmates) then shall prove 
This, or a love increasèd there above, 
When bodies to their graves, souls from their  

graves remove. 
 

And then we shall be throughly blest, 
But we no more than all the rest; 

Here upon earth, we'are kings, and none but we 
Can be such kings, nor of such subjects be; 
Who is so safe as we, where none can do 
Treason to us, except one of us two? 

True and false fears let us refrain, 
Let us love nobly, and live, and add again 
Years and years unto years, till we attain 
To write threescore: this is the second of our reign. 
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Robert Browning 
 

Read ‘Porphyria’s Lover’ and ‘My Last Duchess’, printed below and on page 9. Compare and contrast how places are presented in 
these poems.  

[40 marks] 
Porphyria's Lover 
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The rain set early in to-night, 
The sullen wind was soon awake,  

It tore the elm-tops down for spite, 
And did its worst to vex the lake: 

I listened with heart fit to break. 
When glided in Porphyria; straight 

She shut the cold out and the storm, 
And kneeled and made the cheerless grate 

Blaze up, and all the cottage warm; 
Which done, she rose, and from her form 

Withdrew the dripping cloak and shawl, 
And laid her soiled gloves by, untied 

Her hat and let the damp hair fall, 
And, last, she sat down by my side 

And called me. When no voice replied, 
She put my arm about her waist, 

And made her smooth white shoulder 
bare, 

And all her yellow hair displaced, 
And, stooping, made my cheek lie 
there, 

And spread, o'er all, her yellow hair, 
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Murmuring how she loved me – she 
Too weak, for all her heart's endeavour, 

To set its struggling passion free 
From pride, and vainer ties dissever, 

And give herself to me for ever. 
But passion sometimes would prevail, 

Nor could to-night's gay feast restrain 
A sudden thought of one so pale 

For love of her, and all in vain: 
So, she was come through wind and rain. 

Be sure I looked up at her eyes 
Proud, very proud; at last I knew 

Porphyria worshipped me; surprise 
Made my heart swell, and still it grew 

While I debated what to do. 
That moment she was mine, mine, fair, 

Perfectly pure and good: I found 
A thing to do, and all her hair 

In one long yellow string I wound 
Three times her little throat around, 
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And strangled her. No pain felt she; 
I am quite sure she felt no pain. 

As a shut bud that holds a bee, 
I warily oped her lids: again 

Laughed the blue eyes without a stain. 
And I untightened next the tress 

About her neck; her cheek once more 
Blushed bright beneath my burning kiss: 

I propped her head up as before, 
Only, this time my shoulder bore 

Her head, which droops upon it still: 
The smiling rosy little head, 

So glad it has its utmost will, 
That all it scorned at once is fled, 

And I, its love, am gained instead! 
Porphyria's love: she guessed not how 

Her darling one wish would be heard. 
And thus we sit together now, 

And all night long we have not stirred, 
And yet God has not said a word! 
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My Last Duchess 
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                            Ferrara 
That's my last Duchess painted on the wall, 
Looking as if she were alive. I call 
That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf's hands 
Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 
Will't please you sit and look at her? I said 
'Frà Pandolf' by design, for never read 
Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 
The depth and passion of its earnest glance, 
But to myself they turned (since none puts by 
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 
And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst, 
How such a glance came there; so, not the first 
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 'twas not 
Her husband's presence only, called that spot 
Of joy into the Duchess' cheek: perhaps 
Frà Pandolf chanced to say 'Her mantle laps 
Over my lady's wrist too much,' or 'Paint 
Must never hope to reproduce the faint 
Half-flush that dies along her throat': such stuff 
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough  
For calling up that spot of joy. She had 
A heart – how shall I say? – too soon made glad, 
Too easily impressed; she liked whate'er 
She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 
Sir, 'twas all one! My favour at her breast, 
The dropping of the daylight in the West, 
The bough of cherries some officious fool 
Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 
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She rode with round the terrace - all and each 
Would draw from her alike the approving speech, 
Or blush, at least. She thanked men, – good! but thanked 
Somehow – I know not how – as if she ranked 
My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 
With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame 
This sort of trifling? Even had you skill 
In speech – (which I have not) – to make your will 
Quite clear to such an one, and say, ‘Just this 
Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss, 
Or there exceed the mark’ – and if she let  
Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 
Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse, 
– E’en then would be some stooping; and I choose 
Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt, 
Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without 
Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands; 
Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands 
As if alive. Will’t please you rise? We’ll meet 
The company below, then. I repeat, 
The Count your master’s known munificence 
Is ample warrant that no just pretence 
Of mine for dowry will be disallowed; 
Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed 
As starting, is my object. Nay we’ll go 
Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, thought, 
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 
Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me! 
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Carol Ann Duffy 

 
 
Read ‘Beachcomber’ and ‘Stafford Afternoons’, printed below and on page 11. 
Compare and contrast how time is presented in these poems.  

[40 marks] 
 

Beachcomber 
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If you think till it hurts 
you can almost do it without getting off that chair, 
scare yourself 
within an inch of the heart 
at the prompt of a word. 
How old are you now? 
This is what happens –  
 
the child, 
and not in sepia 
lives,  
you can see her; 
comes up the beach, 
alone; 
bucket and spade. 
In her bucket, a starfish, seaweed, 
a dozen alarming crabs 
caught with string and a mussel. 
Don’t move. 
Trow. 
 
Go for the sound of the sea, 
don’t try to describe it, 
get it into your head; 
and then the platinum blaze of the sun as the 
earth seemed to turn away. 
Now she is kneeling. 
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This is about something. 
Harder. 
The red spade 
scooping a hole in the sand. 
Sea-water seeping in. 
The girl suddenly holding a conch, listening, sssh.  
You remember that cardigan, yes? 
You remember that cardigan. 
 
But this is as close as you get.  
Nearly there. 
Open your eyes. 
Those older, those shaking, hands cannot touch 
the child 
or the spade 
or the sand 
or the seashell on the shore; 
and what 
what would you have to say, 
of all people,  
to her 
given the chance? 
Exactly. 
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Stafford Afternoons 
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Only there, the afternoons could suddenly pause 
and when I looked up from lacing my shoe 
a long road held no one, the gardens were empty, 
an ice-cream van chimed and dwindled away. 
 
On the motorway bridge, I waved at windscreens, 
oddly hurt by the blurred waves back, the speed. 
So I let a horse in the noisy field sponge at my palm 
and invented, in colour, a vivid lie for us both. 
 
In a cul-de-sac, a strange boy threw a stone. 
I crawled through a hedge into long grass 
at the edge of a small wood, lonely and thrilled. 
The green silence gulped once and swallowed me whole. 
 
I knew it was dangerous. The way the trees 
drew sly faces from light and shade, the wood 
let out its sticky breath on the back of my neck, 
and flowering nettles gathered spit in their throats. 
 
Too late. Touch, said the long-haired man 
who stood, legs apart, by a silver birch 
with a living, purple root in his hand. The sight 
made sound rush back; birds, a distant lawnmower, 
 
his hoarse, frightful endearments as I backed away 
then ran all the way home; into a game 
where children scattered and shrieked 
and time fell from the sky like a red ball. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



12 
 

   

   
 

or 
 

Seamus Heaney 
 

 
Read ‘Follower’ and ‘Mid-Term Break’, printed below and on page 13. Compare and 
contrast how childhood is presented in these poems. 

[40 marks] 
 

Follower 
 

 
 
 
 
 
5 
 
 
 
 
 
10 
 
 
 
 
 
15 
 
 
 
 
 
20 

My father worked with a horse-plough, 
His shoulders globed like a full sail strung 
Between the shafts and the furrow. 
The horses strained at his clicking tongue. 
 
An expert. He would set the wing 
And fit the bright steel-pointed sock. 
The sod rolled over without breaking. 
At the headrig, with a single pluck 
 
Of reins, the sweating team turned round 
And back into the land. His eye 
Narrowed and angled at the ground, 
Mapping the furrow exactly. 
 
I stumbled in his hob-nailed wake, 
Fell sometimes on the polished sod; 
Sometimes he rode me on his back 
Dipping and rising to his plod. 
 
I wanted to grow up and plough, 
To close one eye, stiffen my arm. 
All I ever did was follow 
In his broad shadow round the farm. 
 
I was a nuisance, tripping, falling, 
Yapping always. But today 
It is my father who keeps stumbling 
Behind me, and will not go away. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 

0 8 
 



13 
 

   

  
    

 

Mid-Term Break 
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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 – 
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 
 
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 
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, 
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. 
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