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Answer Question 1.

1 Find the extracts from the pair of texts you have studied.  Read them through carefully.

Discuss these two extracts, commenting on:

� the ideas in each extract and the ways in which they are presented

� how the writers’ language choices in each extract help to reveal attitudes and values

� what the language of the two extracts shows us about the changes in language and style over time

� how far you think the ideas, attitudes and values in each extract are characteristic of those found in
the whole text.

Texts

Utopia and Brave New World pages 4 and 5
The Pilgrim’s Progress and The Power and the Glory pages 6 and 7
Rasselas and The Lost Continent pages 8 and 9
Selected Tales and The Big Sleep pages 10 and 11
Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and The BFG pages 12 and 13
The Diary of a Nobody and The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole aged 133

4 pages 14 and 15

Note. The Selected Tales of Edgar Allan Poe: in responding to the fourth bullet point, candidates are reminded
that the whole text refers to the group of tales.

END OF QUESTIONS
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TURN OVER FOR THE FIRST EXTRACT
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THOMAS MORE UTOPIA and ALDOUS HUXLEY BRAVE NEW WORLD

Extract 1

As for their cities, whoso knoweth one of them, knoweth them all: they be all so like one to another, as
far forth as the nature of the place permitteth.  I will describe, therefore, to you one or other of them, for it
skilleth not greatly which; but which rather than Amaurote?  Of them all this is the worthiest and of most
dignity.  For the residue acknowledge it for the head city, because there is the council-house.  Nor to me
any of them all is better beloved, as wherein I lived five whole years together.  The city of Amaurote
standeth upon the side of a low hill, in fashion almost four-square.  For the breadth of it beginneth a little
beneath the top of the hill, and still continueth by the space of two miles, until it come to the river of
Anyder.  The length of it, which lieth by the riverside, is somewhat more.

The river of Anyder riseth four and twenty miles above Amaurote out of a little spring.  But being
increased by other small rivers and brooks that run into it, and among other two somewhat big ones,
before the city it is half a mile broad, and farther broader.  And forty miles beyond the city it falleth into
the ocean sea.  By all that space that lieth between the sea and the city, and certain miles also above the
city, the water ebbeth and floweth six hours together with a swift tide.  When the sea floweth in, for the
length of thirty miles, it filleth all the Anyder with salt water, and driveth back the fresh water of the river.
And somewhat further it changeth the sweetness of the fresh water with saltness.  But a little beyond that
the river waxeth sweet, and runneth forby the city fresh and pleasant.  And when the sea ebbeth and goeth
back again, the fresh water followeth it almost even to the very fall into the sea.

There goeth a bridge over the river made not of piles or of timber, but of stonework, with gorgeous and
substantial arches at that part of the city that is farthest from the sea; to the intent that ships may pass
along forby all the side of the city without let.

They have also another river which, indeed, is not very great.  But it runneth gently and pleasantly.  For
it riseth even out of the same hill that the city standeth upon, and runneth down a slope through the midst
of the city into Anyder.  And because it riseth a little without the city, the Amaurotians have enclosed the
head-spring of it with strong fences and bulwarks, and so have joined it to the city.  This is done to the
intent that the water should not be stopped, nor turned away, nor poisoned, if their enemies should chance
to come upon them.  From thence the water is derived and conveyed down in channels of brick divers
ways into the lower parts of the city.  Where that cannot be done, by reason that the place will not suffer it,
there they gather the rain-water in great cisterns, which doeth them as good service.

The city is compassed about with a high and thick stone wall full of turrets and bulwarks.  A dry ditch,
but deep, and broad, and overgrown with bushes, briers, and thorns, goeth about three sides or quarters of
the city.  To the fourth side the river itself serveth for a ditch.  The streets be appointed and set forth very
commodious and handsome, both for carriage, and also against the winds.  The houses be of fair and
gorgeous building, and on the street side they stand joined together in a long row, through the whole
street, without any partition or separation.  The streets be twenty feet broad.  On the back side of the
houses, through the whole length of the street, lie large gardens enclosed round about with the back part of
the streets.  Every house hath two doors, one into the street, and a postern door on the back side into the
garden.  These doors be made with two leaves, never locked nor bolted, so easy to be opened, that they
will follow the least drawing of a finger, and shut again alone.  Whoso will, may go in, for there is nothing
within the houses that is private, or any man’s own.  And every tenth year they change their houses by lot.

They set great store by their gardens.  In them they have vineyards, all manner of fruit, herbs, and
flowers, so pleasant, so well furnished, and so finely kept, that I never saw thing more fruitful nor better
trimmed in any place.  Their study and diligence herein cometh not only of pleasure, but also of a certain
strife and contention that is between street and street concerning the trimming, husbanding, and furnishing
of their gardens; every man for his own part.  And verily you shall not lightly find in all the city anything
that is more commodious, either for the profit of the citizens or for pleasure.  And, therefore, it may seem
that the first founder of the city minded nothing so much as these gardens.  For they say that King Utopus
himself, even at the first beginning, appointed and drew forth the platform of the city into this fashion and
figure that it hath now, but the gallant garnishing, and the beautiful setting forth of it, whereunto he saw
that one man’s age would not suffice: that he left to his posterity.

from Thomas More, Utopia
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Extract 2

Henry Foster had had his machine wheeled out of its lock-up and, when Lenina arrived, was already
seated in the cockpit, waiting.

‘Four minutes late,’ was all his comment, as she climbed in beside him.  He started the engines and
threw the helicopter screws into gear.  The machine shot vertically into the air.  Henry accelerated; the
humming of the propeller shrilled from hornet to wasp, from wasp to mosquito; the speedometer showed
that they were rising at the best part of two kilometres a minute.  London diminished beneath them.  The
huge table-topped buildings were no more, in a few seconds, than a bed of geometrical mushrooms
sprouting from the green of park and garden.  In the midst of them, thin-stalked, a taller, slenderer fungus,
the Charing-T Tower lifted towards the sky a disc of shining concrete.

Like the vague torsos of fabulous athletes, huge fleshy clouds lolled on the blue air above their heads.
Out of one of them suddenly dropped a small scarlet insect, buzzing as it fell.

‘There’s the Red Rocket,’ said Henry, ‘just come in from New York.’  Looking at his watch.  ‘Seven
minutes behind time,’ he added, and shook his head.  ‘These Atlantic services – they’re really
scandalously unpunctual.’

He took his foot off the accelerator.  The humming of the screws overhead dropped an octave and a
half, back through wasp and hornet to bumble-bee, to cockchafer, to stag-beetle.  The upward rush of the
machine slackened off; a moment later they were hanging motionless in the air.  Henry pushed at a lever;
there was a click.  Slowly at first, then faster and faster, till it was a circular mist before their eyes, the
propeller in front of them began to revolve.  The wind of a horizontal speed whistled ever more shrilly in
the stays.  Henry kept his eye on the revolution-counter; when the needle touched the twelve hundred
mark, he threw the helicopter screws out of gear.  The machine had enough forward momentum to be able
to fly on its planes.

Lenina looked down through the window in the floor between her feet.  They were flying over the six
kilometre zone of parkland that separated Central London from its first ring of satellite suburbs.  The
green was maggoty with fore-shortened life.  Forests of Centrifugal Bumble-puppy towers gleamed
between the trees.  Near Shepherd’s Bush two thousand Beta-Minus mixed doubles were playing
Riemann-surface tennis.  A double row of Escalator Fives Courts lined the main road from Notting Hill to
Willesden.  In the Ealing stadium a Delta gymnastic display and community sing was in progress.

‘What a hideous colour khaki is,’ remarked Lenina, voicing the hypnopaedic prejudices of her caste.
The buildings of the Hounslow Feely Studio covered seven and a half hectares.  Near them a black and

khaki army of labourers was busy revitrifying the surface of the Great West Road.  One of the huge
travelling crucibles was being tapped as they flew over.  The molten stone poured out in a stream of
dazzling incandescence across the road; the asbestos rollers came and went; at the tail of an insulated
watering-cart the steam rose in white clouds.

At Brentford the Television Corporation’s factory was like a small town.
‘They must be changing the shift,’ said Lenina.
Like aphides and ants, the leaf-green Gamma girls, the black Semi-Morons swarmed round the

entrances, or stood in queues to take their places in the monorail tram-cars.  Mulberry-coloured Beta-
Minuses came and went among the crowd.  The roof of the main building was alive with the alighting and
departure of helicopters.

‘My word,’ said Lenina, ‘I’m glad I’m not a Gamma.’
Ten minutes later they were at Stoke Poges and had started their first round of Obstacle Golf.

from Aldous Huxley, Brave New World
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JOHN BUNYAN THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS and
GRAHAM GREENE THE POWER AND THE GLORY

Extract 3
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Mat.23.
1 Cor.4.20.

Talkative
talks, but
does not.

His house is
empty of
Religion.

He is a stain
to Religion,
Rom.2.24,

25.

The
Proverb

that goes
of  him.

Men shun
to deal

with him.

The
Carkass
Religion

Christian This man is for any company,
and for any talk; as he talketh now with you, so
will he talk when he is on the Ale-bench: And
the more drink he hath in his crown, the more
of these things he hath in his mouth: Religion
hath no place in his heart, or house, or
conversation; all he hath lieth in his tongue,
and his Religion is to make a noise therewith.

Faithful Say you so!  Then I am in this
man greatly deceived.

Christian Deceived? you may be sure of
it.  Remember the Proverb, They say and do
not: but the Kingdom of God is not in word,
but in power.  He talketh of Prayer, of
Repentance, of Faith, and of the New-birth:
but he knows but only to talk of them.  I have
been in his Family, and have observed him
both at home and abroad; and I know what I
say of him is the truth.  His house is as empty
of Religion, as the white of an Egg is of
savour.  There is there, neither Prayer, nor sign
of Repentance for sin: Yea, the bruit in his kind
serves God far better than he.  He is the very
stain, reproach, and shame of Religion to all
that know him; it can hardly have a good word
in all that end of the Town where he dwells,
through him.  Thus say the common People
that know him, A Saint abroad, and a Devil at
home: His poor Family finds it so, he is such a
churl, such a railer at, and so unreasonable
with his Servants, that they neither know how
to do for, or speak to him.  Men that have any
dealings with him, say, ’tis better to deal with a
Turk then with him, for fairer dealing they
shall have at their hands.  This Talkative, if it
be possible, will go beyond them, defraud,
beguile, and over-reach them.  Besides, he
brings up his Sons to follow his steps; and if he

findeth in any of them a foolish
timorousness, (for so he calls the first
appearance of a tender conscience) he calls
them fools and blockheads; and by no means
will imploy them in much, or speak to their
commendations before others.  For my part I
am of opinion, that he has, by his wicked
life, caused many to stumble and fall; and
will be, if God prevent not, the ruine of
many more.

Faithful Well, my Brother, I am bound to
believe you; not only because you say you
know him, but also because like a Christian,
you make your reports of men.  For I cannot
think that you speak these things of ill will,
but because it is even so as you say.

Christian Had I known him no more
than you, I might perhaps have thought of
him as at the first you did: Yea, had he
received this report, at their hands only, that
are enemies to Religion, I should have
thought it had been a slander (A Lot that
often falls from bad mens mouths upon good
mens names and professions): But all these
things, yea, and a great many more as bad, of
my own knowledge I can prove him guilty
of.  Besides, good men are ashamed of him,
they can neither call him Brother nor Friend:
the very naming of him among them, makes
them blush, if they know him.

Faithful  Well, I see that Saying, and
Doing are two things, and hereafter I shall
better observe this distinction.

Christian They are two things indeed,
and are as diverse as are the Soul and the
Body: For as the Body without the Soul, is
but a dead Carkass; so, Saying, if it be alone,
is but a dead Carkass also.

from John Bunyan, The Pilgrim’s Progress

37458_AQA_ENG_LANG_NTB2  6/3/04 14:42  Page 6



Extract 4

The shouts came nearer, and then up from the river a new lot of men approached; these were pursuing
the hunt methodically – he could tell it by their slow pace, the police, the official hunters.  He was
between the two – the amateurs and the professionals.  But he knew the door – he pushed it open, came
quickly through into the patio and closed it behind him.

He stood in the dark and panted, hearing the steps come nearer up the street, while the rain drove down.
Then he realized that somebody was watching him from the window, a small dark withered face, like one
of the preserved heads tourists buy.  He came up to the grill and said, ‘Padre José?’

‘Over there.’  A second face appeared behind the other’s shoulder, lit uncertainly by a candle-flame,
then a third face: faces sprouted like vegetables.  He could feel them watching him as he splashed back
across the patio and banged on a door.

He didn’t for a second or two recognize Padre José in the absurd billowing nightshirt, holding a lamp.
The last time he had seen him was at the conference, sitting in the back row, biting his nails, afraid to be
noticed.  It hadn’t been necessary: none of the busy cathedral clergy even knew what he was called.  It
was odd to think that now he had won a kind of fame superior to theirs.  He said ‘José’ gently, winking up
at him from the splashing dark.

‘Who are you?’
‘Don’t you remember me?  Of course, it’s years now . . . don’t you remember the conference at the

cathedral . . .?’
‘O God,’ Padre José said.
‘They are looking for me.  I thought perhaps just for tonight you could perhaps . . .’
‘Go away,’ Padre José said, ‘go away.’
‘They don’t know who I am.  They think I’m a smuggler – but up at the police station they’ll know.’
‘Don’t talk so loud.  My wife . . .’
‘Just show me some corner,’ he whispered.  He was beginning to feel fear again.  Perhaps the effect of

the brandy was wearing off (it was impossible in this hot damp climate to stay drunk for long: alcohol
came out again under the arm-pits: it dripped from the forehead), or perhaps it was only that the desire of
life which moves in cycles was returning – any sort of life.

In the lamplight Padre José’s face wore an expression of hatred.  He said, ‘Why come to me?  Why
should you think . . . ?  I’ll call the police if you don’t go.  You know what sort of a man I am.’

He pleaded gently.  ‘You’re a good man, José.  I’ve always known that.’
‘I’ll shout if you don’t go.’
He tried to remember some cause of hatred.  There were voices in the street – arguments, a knocking –

were they searching the houses?  He said, ‘If I ever offended you, José, forgive me.  I was conceited,
proud, overbearing – a bad priest.  I always knew in my heart you were the better man.’

‘Go,’ José screeched at him, ‘go.  I don’t want martyrs here.  I don’t belong any more.  Leave me alone.
I’m all right as I am.’  He tried to gather up his venom into spittle and shot it feebly at the other’s face: it
didn’t even reach, but fell impotently through the air.  He said, ‘Go and die quickly.  That’s your job,’ and
slammed the door to.  The door of the patio came suddenly open and the police were there.  He caught a
glimpse of Padre José peering through a window and then an enormous shape in a white nightshirt
engulfed him and drew him away – whisked him off, like a guardian spirit, from the disastrous human
struggle.  A voice said, ‘That’s him.’  It was the young Red Shirt.  He let his fist open and dropped by
Padre José’s wall a little ball of paper: it was like the final surrender of a whole past.

He knew it was the beginning of the end – after all these years.  He began to say silently an act of
contrition, while they picked the brandy bottle out of his pocket, but he couldn’t give his mind to it.  That
was the fallacy of the death-bed repentance – penitence was the the fruit of long training and discipline:
fear wasn’t enough.  He tried to think of his child with shame, but he could only think of her with a kind
of famished love – what would become of her?  And the sin itself was so old that like an ancient picture
the deformity had faded and left a kind of grace.  The Red Shirt smashed the bottle on the stone paving
and the smell of spirit rose all round them – not very strongly: there hadn’t been much left.

from Graham Greene, The Power and the Glory
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SAMUEL JOHNSON THE HISTORY OF RASSELAS and
BILL BRYSON THE LOST CONTINENT

Extract 5

THERE WAS NOTHING to be hoped from longer stay.  They returned to Cairo repenting of their curiosity,
censuring the negligence of the government, lamenting their own rashness which had neglected to procure
a guard, imagining many expedients by which the loss of Pekuah might have been prevented, and
resolving to do something for her recovery, though none could find anything proper to be done.

Nekayah retired to her chamber, where her women attempted to comfort her, by telling her that all had
their troubles, and that lady Pekuah had enjoyed much happiness in the world for a long time, and might
reasonably expect a change of fortune.  They hoped that some good would befall her wheresoever she
was, and that their mistress would find another friend who might supply her place.

The princess made them no answer, and they continued the form of condolence, not much grieved in
their hearts that the favourite was lost.

Next day the prince presented to the Bassa a memorial of the wrong which he had suffered, and a
petition for redress.  The Bassa threatened to punish the robbers, but did not attempt to catch them, nor,
indeed, could any account or description be given by which he might direct the pursuit.

It soon appeared that nothing would be done by authority.  Governors, being accustomed to hear of
more crimes than they can punish, and more wrongs than they can redress, set themselves at ease by
indiscriminate negligence, and presently forget the request when they lose sight of the petitioner.

Imlac then endeavoured to gain some intelligence by private agents.  He found many who pretended to
an exact knowledge of all the haunts of the Arabs, and to regular correspondence with their chiefs, and
who readily undertook the recovery of Pekuah.  Of these, some were furnished with money for their
journey, and came back no more; some were liberally paid for accounts which a few days discovered to be
false.  But the princess would not suffer any means, however improbable, to be left untried.  While she
was doing something she kept her hope alive.  As one expedient failed, another was suggested; when one
messenger returned unsuccessful, another was dispatched to a different quarter.

Two months had now passed, and of Pekuah nothing had been heard; the hopes which they had
endeavoured to raise in each other grew more languid, and the princess, when she saw nothing more to be
tried, sank down inconsolable in hopeless dejection.

from Samuel Johnson, The History of Rasselas
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Extract 6

9

Turn over �

99

TP/0204/NTB2

37458_AQA_ENG_LANG_NTB2  6/3/04 14:42  Page 9

Extract 6 is not reproduced here due to third-party copyright constraints.



EDGAR ALLAN POE SELECTED TALES and
RAYMOND CHANDLER THE BIG SLEEP

Extract 7

‘No sooner had I glanced at this letter, than I concluded it to be that of which I was in search.  To be sure,
it was, to all appearance, radically different from the one of which the Prefect had read us so minute a
description.  Here the seal was large and black, with the D— cipher; there it was small and red, with the
ducal arms of the S— family.  Here, the address, to the Minister, was diminutive and feminine; there the
superscription, to a certain royal personage, was markedly bold and decided; the size alone formed a point of
correspondence.  But, then, the radicalness of these differences, which was excessive; the dirt; the soiled and
torn condition of the paper, so inconsistent with the true methodical habits of D—, and so suggestive of a
design to delude the beholder into an idea of the worthlessness of the document; these things, together with
the hyperobtrusive situation of this document, full in the view of every visiter, and thus exactly in
accordance with the conclusions to which I had previously arrived; these things, I say, were strongly
corroborative of suspicion, in one who came with the intention to suspect.

‘I protracted my visit as long as possible, and, while I maintained a most animated discussion with the
Minister, on a topic which I knew well had never failed to interest and excite him, I kept my attention really
riveted upon the letter.  In this examination, I committed to memory its external appearance and arrangement
in the rack; and also fell, at length, upon a discovery which set at rest whatever trivial doubt I might have
entertained.  In scrutinizing the edges of the paper, I observed them to be more chafed than seemed
necessary.  They presented the broken appearance which is manifested when a stiff paper, having been once
folded and pressed with a folder, is refolded in a reversed direction, in the same creases or edges which had
formed the original fold.  This discovery was sufficient.  It was clear to me that the letter had been turned, as
a glove, inside out, re-directed, and re-sealed.  I bade the Minister good morning, and took my departure at
once, leaving a gold snuff-box upon the table.

‘The next morning I called for the snuff-box, when we resumed, quite eagerly, the conversation of the
preceding day.  While thus engaged, however, a loud report, as if of a pistol, was heard immediately beneath
the windows of the hotel, and was succeeded by a series of fearful screams, and the shoutings of a mob.
D— rushed to a casement, threw it open, and looked out.  In the meantime, I stepped to the card-rack, took
the letter, put it in my pocket, and replaced it by a facsimile, (so far as regards externals,) which I had
carefully prepared at my lodgings; imitating the D— cipher, very readily, by means of a seal formed of
bread.

‘The disturbance in the street had been occasioned by the frantic behavior of a man with a musket.  He
had fired it among a crowd of women and children.  It proved, however, to have been without ball, and the
fellow was suffered to go his way as a lunatic or a drunkard.  When he had gone, D— came from the
window, whither I had followed him immediately upon securing the object in view.  Soon afterwards I bade
him farewell.  The pretended lunatic was a man in my own pay.’

‘But what purpose had you,’ I asked, ‘in replacing the letter by a facsimile?  Would it not have been better,
at the first visit, to have seized it openly, and departed?’

‘D—,’ replied Dupin, ‘is a desperate man, and a man of nerve.  His hotel, too, is not without attendants
devoted to his interests.  Had I made the wild attempt you suggest, I might never have left the Ministerial
presence alive.  The good people of Paris might have heard of me no more.  But I had an object apart from
these considerations.  You know my political prepossessions.  In this matter, I act as a partisan of the lady
concerned.

from Edgar Allan Poe, Selected Tales
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Extract 8

I followed the ruts along and the noise of the city traffic grew curiously and quickly faint, as if this were
not in the city at all, but far away in a daydream land.  Then the oil-stained, motionless walking-beam of a
squat wooden derrick stuck up over a branch.  I could see the rusty old steel cable that connected this
walking-beam with half a dozen others.  The beams didn’t move, probably hadn’t moved for a year.  The
wells were no longer pumping.  There was a pile of rusted pipe, a loading platform that sagged at one end,
half a dozen empty oil drums lying in a ragged pile.  There was the stagnant, oil-scummed water of an old
sump iridescent in the sunlight.

‘Are they going to make a park of all this?’ I asked.
She dipped her chin down and gleamed at me.
‘It’s about time.  The smell of that sump would poison a herd of goats.  This the place you had in mind?’
‘Uh-huh.  Like it?’
‘It’s beautiful.’  I pulled up beside the loading platform.  We got out.  I listened.  The hum of the traffic

was a distant web of sound, like the buzzing of bees.  The place was as lonely as a churchyard.  Even after
the rain the tall eucalyptus trees still looked dusty.  They always look dusty.  A branch broken off by the
wind had fallen over the edge of the sump and the flat leathery leaves dangled in the water.

I walked around the sump and looked into the pump-house.  There was some junk in it, nothing that
looked like recent activity.  Outside a big wooden bull wheel was tilted against the wall.  It looked like a
good place all right.

I went back to the car.  The girl stood beside it preening her hair and holding it out in the sun.  ‘Gimme,’
she said, and held her hand out.

I took the gun out and put it in her palm.  I bent down and picked up a rusty can.
‘Take it easy now,’ I said.  ‘It’s loaded in all five.  I’ll go over and set this can in that square opening in the

middle of that big wooden wheel.  See?’  I pointed.  She ducked her head, delighted.  ‘That’s about thirty
feet.  Don’t start shooting until I get back beside you.  Okey?’

‘Okey,’ she giggled.
I went back around the sump and set the can up in the middle of the bull wheel.  It made a swell target.  If

she missed the can, which she was certain to do, she would probably hit the wheel.  That would stop a small
slug completely.  However, she wasn’t going to hit even that.

I went back towards her around the sump.  When I was about ten feet from her, at the edge of the sump,
she showed me all her sharp little teeth and brought the gun up and started to hiss.

I stopped dead, the sump water stagnant and stinking at my back.
‘Stand there, you son of a bitch,’ she said.
The gun pointed at my chest.  Her hand seemed to be quite steady.  The hissing sound grew louder and her

face had the scraped bone look.  Aged, deteriorated, become animal, and not a nice animal.
I laughed at her.  I started to walk towards her.  I saw her small finger tighten on the trigger and grow

white at the tip.
I was about six feet away from her when she started to shoot.
The sound of the gun made a sharp slap, without body, a brittle crack in the sunlight.  I didn’t see any

smoke.  I stopped again and grinned at her.
She fired twice more, very quickly.  I don’t think any of the shots would have missed.  There were five in

the little gun.  She had fired four.  I rushed her.
I didn’t want the last one in my face, so I swerved to one side.  She gave it to me quite carefully, not

worried at all.  I think I felt the hot breath of the powder blast a little.
I straightened up.  ‘My, but you’re cute,’ I said.
Her hand holding the empty gun began to shake violently.  The gun fell out of it.  Her mouth began to

shake.  Her whole face went to pieces.  Then her head screwed up towards her left ear and froth showed on
her lips.  Her breath made a whining sound.  She swayed.

from Raymond Chandler, The Big Sleep
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LEWIS CARROLL ALICE’S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND and ROALD DAHL THE BFG

Extract 9

DOWN THE RABBIT-HOLE

ALICE was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having nothing to do: once or
twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures or conversations in it, ‘and what
is the use of a book,’ thought Alice, ‘without pictures or conversation?’

So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel very sleepy and
stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the trouble of getting up and picking the
daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran close by her.

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so very much out of the way to hear the
Rabbit say to itself, ‘Oh dear! Oh dear!  I shall be too late!’ (when she thought it over afterwards, it occurred to
her that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the time it all seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit
actually took a watch out of its waistcoat-pocket, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet,
for it flashed across her mind that she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to
take out of it, and burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and fortunately was just in time to see it
pop down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge.

In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in the world she was to get out again.
The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that

Alice had not a moment to think about stopping herself before she found herself falling down a very deep well.
Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went down to look

about her, and to wonder what was going to happen next.  First, she tried to look down and make out what she
was coming to, but it was too dark to see anything; then she looked at the sides of the well, and noticed that they
were filled with cupboards and book-shelves: here and there she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs.  She
took down a jar from one of the shelves as she passed; it was labelled ‘ORANGE MARMALADE’, but to her great
disappointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of killing somebody, so managed to put it
into one of the cupboards as she fell past it.

‘Well!’ thought Alice to herself, ‘after such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling down stairs!  How
brave they’ll all think me at home!  Why, I wouldn’t say anything about it, even if I fell off the top of the house!’
(Which was very likely true.)

Down, down, down.  Would the fall never come to an end!  ‘I wonder how many miles I’ve fallen by this
time?’ she said aloud.  ‘I must be getting somewhere near the centre of the earth.  Let me see: that would be four
thousand miles down, I think –’ (for, you see, Alice had learnt several things of this sort in her lessons in the
schoolroom, and though this was not a very good opportunity for showing off her knowledge, as there was no
one to listen to her, still it was good practice to say it over) ‘– yes, that’s about the right distance – but then I
wonder what Latitude or Longitude I’ve got to?’ (Alice had no idea what Latitude was, or Longitude either, but
thought they were nice grand words to say.)

Presently she began again.  ‘I wonder if I shall fall right through the earth!  How funny it’ll seem to come out
among the people that walk with their heads downwards!  The Antipathies, I think –’ (she was rather glad there
was no one listening, this time, as it didn’t sound at all the right word) ‘– but I shall have to ask them what the
name of the country is, you know.  Please, Ma’am, is this New Zealand or Australia?’ (and she tried to curtsey
as she spoke – fancy curtseying as you’re falling through the air!  Do you think you could manage it!)  ‘And
what an ignorant little girl she’ll think me for asking!  No, it’ll never do to ask: perhaps I shall see it written up
somewhere.’

Down, down, down.  There was nothing else to do, so Alice soon began talking again.  ‘Dinah’ll miss me
very much to-night, I should think!’  (Dinah was the cat.)  ‘I hope they’ll remember her saucer of milk at tea-
time.  Dinah, my dear!  I wish you were down here with me!  There are no mice in the air, I’m afraid, but you
might catch a bat, and that’s very like a mouse, you know.  But do cats eat bats, I wonder?’  And here Alice
began to get rather sleepy, and went on saying to herself, in a dreamy sort of way, ‘Do cats eat bats?  Do cats eat
bats?’ and sometimes, ‘Do bats eat cats?’ for, you see, as she couldn’t answer either question, it didn’t much
matter which way she put it.  She felt that she was dozing off, and had just begun to dream that she was walking
hand in hand with Dinah, and saying to her very earnestly, ‘Now, Dinah, tell me the truth: did you ever eat a
bat?’ when suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon a heap of sticks and dry leaves, and the fall was over.

from Lewis Carroll, Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland
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This was the witching hour all right.
The tall black figure was coming her way.  It was keeping very close to the houses across the street,

hiding in the shadowy places where there was no moonlight.
On and on it came, nearer and nearer.  But it was moving in spurts.  It would stop, then it would move

on, then it would stop again.
But what on earth was it doing?
Ah-ha!  Sophie could see now what it was up to.  It was stopping in front of each house.  It would stop

and peer into the upstairs window of each house in the street.  It actually had to bend down to peer into the
upstairs windows.  That’s how tall it was.

It would stop and peer in.  Then it would slide on to the next house and stop again, and peer in, and so
on all along the street.

It was much closer now and Sophie could see it more clearly.
Looking at it carefully, she decided it had to be some kind of PERSON.  Obviously it was not a human.

But it was definitely a PERSON.
A GIANT PERSON, perhaps.
Sophie stared hard across the misty moonlit street.  The Giant (if that was what he was) was wearing a

long BLACK CLOAK.
In one hand he was holding what looked like a VERY LONG, THIN TRUMPET.
In the other hand, he held a LARGE SUITCASE.
The Giant had stopped now right in front of Mr and Mrs Goochey’s house.  The Goocheys had a green-

grocer’s shop in the middle of the High Street, and the family lived above the shop.  The two Goochey
children slept in the upstairs front room, Sophie knew that.

The Giant was peering through the window into the room where Michael and Jane Goochey were
sleeping.  From across the street, Sophie watched and held her breath.

She saw the Giant step back a pace and put the suitcase down on the pavement.  He bent over and
opened the suitcase.  He took something out of it.  It looked like a glass jar, one of those square ones with
a screw top.  He unscrewed the top of the jar and poured what was in it into the end of the long trumpet
thing.

Sophie watched, trembling.
She saw the Giant straighten up again and she saw him poke the trumpet in through the open upstairs

window of the room where the Goochey children were sleeping.  She saw the Giant take a deep breath and
whoof, he blew through the trumpet.

No noise came out, but it was obvious to Sophie that whatever had been in the jar had now been blown
through the trumpet into the Goochey children’s bedroom.

What could it be?

As the Giant withdrew the trumpet from the window and bent down to pick up the suitcase he happened
to turn his head and glance across the street.

In the moonlight, Sophie caught a glimpse of an enormous long pale wrinkly face with the most
enormous ears.  The nose was as sharp as a knife, and above the nose there were two bright flashing eyes,
and the eyes were staring straight at Sophie.  There was a fierce and devilish look about them.

Sophie gave a yelp and pulled back from the window.  She flew across the dormitory and jumped into
her bed and hid under the blanket.

And there she crouched, still as a mouse, and tingling all over.

from Roald Dahl, The BFG

1313

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

Turn over �

37458_AQA_ENG_LANG_NTB2  6/3/04 14:42  Page 13



GEORGE AND WEEDON GROSSMITH THE DIARY OF A NOBODY and
SUE TOWNSEND THE SECRET DIARY OF ADRIAN MOLE AGED 133

4

Extract 11

I said I had no doubt we should like Miss Mutlar when we saw her, but Carrie said she loved her already.  
I thought this rather premature, but held my tongue.  Daisy Mutlar was the sole topic of conversation for the
remainder of the day.  I asked Lupin who her people were, and he replied: ‘Oh, you know Mutlar, Williams
and Watts.’  I did not know, but refrained from asking any further questions at present, for fear of irritating
Lupin.

NOVEMBER 6. Lupin went with me to the office, and had a long conversation with Mr Perkupp, our
principal, the result of which was that he accepted a clerkship in the firm of Job Cleanands and Co., Stock
and Share Brokers.  Lupin told me, privately, it was an advertising firm, and he did not think much of it.  I
replied: ‘Beggars should not be choosers’; and I will do Lupin the justice to say he looked rather ashamed of
himself.

In the evening we went round to the Cummings’, to have a few fireworks.  It began to rain, and I thought
it rather dull.  One of my squibs would not go off, and Gowing said: ‘Hit it on your boot, boy; it will go off
then.’  I gave it a few knocks on the end of my boot, and it went off with one loud explosion, and burnt my
fingers rather badly.  I gave the rest of the squibs to the little Cummings boy to let off.

Another unfortunate thing happened, which brought a heap of abuse on my head.  Cummings fastened a
large wheel set-piece on a stake in the ground by way of a grand finale.  He made a great fuss about it; said
it cost seven shillings.  There was a little difficulty in getting it alight.  At last it went off; but after a couple
of slow revolutions it stopped. I had my stick with me, so I gave it a tap to send it round, and, unfortunately,
it fell off the stake on to the grass.  Anybody would have thought I had set the house on fire from the way in
which they stormed at me.  I will never join in any more firework parties.  It is a ridiculous waste of time
and money.

NOVEMBER 7. Lupin asked Carrie to call on Mrs Mutlar, but Carrie said she thought Mrs Mutlar ought to
call on her first.  I agreed with Carrie, and this led to an argument.  However, the matter was settled by
Carrie saying she could not find any visiting cards, and we must get some more printed, and when they were
finished would be quite time enough to discuss the etiquette of calling.

NOVEMBER 8. I ordered some of our cards at Black’s, the stationers.  I ordered twenty-five of each,
which will last us for a good long time.

from George and Weedon Grossmith, The Diary of a Nobody

14

TP/0204/NTB2

5

10

15

20

25

37458_AQA_ENG_LANG_NTB2  6/3/04 14:42  Page 14



Extract 12

END OF EXTRACTS

15

TP/0204/NTB2

37458_AQA_ENG_LANG_NTB2  6/3/04 14:42  Page 15

Extract 12 is not reproduced here due to third-party copyright constraints.



16

THERE ARE NO QUESTIONS PRINTED ON THIS PAGE

TP/0204/NTB2

16

THERE ARE NO QUESTIONS PRINTED ON THIS PAGE

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT-HOLDERS AND PUBLISHERS

Permission to reproduce all copyright material has been applied for.  In some cases, efforts to contact copyright owners have been unsuccessful and AQA
will be happy to rectify any omissions of acknowledgements in future papers if notified.

Extract 1: Extract from Utopia by THOMAS MORE, published by Wordsworth Classics.
Extract 2: Extract from Brave New World by ALDOUS HUXLEY, originally published by Chatto & Windus, 1932.  Reprinted by permission of

the Aldous Huxley Literary Estate.
Extract 3: Extract from The Pilgrim’s Progress by JOHN BUNYAN, published by Oxford World’s Classics, 1966.
Extract 4: Extract from The Power and the Glory by GRAHAM GREENE, published by Penguin Books, 1962.
Extract 5: Extract from The History of Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia by SAMUEL JOHNSON, published by Wordsworth Classics, 2000.
Extract 6: � BILL BRYSON.  Extracted from The Lost Continent by Bill Bryson, published by Black Swan, a division of Transworld

Publishers.  All rights reserved.
Extract 7: Extract from Selected Tales by EDGAR ALLAN POE, published by Oxford University Press, 1998.
Extract 8: Extract from The Big Sleep by RAYMOND CHANDLER �  1939.  Reprinted by kind permission of the Estate of Raymond Chandler.
Extract 9: Extract from Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland by LEWIS CARROLL, first published 1865.  Published by Puffin Books in 1994.
Extract 10: Extract from The BFG, by ROALD DAHL, first published by Jonathan Cape Ltd 1982, then published by Penguin Books Ltd, 1984.

Roald Dahl Nominee Limited.
Extract 11: Extract from The Diary of a Nobody, by GEORGE AND WEEDON GROSSMITH, published by Penguin Popular Classics, 1995.
Extract 12: Extract from The Secret Diary of Adrian Mole aged 133

4, by SUE TOWNSEND, first published in 1982, reprinted in Arrow Books,
1998.

Copyright � 2004 AQA and its licensors.  All rights reserved.

16

37458_AQA_ENG_LANG_NTB2  6/3/04 14:42  Page 16


