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EXEMPLAR FOLDER 1: Candidate A - NON-FICTION TASK

Five To Doomsday
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What the Cold War Clock has done to us
Imagine a clock that counted down to the end of the world.  It would be terrifying to know that there was nothing to stop the expected, and that the end of the world was coming slowly and inevitably…
Luckily, no such invention exists. But at the University of Chicago, a symbolic representation of the Doomsday Clock stands. It is such a potent symbol of humanity’s self destructive streak that it has made appearances in pop culture since its inception. But what effect did the clock have upon the public in relation to the Cold War? And how aware does the clock make us of humanity’s mortality?

History of the Clock

The history of the clock is inextricably linked with the history of the Cold War. America had used nuclear weapons to close the Second World War in Japan, and Russia was fast developing their own nuclear weapons in retaliation. These were ‘interesting times’ for the world to be living in.

Meanwhile, in 1947, the newsletter Bulletin of the Atomic Scientists was becoming a fulltime magazine. Hyman Goldsmith, the then editor of Bulletin, needed a design for the magazine’s cover. He instructed the cover artist to make something ‘iconic.’ This simple requirement led to the famous Clock design, which has been a constant feature of the magazine since. 

The changing face is decided upon by the magazine’s Board of Directors, taking into account many different criteria. Depending on the state of world politics, the minute hand can travel across the clock face backwards and forwards. The clock was set to five to midnight when it was first created.

23:58 – Hot

The closest the Clock has ever reached midnight was in 1953. By this point, if one considers 1947 as the starting point, the ‘war’ had been going for only six years, an impressive feat to get so close to Doomsday so early on in the conflict. 

In this year, the United States tested the H-Bomb, the most powerful nuclear bomb to date. The H-Bomb was vastly superior to those dropped on Nagasaki and Hiroshima and could really be considered a Doomsday weapon. To make matters worse, Russia tested their own H-Bomb a few months later. The McCarthy witch-hunt to find Communist sympathisers in America was at its height, with fears of ‘Red under the bed.’

In reaction to the increased threat and number of nuclear weapons, the clock was set to two minutes to midnight and stayed that way for a further seven years. Fear at this point was its highest.

23:43 – Cold

The furthest the clock has ever been was, appropriately enough, at the end of the Cold War. In 1989 the Berlin Wall had fallen, and many considered it only a short time before the Soviet Union would follow.

And so it was, in 1991, that the Soviet Union collapsed, mainly thanks to a stagnate economy it was suffering from. Better diplomatic relations between Russia and the US led to their started disposing of nuclear weapons safely and there were increased, peaceful interactions. Bulletin reset the clock to seventeen minutes to midnight, its furthest yet. It seemed as though the threat of mutual destruction was going away.

23:55 – Now

At present, there are a number of factors which dictate the current position of the minute hand.

The main element of the Clock is still nuclear. China and North Korea’s military pursuits worry the Western powers. Iran’s pursuit of nuclear power is also seen as a threat by the West, under fears it could lead to weapons development.

As well as these emerging nuclear powers, the original countries to hold nuclear weapons (Britain, the United States, France and Russia) continue to update and modify their weapons rather than dispose of them safely.

But there is a hope that we may move further away from nuclear destruction. US President Barack Obama has made significant movements for a nuclear weapons-free world. The fact that other nuclear weapon holding countries show indications of agreement is a good sign. 

This move is a step towards the suggestion made by the scientists back in 2002: to move the clock back would mean Russia and America would cut the amount of weapons down to 1,000. But the threat of humanity’s end is no longer just nuclear – the environment and the ethics surrounding modern science are playing larger and larger roles.

The Public

Though the general public may not be aware of the Clock itself, the symbol of a clock ticking down has become part of the public consciousness. 

The most famous example of the clock in popular media is as a recurring motif in the comic and recent blockbuster film, Watchmen. It appears at the end of each chapter, counting down to the end of the story or a nuclear apocalypse.

Probably best known to today’s generation is its appearance in Linkin Park’s third album, Minutes to Midnight. An episode of American TV series Heroes called Seven Minutes to Midnight also takes its title from the Doomsday Clock. It has made appearances in numerous other media as well.

What have we learnt?

Since the Cold War, humanity as a whole has delighted in foretelling its own destruction. How else do we explain the career of Roland Emmerich?

It is unlikely that the clock was that much of a factor for people, or the biggest impact in pop culture as the Cold War itself; many are unaware of its existence! But as a representation of the Cold War, and how close we came to destruction, the Clock is a frightening thing to behold.

But the doom harbingers of the year 1999/2000, 2006 and 2012 keep coming and we, quite rightly, ignore them and dismiss them. So why is it that the Clock for nuclear apocalypse still holds enough sway, despite the Cold War nearly ending two decades ago?

It’s because we still have the power to bring about our own death. Those ‘special’ years are only years. A nuclear bomb is a nuclear bomb. A nuclear bomb is dreadfully more offensive than a year, generally speaking.

We haven’t learnt anything from a Cold War spanning over half a century or at least others haven’t learned from the West’s near miss. Looking at current events, it seems likely another one may start soon, if not here then maybe in the Middle East. 

The Doomsday Clock, the Nuclear Clock, the Bulletin Clock will always be counting down to midnight as long as there are nuclear weapons in the world. As long as there is that chance for mutual destruction, we need that Clock to keep us prepared.

We have to take the steps to turn the hands back.

Candidate A is currently studying the Cold War. S/he enjoys reading, good food

and not having radiation poisoning.

_______________________________________________________________

MODERATOR’S COMMENTS

AO1: Accurate, coherent and appropriate choice of genre. Succinct and well organised with effective layout features = High band 2.
AO4: A consistent and sustained approach which is highly suitable for the genre = Band 4.

Candidate A - LITERARY TASK

Man on the Button

Sid got up out of bed and walked along the corridor. Past the nuclear warhead and into the kitchen. Make peanut butter and jelly sandwich. Enjoy. Get a coffee, before showering, shaving and shitting. Put on the regulation polo shirt and shorts. Ready for his shift, Sid headed down to the work station to take over from Jack.

Sid climbed into the cramped office. It was made from thick steel panels, bolted, so there were no gaps for escape. Any that did exist had been painted over, like working in a magnolia submarine. 
 
“Mornin’ Jack,” said Sid. “Anything occurring?”


“Evening Sid, not much occurring.” Jack was busy flicking sharpened pencils into the ceiling and ignoring the blank radar screen.


“Good-oh. So long as Red doesn’t get itchy, this job’s a piece of piss.”


“Mucho agreed Sid, mucho agreed. You’re turn to take over then I’m supposing?”


“That it is,” said Sid, patting him on the back. Jack stood up from the swivel chair and gestured theatrically for Sid to take a seat. “See ya later Sid.”


“Toodles Jack.” Jack disappeared off to his bunk.

Sid slouched down in the chair. He rubbed his eyes to make himself fully awake and placed his cheek on his hand. He leaned forward towards a microphone.
“Sid Offal reporting for duty at Nuclear Station one-one-three-eight at oh-seven-hundred hours. No change in the situation.”

Sid clicked it off and relaxed in his chair. He made himself comfortable and sighed, preparing himself for his twelve hour shift. He then tried making himself comfortable again, as the leather cushion he was sitting on had long since lost its comfort thirty eight shifts previously. It didn’t help that working here felt like working in a submarine, like a constant state of déjà vu.
A pencil fell down from the ceiling, hitting him in the shoulder and clattering to the floor. Sid picked it up to do some doodling, but the bit of graphite at the end had broken of. Sid flicked it out of the room
He stared at the green circle of the radar screen, the line from the centre swirling round endlessly, like the hands of a clock. Endlessly turning around the centre, showing nothing coming. 
Christ, Sid was bored. He checked his watch. Two minutes had passed. He could’ve sworn it was five at least. The radar screen proudly carried on blipping regardless. Sid really wanted to punch the smug little radar screen in its face.

Thinking of enacting random violence against an inanimate object? Sid decided to get another cup of coffee. That should kill another eight minutes at least. He stood up and left the office, thankful for an excuse. If there was a nuclear apocalypse within the next eight minutes, it would at least make things interesting.

Sid went to the kitchen and started making himself a cup of coffee. New filter, put in the coffee. Pour in the water, get the creamer ready. Wait. Get the coffee, and pour into the mug with an amusing caption. Add creamer. One spoon of sugar and then, mix.

Sid headed back to the work station mixing the coffee as he went. He gripped the side of the door frame to steady himself so that he didn’t spill any coffee as he got back to his work station. He glanced upward at the radar screen.

“Hang on,” thought Sid. “Was that a blip?”
Keeping his eyes on the screen, Sid sat down and clicked the microphone on.

“This is Sid Offal at oh-seven-ten hours. Seeking confirmation on radar– was there just a blip on screen?” Sid waited. “Hello, is there anyone there? I need confirmation needed on a possible blip at station one-one-three-eight. Hello?”

Nothing responded.

“Shit. Oh shit.”

Sid tried to get someone on the end of the microphone again, but there was nothing at the end of the line. He sat down in the chair again, shaking. He sipped his coffee to try and calm his nerves, but his hand was still shaking. The radar screen had gone blank. Only the single green line continued swinging around the circle, endlessly.

A thought entered into Sid’s head that made his forehead break out into a sweat.

“What if Russia had done it?”

The thought terrified them. America, the great country would have been atomised under thousand million raining bombs from the cold hearts or Russia. Peaked caps shadowing grey eyes, stony faces impassive as it watches the great American people poisoned from radioactive shit. All because Sid wanted a break to get some coffee. Everyone outside of the bunker who hadn’t reached safety would be dying or dead. No one would have reached safety because Sid didn’t warn them. They were all dead.

Sid: the Last Man on Earth.

Except for Jack. And Jack was hardly a candidate to restart the planet’s population. Sid sat back in his chair, empty. A poem read long ago by a younger Sid floated into his mind. It seemed appropriate to say.

“This is the way the world ends/Not with a bang but a whimper.”
Sid didn’t quite know what to do after that, so he crossed himself like he had seen his catholic grandmother do. He tried to stand to wake Jack, but his legs felt like jelly and lead.

Why had Red done it now? They couldn’t have gathered enough intelligence to know anything about this bunker. This was secret to almost everybody, except some military minds, the President and those inside the bunker. No one would have told the Russians. No one. Sid certainly knew he hadn’t, he barely had anyone except his wife to contact outside the bunker.

He wasn’t sure about Jack though. 

Now there was a thought. 

Sid took another sip of coffee and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. It made sense. This bunker was one of the most important ones in America’s line of defence, and if they didn’t notify the rest of the nation then there was no stopping Russia’s Red Retaliation. And who better to tell them than Jack?

Jack was a traitor, and needed to be punished.

Sid stood up and climbed out of the work station, taking his coffee with him. He padded past the kitchen, past the nuclear warhead (no point firing that now) to the bunks where they slept. Jack was asleep on the bunk. Sid watched him, wondering what fate best suited a Traitor.

Sid took his coffee cup and hit Jack around the head to make sure he wouldn’t wake. He dropped it to the ground, it breaking into three triangular pieces. Sid took Jack by the wrists and started dragging him out the bunker’s main door.

It took a while to navigate the floor, but Sid had enough strength and loathing of Jack to drag him there quick enough. He dropped him by the door and feel to the floor himself, exhausted. Sid kicked Jack in the face and heard a crunch as his nose broke. Blood soaked the floor.

Sid got back up and forced the door open. As quick as he could before the radiation would seep into the building and poison him, Sid rolled Jack out of the building and slammed the door shut. Sid leaned against the door, exhausted.

And broke down into tears.

It had a few days since Day 0, and Sid was depressed. A few hours after Sid had shut Jack out of the bunker, he had heard him kicking and screaming to be let back in. Sid had quietly ignored him and ate a can of beans. It soon stopped. Jack was probably dead, but it didn’t bother Sid at all. He was a traitor, and needed to die. But being the Last Man on Earth… Well, it got quite lonely. Only so many times to trim your beard, get dressed, have a wash. He hadn’t bothered with that today. No one to do it for. Why bother?


But he had gotten so terribly lonely. No one to talk to, nothing left to talk to. If America was as well loved by the rest of the world, it was very likely that no one was left alive, except some craft commies. The last vestige of humanity, sat naked eating beans from the can. What a depressing thought.


So, quite calmly, Sid had decided to stop putting off the inevitable tedium of waiting and kill himself. Rather by his own hand than a red one.


He had tied a knot from a gas pipe for him to hang from. He didn’t quite know how to tie a noose, but it hardly mattered now. As long as it did the trick, no one was going to be finding him and judging him for how well he did it.


Sid had considered other methods. He thought about slitting his wrists, but he couldn’t stand the sight of blood. Drowning himself would be difficult considering the bunker only had showers , and poison just simply wasn’t available. So, hanging it was.


Sid had prepared himself a last meal. Not the one he had long ago discussed with his (dead) friends on the morbid subject; his choice would have been a steak, medium rare, with fries followed by cookie ice-cream. He had to make do with the preserves in the food vault; defrosted hamburgers and a warmed up a tin of condensed milk.


He ate the meal in silence. There was after all no one to talk to.


For the first few hours after Sid had thrown Jack out of the bunker, and long after he had screamed to be let back in (oh how the traitor screamed for his life), Sid had sat by the comms desk in the work station. He had hoped that someone would send him a message that someone had survived, perhaps the radios were still working for civvies. When he had given up hope, Sid destroyed the machine with a fire-axe. No need for that anymore. He wasn’t going to be communicating with any living Russians.


Sid finished his meal. He pushed the plate to the floor, letting it shatter into three large, triangular pieces. The fork and the knife clattered to the floor beside it. After all, Sid wasn’t going to need to clean it up.


Clang. Clang, clang.


Sid turned towards the massive bulkhead doors and blinked.


“Oh god”, he thought. “The Russians are coming!”

Panicking, Sid climbed up onto the desk and slipped the noose around his neck. He tightened it, and he heard another crunch from the door as they broke in. Sid took a deep breath.


There was an almighty crash.

Man on the Button

Sid got up out of bed and walked along the corridor. Past the nuclear warhead and into the kitchen. Make peanut butter and jelly sandwich. Enjoy. Get a coffee, before showering, shaving and shitting. Put on the regulation polo shirt and shorts. Ready for his shift, Sid headed down to the work station to take over from Jack.

Sid climbed into the cramped office. It was made from thick steel panels, bolted, so there were no gaps for escape. Any that did exist had been painted over, like working in a magnolia submarine. 
 
“Mornin’ Jack,” said Sid. “Anything occurring?”


“Evening Sid, not much occurring.” Jack was busy flicking sharpened pencils into the ceiling and ignoring the blank radar screen.


“Good-oh. So long as Red doesn’t get itchy, this job’s a piece of piss.”


“Mucho agreed Sid, mucho agreed. You’re turn to take over then I’m supposing?”


“That it is,” said Sid, patting him on the back. Jack stood up from the swivel chair and gestured theatrically for Sid to take a seat. “See ya later Sid.”


“Toodles Jack.” Jack disappeared off to his bunk.

Sid slouched down in the chair. He rubbed his eyes to make himself fully awake and placed his cheek on his hand. He leaned forward towards a microphone.
“Sid Offal reporting for duty at Nuclear Station one-one-three-eight at oh-seven-hundred hours. No change in the situation.”

Sid clicked it off and relaxed in his chair. He made himself comfortable and sighed, preparing himself for his twelve hour shift. He then tried making himself comfortable again, as the leather cushion he was sitting on had long since lost its comfort thirty eight shifts previously. It didn’t help that working here felt like working in a submarine, like a constant state of déjà vu.
A pencil fell down from the ceiling, hitting him in the shoulder and clattering to the floor. Sid picked it up to do some doodling, but the bit of graphite at the end had broken of. Sid flicked it out of the room
He stared at the green circle of the radar screen, the line from the centre swirling round endlessly, like the hands of a clock. Endlessly turning around the centre, showing nothing coming. 
Christ, Sid was bored. He checked his watch. Two minutes had passed. He could’ve sworn it was five at least. The radar screen proudly carried on blipping regardless. Sid really wanted to punch the smug little radar screen in its face.

Thinking of enacting random violence against an inanimate object? Sid decided to get another cup of coffee. That should kill another eight minutes at least. He stood up and left the office, thankful for an excuse. If there was a nuclear apocalypse within the next eight minutes, it would at least make things interesting.

Sid went to the kitchen and started making himself a cup of coffee. New filter, put in the coffee. Pour in the water, get the creamer ready. Wait. Get the coffee, and pour into the mug with an amusing caption. Add creamer. One spoon of sugar and then, mix.

Sid headed back to the work station mixing the coffee as he went. He gripped the side of the door frame to steady himself so that he didn’t spill any coffee as he got back to his work station. He glanced upward at the radar screen.

“Hang on,” thought Sid. “Was that a blip?”
Keeping his eyes on the screen, Sid sat down and clicked the microphone on.

“This is Sid Offal at oh-seven-ten hours. Seeking confirmation on radar– was there just a blip on screen?” Sid waited. “Hello, is there anyone there? I need confirmation needed on a possible blip at station one-one-three-eight. Hello?”

Nothing responded.

“Shit. Oh shit.”

Sid tried to get someone on the end of the microphone again, but there was nothing at the end of the line. He sat down in the chair again, shaking. He sipped his coffee to try and calm his nerves, but his hand was still shaking. The radar screen had gone blank. Only the single green line continued swinging around the circle, endlessly.

A thought entered into Sid’s head that made his forehead break out into a sweat.

“What if Russia had done it?”

The thought terrified them. America, the great country would have been atomised under thousand million raining bombs from the cold hearts or Russia. Peaked caps shadowing grey eyes, stony faces impassive as it watches the great American people poisoned from radioactive shit. All because Sid wanted a break to get some coffee. Everyone outside of the bunker who hadn’t reached safety would be dying or dead. No one would have reached safety because Sid didn’t warn them. They were all dead.

Sid: the Last Man on Earth.

Except for Jack. And Jack was hardly a candidate to restart the planet’s population. Sid sat back in his chair, empty. A poem read long ago by a younger Sid floated into his mind. It seemed appropriate to say.

“This is the way the world ends/Not with a bang but a whimper.”
Sid didn’t quite know what to do after that, so he crossed himself like he had seen his catholic grandmother do. He tried to stand to wake Jack, but his legs felt like jelly and lead.

Why had Red done it now? They couldn’t have gathered enough intelligence to know anything about this bunker. This was secret to almost everybody, except some military minds, the President and those inside the bunker. No one would have told the Russians. No one. Sid certainly knew he hadn’t, he barely had anyone except his wife to contact outside the bunker.

He wasn’t sure about Jack though. 

Now there was a thought. 

Sid took another sip of coffee and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. It made sense. This bunker was one of the most important ones in America’s line of defence, and if they didn’t notify the rest of the nation then there was no stopping Russia’s Red Retaliation. And who better to tell them than Jack?

Jack was a traitor, and needed to be punished.

Sid stood up and climbed out of the work station, taking his coffee with him. He padded past the kitchen, past the nuclear warhead (no point firing that now) to the bunks where they slept. Jack was asleep on the bunk. Sid watched him, wondering what fate best suited a Traitor.

Sid took his coffee cup and hit Jack around the head to make sure he wouldn’t wake. He dropped it to the ground, it breaking into three triangular pieces. Sid took Jack by the wrists and started dragging him out the bunker’s main door.

It took a while to navigate the floor, but Sid had enough strength and loathing of Jack to drag him there quick enough. He dropped him by the door and feel to the floor himself, exhausted. Sid kicked Jack in the face and heard a crunch as his nose broke. Blood soaked the floor.

Sid got back up and forced the door open. As quick as he could before the radiation would seep into the building and poison him, Sid rolled Jack out of the building and slammed the door shut. Sid leaned against the door, exhausted.

And broke down into tears.

It had a few days since Day 0, and Sid was depressed. A few hours after Sid had shut Jack out of the bunker, he had heard him kicking and screaming to be let back in. Sid had quietly ignored him and ate a can of beans. It soon stopped. Jack was probably dead, but it didn’t bother Sid at all. He was a traitor, and needed to die. But being the Last Man on Earth… Well, it got quite lonely. Only so many times to trim your beard, get dressed, have a wash. He hadn’t bothered with that today. No one to do it for. Why bother?


But he had gotten so terribly lonely. No one to talk to, nothing left to talk to. If America was as well loved by the rest of the world, it was very likely that no one was left alive, except some craft commies. The last vestige of humanity, sat naked eating beans from the can. What a depressing thought.


So, quite calmly, Sid had decided to stop putting off the inevitable tedium of waiting and kill himself. Rather by his own hand than a red one.


He had tied a knot from a gas pipe for him to hang from. He didn’t quite know how to tie a noose, but it hardly mattered now. As long as it did the trick, no one was going to be finding him and judging him for how well he did it.


Sid had considered other methods. He thought about slitting his wrists, but he couldn’t stand the sight of blood. Drowning himself would be difficult considering the bunker only had showers , and poison just simply wasn’t available. So, hanging it was.


Sid had prepared himself a last meal. Not the one he had long ago discussed with his (dead) friends on the morbid subject; his choice would have been a steak, medium rare, with fries followed by cookie ice-cream. He had to make do with the preserves in the food vault; defrosted hamburgers and a warmed up a tin of condensed milk.


He ate the meal in silence. There was after all no one to talk to.


For the first few hours after Sid had thrown Jack out of the bunker, and long after he had screamed to be let back in (oh how the traitor screamed for his life), Sid had sat by the comms desk in the work station. He had hoped that someone would send him a message that someone had survived, perhaps the radios were still working for civvies. When he had given up hope, Sid destroyed the machine with a fire-axe. No need for that anymore. He wasn’t going to be communicating with any living Russians.


Sid finished his meal. He pushed the plate to the floor, letting it shatter into three large, triangular pieces. The fork and the knife clattered to the floor beside it. After all, Sid wasn’t going to need to clean it up.


Clang. Clang, clang.


Sid turned towards the massive bulkhead doors and blinked.


“Oh god”, he thought. “The Russians are coming!”

Panicking, Sid climbed up onto the desk and slipped the noose around his neck. He tightened it, and he heard another crunch from the door as they broke in. Sid took a deep breath.


There was an almighty crash.

Then silence.
__________________________________________________________________________________

MODERATOR’S COMMENTS

AO1: A suitably imaginative response which is succinctly expressed and coherent = High band 2.
AO4:  Demonstrates comprehensive knowledge of genre conventions. Maintains the tone with confidence. Genuine engagement with the task = Mid band 4.  

__________________________________________________________________________________

Candidate A - Commentary

Man on the Button
My topic of War and the set text ‘Birdsong’ inspired me to write about the anticipation and boredom in-between fighting a war. I set ‘Man on the Button’ during the Cold War, which was based on anticipation of when would war start to match my interest.

I researched Cold War tales and pieces about isolation and boredom after traumatic events (Buffy: The Body), which informed the tone of the story. I wrote it in prose, as boredom and horror are shown as the characters experience events, similar in tone to ‘Birdsong’ after Stephen kills a soldier in close combat.

Initially, the story was set just before a soldier was head over the trenches. After seeing ‘Stephen Fry in America,’ I investigated what life in a fallout shelter. My story came from there, taking elements from ‘The Twilight Zone,’ ‘Lost’ and other Cold War fiction. The audience is for those interested in historical/speculative history sories
The contracted sentences, which in the opening paragraph are phrased like a set of instructions, demonstrate the repetition of his job. It indicates that everything, including ‘nuclear warhead,’ has become commonplace, with little hyperbolic language to keep it grounded in reality. This repeated when he makes himself coffee to create the same feeling. The repeated use of ‘submarine’ as descriptions show the cramped conditions and the effect the environment has on Sid’s mind. The numbers one, three, seven, eight and ‘oh’ are repeated as written numbers are visually less interesting than symbols. The cumulative effect for the reader shows Sid to be a dangerously bored person.

The dialogue in the text is used to show the banal nature of the characters. The reader gets a feeling that this is a phatic conversation full of fillers and examples of idiolect. For example, ‘good-oh’ said by Sid indicates an easy-going character. There is also a rhythm so that it reads quickly, as though they are going through a routine.

The description throughout is sparing to demonstrate the confined feeling within the bunker and realistic tone, with little metaphorical language. This was inspired by the stark description found in Birdsong and Bond novels. The exception is Sid’s imaginings on events outside. Sid imagines that there are a ‘thousand million raining bombs,’ a small moment of hyperbolic poetry for the audience to empathise with Sid. There are a number of metaphoric descriptors like ‘raining’ or ‘stony’ to show these are the exaggerated imaginings of Sid, and not actual events. I was inspired by similar moments in Watchmen and The Accrington Pals.

Syntactical parallelism is used to describe Sid’s ideal and actual meal. The short syndetic list emphasises the parallel, and the undercutting of ‘steak’ with ‘burger’ creates a small moment of humour.

Discourse markers mark the passage of time and move the story on. ‘Day 0’ shows Sid’s current mindset and detachment from reality by creating a new dating system in his own world.

The ending uses compound sentences to keep Sid’s ultimate fate deliberately ambiguous. This was done as giving him a proper ending wouldn’t fit in with the theme of not knowing what is happening in reality.

Five To Doomsday
‘Five to Doomsday’ is written as an article for a history magazine about the Cold War for an audience interested in history. This allowed me write about an obscure part of the Cold War. It also continued the theme of anticipation more obviously than could be found in ‘Man on the Button.’

The melodramatic headline draws attention to the text, while the sub-headline clarifies the article’s subject. The leading paragraph, written as short prose, sets the tone for an article about a Doomsday Clock and its public effect by evoking fear in the reader through hyperbole. The ellipsis creates a pause, holding the thought in the reader’s mind.

The article can be divided into three main lexical fields. The first field covers the history, ‘23:58,’ and is focused on words of war, such as ‘bomb,’ ‘destruction’ and ‘doomsday weapon.’ This highlights the threat of nuclear war. From ‘23:43’ onwards, the lexical field becomes more political, including ‘diplomatic.’ This is to indicate that the Cold War has become less paranoid and is instead based on diplomacy. The final section’s lexical field ‘What have we learnt?’ becomes about the future with ‘foretelling’ and ‘harbingers.’ This indicates to the audience that we are still to live these effects unless we change them.
The sentence structure throughout is simple, rarely using complicated syntax. There is also frequent paragraphing to keep them small. For example, the first sentence of ‘23:55’ is kept short and clear, so that unfamiliar history is easily understandable.

The use of sub-headings to divide the text makes the text easily navigable, and maintains clarity throughout. The use of numbered sub-headings provides visual information that is easier to understand than later worded descriptions. This use contrasts with the numbers in ‘Man on the Button.’ The use of worded time also reinforces its use in the title so that the reader retains information through repetition. 

The use of proper nouns removes bias from the text. The article also avoids bias in the text by not using personal pronouns which avoids outdated attitudes from the Cold War. The exception is the last section which uses ‘we.’ However, this ‘we’ refers to a global whole, so there is still little historical bias.

Some language used in the text gives important information economically to maintain he focus on the clock. Examples include ‘recent blockbuster’ and ‘US President.’ This ensures the audience understands the information as fast as possible.

The final section uses rhetorical devices to emphasise its points. For example, ‘clock’ is repeated in a triadic structure using syntactical parallelism, so that it sounds like time is ticking away. The repetition of clock also emphasises time’s importance. Rhetorical questions are used to create humour or, more importantly, to emphasise the answer given by the author to make an evaluative point. The pause created by the question emphasises the given answer.
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MODERATOR’S COMMENTS

AO1: Lack of rigorous proof reading adversely affects the coherence of the commentary at times although written with confidence and conviction = Low band 2.
AO2: Good reference to the stimulus texts and effectively discusses the contrasts between the two tasks. Demonstrates clear awareness of audiences but analysis needs some development = Mid band 3.

AO3: Clear awareness of audiences. Good explanation of inspiration gained from core text and topic. Some good links between language choices and their effects, although some explanations are not completely clear. Sub-headings and evaluation are superfluous = Low band 3.
Extensive and impressive bibliography which illustrates the range and depth of the wide reading.     

EXEMPLAR FOLDER 2: Candidate B - Non-Fiction Task
Big X

The following text is an extract from ‘Big X’; a biography of Squadron Leader Roger Joyce Bushell. Bushell is universally renowned for his instigation of ‘The Great Escape’. In 1944, 76 men fled the prisoner of war camp Stalag Luft III under Bushell’s command. In the film of the same name, Richard Attenborough’s character ‘Roger Bartlett’ was loyally based on the Englishman. This extract outlines the events leading up to Bushell’s imprisonment in Stalag Luft III.

The locomotive initiated its journey to Warburg. One hundred passengers were imprisoned within the cattle cars. A foul stench reeked; a combination of body odour and corned beef. The train’s occupants didn’t complain. They at least were still breathing.

Roger inhaled studiously. He ran his rough fingers down the smuggled knife. A distorted figure reflected back from within the blade; the gash just below his right eye mocked him.

“You sure about this?” Jack questioned. Roger turned his attention to a discrete slit in the carriage side. A gentle ray of light fell calmly onto the wooden floor. It lingered momentarily before it was trampled by the mass of bodies. Light was not governed by the policies their German captors enforced. Not yet anyway. Roger envied the light.

“We may be prisoners,” he calmly asserted, “But we remain soldiers. It is our sworn duty to escape our opposition’s grasp. And that, my Czech ally, we shall do.” 

Jack smiled approvingly.

*

     
Five successfully escaped the Prisoner of War transport train in late April 1942. Concealing civilian attire, and equipped with carefully forged documents, the group travelled cross-country. The terrain’s gradient became steeper as they marched closer to their freedom. 

     
The escapees took refuge in barns at night. These new sleeping arrangements were a certain improvement from the horrific conditions at Dulag Stad, yet Bushell rarely slept. He was adamant in remaining moves ahead of his adversaries and didn’t want to ‘be caught napping’.

     
His comrades were largely fatigued as a result of their dangerous escape; their hands were sliced and their bodies engulfed in severe friction burns. Bushell had not escaped injury. His exterior, however, never revealed the extent of his pain. He had learnt to conceal his mannerisms when reading law at Cambridge University in 1929. Exploring the justice route, Bushell had aspirations of becoming a barrister. His heavy build, probing eyes and coercive tone cumulatively produced an intimidating character. These early career decisions certainly manifested; his desire for the innocent to have freedom was demonstrated.     

Bushell always yearned to see the skies. In 1932 he joint the ranks of the RAF Auxiliary and Reserve Volunteers. Combining his two greatest passions, Bushell became active in courts martial, often prosecuting RAF personnel accused of hazardous flying. His sensational success rate soared, his respectability alongside it. However his superiors reluctantly reduced his number of trials – his cases were inadvertently creating an undesirable effect on public relations.

The train escapees opted to take separate routes, intending to decrease their chance of recapture. Bushell and fellow pilot Jack Zaphok remained together and, equipped in their civilian apparel, strolled confidently into a German train station. Bushell could confidently speak nine languages; his German was spoken with an especially authentic tone. Their excellent documents accompanied them on a first class journey to Prague. Their fellow POW comrades went their separate routes and were executed.

The following May they arrived in Prague. The aviators secured shelter with a married couple and their young son, Alexandr. They told of their escapades and received much needed food and water. Zaphok departed to make contact with the Underground whilst Bushell remained hidden in the house, focusing on their next move. 

*

He perched on the stool, meticulously watching the activity through the small split in the curtains. He knew the game had taken a new twist; something big was happening. Alexandr approached carefully. His steps remained youthful yet an element of purpose arose in each closing movement.

“Mr Bushell,” he apprehensively addressed, “What’s going to happen?” Roger remained silent; the Gestapo were scurrying quickly along the street. “My parents don’t tell me about the fighting. They tell me soon things will be good again. Is that true Mr Bushell?”

The Gestapo continued their patrol up the street. Roger watched carefully, hoping for some indication of their next strategy. 

“Did you fight Mr Bushell? Is that where you got your scar?”

Roger’s eyes remained on the road ahead. “No,” he replied flatly. A German officer was brandishing a ragged piece of parchment. Another officer snatched it from him. “I was skiing.”

“Did you fall off?”

“No,” Roger responded, “I lost control. One of my skis; it pierced just below my right eye.”

“Did it hurt?”

The parchment’s content clearly disturbed the Germen men. This disturbed Roger.

“An inch higher,” he wearily replied, “it would have taken my eye out.”

The Gestapo voices were increasing in both pitch and volume. The heavy dialect disguised their discussion. The war had elevated. 

“That’s gross,” Alexendr gagged immaturely.

Roger wasn’t smiling. 

*

Zaphok returned to the house a few days later. He had acquired further bad news. The Czech capital had also welcomed Reinhard Heydrich; a barbarous individual who would later be labelled ‘The Butcher of Prague’. He had been appointed as the country’s Reichfuhrer – the highest SS rank available. 

Zaphok informed them of ‘Operation Anthropoid’, a mission instigated by the British. Two Czech paratroopers had mortally wounded The Butcher, resulting in his death in early June. The Nazis retaliated ferociously to the fall of their idolized figure; more than 1,000 Czech civilians were herded together and massacred. Hitler’s justification was ‘because they were Czech.’

Terrified for their host’s safety, Bushell and Zaphok immediately set forth the preparations to leave the house. They stocked up on food and clothing and were provided with a small sum of money, despite Bushell’s reluctance to accept it. 

The duo were set to make their evening departure when further bad luck struck. The Gestapo kicked down the front door twenty-four hours earlier than expected, exposing the prisoners of war. The married couple were immediately executed. Alexandr was immediately dispatched to a concentration camp. Bushell was taken at once to Berlin and Zaphok to Colditz. They never met again. 

The Gestapo were certain Bushell had been involved in Anthropoid. An interrogation was composed and Bushell experienced horrific torture. The Germans were infuriated by the death of their respected chief and were glad to exhibit their vexation.

Due to his fugitive status, Bushell had been lying about his actual identity since his previous escape. Acknowledging the desperation of his current situation, he showed his true hand; from his POW status at Dulag Stad and the train escape, to the fabrication of documents to impersonate a German citizen. He had previously been a man of truth and justice and it had served him well. He resuscitated his pre-war identity, hoping his captors would see sense. Ironically, they didn’t believe a word and continued.

 
Weeks manifested into years for Bushell as the beatings magnified. Battered, bruised and bleeding, the young pilot prayed for the light to find him. Eventually it did. The German air force, the Luftwaffe, heard word of iconic Bushell’s torture and made frequent enquiries. They respected, and possibly liked, the British pilot and demanded his ‘outrageous’ interrogation to be terminated. The Luftwaffe were universally respected and the Gestapo were pressured into releasing their prisoner.

Prior to his intense interrogation, Bushell had respected the Nazis position. He certainly opposed many of their actions, yet he acknowledged them as opposition rather than enemies. 

This all changed now. They’d broken too many rules. His passion to disrupt the Nazi regime multiplied. He hated them.  

A brand new prisoner of war camp had recently been opened. Stalag Luft III was purposefully built to house disruptive prisoners. In November, Bushell was to become their newest inmate.

*

Roger waited beside the tracks. A scraggy figure approached.

“Mr Bushell.” The German words were accompanied with sprays of warm saliva. The hollow eyes attempted to intimidate. “If you escape ever again, we will gladly execute you. Do you understand?”

Roger paused. “I understand perfectly.” He stepped onto the train as it initiated its southeast journey to the Sagan prison. His next escape was to be his greatest yet.

Word count: 1,378

MODERATOR’S COMMENTS

AO1: Suitable genre and approach. Some awkward lexical choices = Mid band 2.
AO4: Well-researched and demonstrates understanding of genre conventions. Makes a good attempt to evoke atmosphere and to involve the audience = Mid band 4. 
Candidate B - LITERARY TASK

Their Christmas Truce
December 31st, 1914  

Winter had cast a white fabric across the landscape; the cochineal stains were forgotten beneath a covering of unspoilt snow; a beautiful silence echoed softly on the winter breeze. 
Jack watched the mute tableau through the rifle lens. An avalanche of pale tears descended tenderly around him. His neck cranked slowly skyward. A flood of snow delicately drowned him. He watched the birds glide aimlessly in the clear white sky; they too were wrapped in immaculate coats. Were they doves? They skimmed heaven’s curtain youthfully, evoking scenes from a distant childhood, where war and fighting were merely tales. His weapon followed them before they were consumed by the thick emptiness.
The crease separating sky from land had turned to snow. The air was sharp and bracing, anaesthetising the natural smells of gun-smoke and decay. 
     
The battleground was cleansed.

     
His eyes darted. The presence of a dark figure broke the unblemished spectacle. A mere hundred feet away…the ink dot on the page. Sweat burst down the soldier’s face. He felt his pale cheeks throb uncomfortably. He composed and fixed his rifle. The distinct tuft of black hair unknowingly positioned itself into his sights. He wiped a snowflake from his cheek; a single tear clung to his pores. The creased contents of his breast pocket pressed against his chest. 

December 25th, 1914

Jack studied his two remaining cards. His eyes met those of the King of Diamonds who arrogantly returned the stare, comforted by his position in the hierarchy. The card face was immaculate. He removed the Jack of Clubs from his hand. Mud had dirtied it and the corners were bent. It was scratched and weary. Jack held his paper equivalent and tenderly stroked it. The playing card was so very thin he noticed as he tossed it onto the wet terrain.   

The German soldier studied his two remaining cards. His eyes flicked between the British soldier’s and his own. He placed his Jack of Hearts alongside the club. A brief interlude presented itself. The men eyed the cardboard standoff and then each other.

“What that mean?” Jack’s German twin stuttered. The German’s English was very good – much better than the British soldiers had anticipated. Jack felt embarrassed by his lack of German vocabulary. 

“It means nothing,” he replied neutrally, “No-one wins.”

 
Both men studied the grieved expressions of the Jacks they had discarded. They lay together on the icy surface of No Man’s Land: comrades.

“What your name?” his new friend asked him.

“It’s Jack. What’s yours?”

The German soldier grinned as he eyed the sacrificed cards, “I guess I’m Jack too, right?” 

Forty-eight hours ago they had been trying to kill each other. A Christmas spirit had lingered over the foes as they became friends. Bullets had become lyrics; a medley of harmonious Christmas carols enveloped the previous battlefield. The rifles that had so easily claimed mothers’ sons felt awkward: they were not welcome in such a celebration. Discarded in the trenches, they were buried in the snow. 

     
Jack recalled the previous evening. A collaboration of German voices echoed mystically on the winter breeze. 

“Stille Nacht, heilige Nacht” 

The British soldiers applauded the fine display of melodic ability. They retaliated at once when a young Scottish soldier tunefully started “The first Noël …” Within seconds the entire British army were chorally belting out “Noël, Noël, Noël, Noël” in perfect unison for their foreign audience. A rapturous applause ensued from the opposing trench. 

The British men clambered over their barricade of sandbags for the encore number. A composition of British and German voices adhered gracefully as they performed “Oh come all ye faithful”; their partners effectively singing in Latin. 

     
The tune transported Jack to Christmas at his old church. He remembered standing between Mother and Father when he was just small. The village church was always nicely decorated at Christmas. Mother told him that angels had made sure the church looked so nice. He loved the hymns and carols best, but as he couldn’t read yet he didn’t join in. He was happy just listening though. Mother told him, one day, when he was older, he would be able to sing just as loud as Father. 

“Come and behold him, Born the King of Angels” 

Jack sang passionately as he deserted the British trench. Hundreds stood with him, hundreds stood opposite him, all with their arms open as they marched across No Man’s Land. 

“Oh come let us adore him!”

Christmas trees lined the border of the German trench. So many trees placed delicately on the parapet, each with tiny candles nested perfectly on top. A warm glow exhaled from behind the German military. The faceless silhouettes moved closer. “Venite adoremus!”

 
The December snow fell from the moonlit sky. It was like confetti the way it dropped comfortably onto their shoulders. The air was getting colder yet the soldiers had never felt so warm.

“Oh come let us adore him – Christ the Lord!”

     
The eclipsing darkness evaporated. A thousand claret faces greeted them.

“They’re… just like us,” Jack heard a bemused voice whisper. He was right. It wasn’t thuggish antagonists serenading them in the snow. It was men. These were not the killers who had taken Tommy, or Stephen, or James; they certainly weren’t the predators they dreamt of slaughtering each night. Their khaki uniforms were clogged with nature’s discharge; their palms were bleeding and their eyes cracked from exhaustion. They were pale; pale and thin; if the British snipers weren’t taking them malnourishment was. Yet they were smiling. They were happy. The British had accepted their invitation; their wintry armistice; their Christmas Truce. 

     
Hands of respect were offered and graciously shook. A surreal buzz of conversation echoed honourably on the winter breeze. 

“You play?” A young German soldier approached Jack. He was of a similar age yet his skin was less smooth. His buttons were not polished and his boots not cleaned in a long time. There was still some colour in his eyes. He slickly shuffled a shabby deck of cards.

“Course,” Jack winked. They built their communal fire and the cards were dealt.   

Into the night they played and talked. Jack told him his name; his first name. It was as if this stranger, ‘Jack’, who he had met mere hours before, was a close friend he hadn’t seen in years. They scrapped the standoff card game to smoke and drink. British cigarettes were traded for German cigars; the ensemble of fumes floated collectively away. They necked large quantities of rum and Jack quickly felt it command his body. To be drunk with a German! he giggled innocently. They scoffed the roasted turkey and chomped the mince pies; their conversation continued to flourish. 

“How do you speak such good English?” 

“My fiancée,” he hiccupped, a clump of Christmas pudding in hand, “She from London. We were going to be married until I had to fight. I have picture!” He scrambled in his pocket and produced a neatly folded photograph which he offered to Jack. “Her name is Charlotte. Beautiful, eh?”

Her pale cheeks were tenderly rumpled, a tint of red shone perfectly through. The arm of her partner was wrapped lovingly around her shoulders. She stared up at Jack.

“Yeah,” he answered, his eyes still on the girl.

“You keep it.”

His gaze broke, “Don’t be ridiculous.”

“I have look at that picture everyday for six month”, his friend smiled, “It is burnt into my psyche! She will bring you much hope. When you get home maybe you will meet her and give her picture. So she never forget me…”

Jack looked at the girl and then back at him. “I promise she’ll never forget you.” They cracked open another bottle of rum as the snow soundlessly set around them.

December 31st, 1914
Jack’s crosshairs ensnared the dot. He had obliterated a handful of targets in his military career. With zero hesitation, his gunfire had previously wounded and killed. The order from the top was to shoot on sight. He froze. 

The dot was no longer just a dot. It was not a faceless figure in the snow; it was not a target waiting to be found. It was a man. It could be Jack. His weapon could be pointed at his comrade. The distant image bobbed softly, as if politely waving. It was Jack…and the order was in. 

The plummeting snow thickened. A cold breath suffocated the scene. The photograph in his pocket was fluttering wildly. A shrieking wind pelted his eardrums; the order was in; the order was in! A numbing frost cloaked his flesh. His weapon readied for action. A final look to the heavens. Blank. Blades of biting ice pinched. His eyes closed. A murmur of remorse. A resonating click. 

His bullet erased the ink dot. 

A medley of gunfire echoed destructively against the winter breeze. He never heard silence again. 
     
His eyes fearfully opened; the white fabric had dispersed into watery residue; the red stains were resumed on the battleground floor. A squawking crow evacuated the site. He fell effortlessly to his knees. The white snow became rain; it smeared the mud and drowned the trench. He scrambled desperately for the picture. Tears of rain fell from his cheeks onto Charlotte’s. Her eyes vacantly watched, somewhat wary of him. He looked at his German double for the final time. His rough fingers tenderly stroked as the picture disintegrated in his hands. Jack’s fingers were stained; as was his memory of Christmas 1914.

Word count: 1,583

_________________________________________________________________________________

MODERATOR’S COMMENTS

AO1: Clear and well structured. Some effective, evocative descriptive writing although some expression seems awkwardly out of place = Low band 2. 
AO4: Imaginative and sensitive handling of the subject. Confidently written; handles the shifts in mood and atmosphere effectively. Very moving at times = Band 4. 
__________________________________________________________________________________

Candidate B - Commentary
Introduction

The concepts for my texts spawned from the conclusion of Faulks’ Birdsong. The emotional congregation of opposing soldiers ‘weeping at the bitter strangeness of their human lives’ provided a springboard for my main focus: humanity. In my literary text I explored unseen targets coming together and acknowledging that, despite being enemies, they are all still men; “They’re… just like us.” This idea was subverted for my non-fiction text; I demonstrated how Roger Bushell “acknowledged [the Nazis] as opposition rather than enemies” and how this devolved to hatred; “This all changed now.”

Analysis

I wrote a biography, believing this to provide the closest representation of war’s affects on a real person. I extensively researched Roger ‘Big X’ Bushell due to my interest in his role in the film The Great Escape. This focuses on a period in his life where he despises his captors. I presented the events prior to this, purposely demonstrating the events that catalysed his renowned demeanour. My primary audience was those invested in his story. My decision to open with an escape was to feed readers expectations.  

My thorough reading of biographies (including Hamilton’s Provided you don’t kiss me and Carver’s POW escape Where the hell have you been?) provided me with the expected conventions of biography writing. I present the narrative chronologically, as is demonstrated with discourse markers,  “…in late April 1942,”  “The following May…”. I disperse these with moments from Bushell’s past; “He learnt to conceal his mannerisms when reading law”. This demonstrates to the reader how previous events shaped his later attitudes and values. 

Adverbial phrases are present to extend information and broaden reader knowledge; “the locomotive initiated its journey to Warburg”. Carver’s dual narrative scheme was a great influence. I provide the reader with explicit transactional language; “Bushell was taken at once to Berlin” which is written in the passive voice, exaggerating the formal tone and distancing ‘Bushell’s’ story. This is juxtaposed with implicit text written in the active voice; “This disturbed Roger” as well as dialogue. This heightens intimacy with ‘Roger’, hyperbolising distress with the intent to evoke empathy from the reader.

Because of its referential purpose, the text’s syntactical structure blends simple sentences, which ensure coherence, with compound sentences. Parentheses educate the reader by providing additional information “– the highest SS rank available”, a feature apparent in Fisk’s Armistice Day article. When exploring executions the syntax is blunt; representative of the quick end of life. The penultimate line anaphorically parallels the opening, symbolic of Bushell’s continual escapes. The final line alludes to Bushell’s greatest work, building excitement for the reader. 

The opening dialogue establishes Bushell’s ‘cat and mouse’ understanding of being a POW. I present a motif of lexis from the semantic field of ‘gaming’ to highlight this; “opposition” “moves ahead” “adversaries” “next move” “strategy” “show hand”. The “[breaking] of too many rules” initiates his hatred. The conclusive description of the “scraggy” Nazi with “hollow eyes attempt[ing] to intimidate” provides an antithesis to Bushell’s “heavy build” and “probing eyes”, further segregating them. 

Quite differently to Bushell’s tale, my antithetical fiction focused on the coming together of enemy soldiers. My purpose was to diminish the distance between enemy and ally. I expressed this through the Christmas Truce as this provided a rare acknowledgement of humanistic ethics amongst the horrific bloodshed. My extensive research into the event (including Brown and Seaton’s referential Christmas Truce as well as numerous newspaper reportage) allowed me to ground my text in truth. My reading of multiple soldier letters and diaries (such as German soldier Hugo Klemm’s letter) provided me with first-hand eyewitness attitudes of the soldiers present. This allowed my text to emulate, as accurately as possible, the historic event.

I dramatised this by focusing on the individual who must fire the first bullet after the truce. I present my text in the form of a short story as this allows for vivid imagery, heightening emotional investment for my audience. The narrative voice is an over-the-shoulder third person; “Jack told him his name” which symbolises the tightly packed nature of the soldiers. 

The gaming motif is also prevalent in this text. The figurative comparison between the soldiers and the “scratched and weary cards…[their] paper equivalents” demonstrates their objectification. They are sacrificed whilst the ‘arrogant King remains immaculate’. The soldiers understand they are both the same role (Jacks), “his German double”, simply fighting for different sides (Hearts and Clubs). Their acknowledgement that “no one wins” highlights the huge sacrifices war entails. I heightened this similarity with syntactic parallelism; “Jack studied his two remaining cards” “The German soldier studied his two remaining cards.”
The opening of my text is deliberately eloquent. I was influenced by the wintry description in Dunmore’s The Siege. My research informed me that there was snow during the Truce so I hyperbolised this to poetic effect; “the crease separating sky from land had turned to snow”. My aim was to demonstrate a new beginning, “The battleground was cleansed” as if providing the military a chance to cease battle – after all the Truce occurred early in World War 1. Positive imagery is continued with the presence of a dove; a biblical image of hope, and the simile of confetti; associated with newly weds. The closing lexis contrasts this; “the white snow became rain”. The verbs are negative, “squawking” “smeared” and the dove is replaced with a crow.

The syntactical structure used when revealing Jack’s childhood is simple, emulating that of a child narrator; “He was happy just listening though”. Morpurgo’s Private Peaceful inspired these basic sentences types. The shooting section is constructed with short and minor sentences; “A final look to the heavens. Blank.” The elliptical structure increases pace, building suspense. The processes Jack goes through reflect Gurney’s poem The Target; a huge influence over the text. Repetition of “the order was in” represents the domineering military hierarchy. Despite the love man shows, the scale of the war overshadows.

Evaluation

I thoroughly enjoyed writing both texts. A substantial amount of research was required which I feel is demonstrated by their authenticity. I believe the alternative angles provide thought provoking insight into how war affected individuals. 

Word count: 1,017
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MODERATOR’S COMMENTS

AO1: Clear and comprehensive rationale and discriminating use of a range of appropriate terminology = Mid band 2.
AO2: Extensive evidence of wide reading and research. Demonstrates critical thinking and includes detailed textual analysis = Band 4.
AO3: Some close, probing analysis, awareness of multi-layered nature of texts and selective demonstration of influence of stimulus texts. Evaluation and sub-headings are superfluous = Mid band 4. 

Bibliography is impressive and provides evidence of the range of research and wide reading.     

EXEMPLAR FOLDER 3:  Candidate C: NON-FICTION TASK 

An article written on Armistice Day for a national daily newspaper.
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__________________________________________________________________________________

(1,227 words)

MODERATOR’S COMMENTS.

AO1: Coherent and accurate written expression. Suitable genre and approach=Low band 2.
AO4: Highly suitable for the genre. Strong element of persuasion. Mainly consistent although not always convincingly appropriate for the genre=Band 4. 
__________________________________________________________________________________

Candidate C - LITERARY TASK

A short story based on the First World War.

Mummy’s boy  
The morbid sky lingered heavily above the fallow field. The trees that once stood full of life hovered over the livid land; their branches, like the weak arms of a wounded soldier, were limp and fragile. The sun appeared from the clouds, illuminating the crisp earth that sat upon the old riverbed which once ran south towards Paris. Soon the frost began to melt away as the sun climbed higher in the sky; the wildlife emerged from their hiding places. They had been lucky to have survived this vicious winter. 

We were silent, waiting for our final calling bell. My head slowly fell forward to rest on my knees. I thought of my mother; how her sweet voice would sing me to sleep when I was a child and her loving kiss that brushed my forehead when I waved her goodbye all those months ago. When I was a boy I used to sledge down the steep hill at the bottom of my garden, pretending that on top of the hill was a fort and to escape invasion I would have to use my sledge. Winter was always the highlight of my year, I loved building snowmen and playing with my sister in the snow. I could only look back and smile at those happy memories, as that winter I had been sent to war. 

Jimmy’s voice whispered fiercely in my ear “Michael get up, Michael come on!” He shook me until I showed consciousness; his pale blue eyes gave me an anxious look as he urged me on “it’s time to go”. The gold cross he wore around his neck swung as he leapt from beside me. I felt my toes curl up in my damp boots; a shiver ran through me as it would on a cold December morning. I grasped his hand as he heaved me out of my lulled position and we raised our faces to look at each other. I saw the scared schoolboy that I saw when we first arrived in 1914; I saw my best friend: my brother. 

We joined the line of soldiers moving closer to the front line; Sergeant Butler barked to us to keep moving, his voice rang in my ears like the sound of the chattering machine guns we had heard from our trench. I stayed close to Jimmy as we weaved our way through the muddy wet pits that had become our home. Rats jumped over our feet, as men from other battalions watched us march to the storm of bullets that awaited us. 

I signed up for The Accrington Pals Battalion on a Monday morning, Stephen, Terry and Jimmy queued behind me as I registered my name and date of birth: 1898. Corporals shook our hands and congratulated us as we put pen to paper signing away our lives to serve for our country. We were the four musketeers travelling to France to fight the enemy but we were soon split up when we arrived in Serre; we reassured each other that we would be home in Lancashire as soon as the Hun was defeated, the war was not what we had expected. Many men lay wakeful on that first night on the fields rocked by the harsh sound of sobbing boys which was not the same as the lullabies my mother once sang to me.  

We were often able to visit Serre Village; it was there, away from the battle field that many of us felt at ease. We would enjoy hearing each other’s home stories and jokes; laughing at the expense of one another’s drunken behaviour and trying to charm the young girls working behind the bar. Those joyous moments only seemed to last a few minute seconds before we had to drag our tired legs back to the base. Jimmy always got excited about our trips to the village. We teased him and chanted our made up rhymes about his crush on the landlord’s daughter, but he never blushed as we sang. He had always been a confident boy, he had an intriguing charm about him that every girl we met seemed to fall for. 

“We will have blood on our hands”, Peter shouted as we made our way back to base, the cold gusts of winter air whistling in our ears. He was a rotund man, oldest in the battalion with rosy cheeks and a smiley face. But, after a few drinks he became vulnerable. I glanced at Jimmy, who grinned back at me before he went to put his arm round Peter, calming him as he started to weep.

The sun rose, reds and oranges began to colour the stark sky as if it was a painter’s canvas. We stared into thin air, wondering what will happen to us, thinking of what to write in what could be our final letters to our loved ones, wondering if the Hun were doing the same. 

Sergeant Butler blew his whistle; it was seven o’clock, time to go over the top. 

My eyes widened. I looked at the man opposite me; his hands were shaking; he couldn’t quite place a grasp on his rifle. His colourless face looked up to stare back at me; I turned around and began to climb out of the trench making sure Jimmy was following me. “Stay together” I shouted as we made our way into no man’s land. The sharp sound of gunfire began to crackle, the voice of my comrade’s filled my ears as they were hit by enemy fire; bullets flew past, my legs went into automaton, I ran without thinking, without looking behind me, blocking out the men that were falling to their deaths. My mother’s voice penetrated my thoughts; “be strong” she kept whispering, as I ran faster and faster.  
I reloaded my rifle; Sergeant Butler had taught us how to do it in our sleep. I lay down keeping my head low placing the new bullets into the barrel and locking them in; securing my ammo. I turned my head, where was Jimmy? He was right behind me when we left the trench. I jumped up and started to run back to English lines desperately searching for my best friend. 

Suddenly I saw him. He lay on the ground, blood was gushing from an open wound he had got from a shot to his left leg. Both his hands clasped tightly over the gaping hole, trying to act as a bandage. A rush of guilt fell over me, I had left him. I dragged him to a nearby bunker, “we will be safe here I told him” taking a bandage from my pocket carefully wrapping it round his leg. We crouched together, I had my arm cradled round Jimmy trying to comfort him, just like my mother would; “it’s going to be okay” I murmured, rocking him gently. 
The ground began shaking as roaring thunder filled the sky, the side of my face glowed from the heat of the blazing fire that hungrily crept closer. It was torture listening to my men’s agonising screams as their flesh was slowly burnt away, the Germans were bombarding us. I held Jimmy closer, his head rested on my shoulder; he grabbed my hand, holding it tight as the German fire came crashing down upon us. My eyes flittered, my heart raced, I felt for Jimmy but his hand was no longer holding on to mine. 

***
A strong overpowering smell of disinfectant, the touch of soft cotton, harsh light piercing through my eyelids, my head peacefully rested on a pillow. My eyes hesitantly open; a young nurse is standing by the bed where I am laying with a clipboard in her hand. She notices that I have woken and calls for a doctor. 

Where am I? 

Cautiously rolling my head to the right, my eyes latch onto a woman sitting next to my bed; she’s dressed in black and is wearing a scent I recognise. She moves to my bed side, taking my hand she kisses me on my forehead, “be strong” she whispers as a small tear falls from her cheek. She clasps something in her hand, something shiny, something I have seen before, she opens her fist and presses it into mine, as I feel the warm imprint on my palm I realised what it is…Jimmy’s cross. 

(Word count: 1,394)

_________________________________________________________________________________

MODERATOR’S COMMENTS

AO1: Suitable genre and approach. Demonstrates confident understanding of genre conventions. A well organised narrative with evidence of careful background research. Occasional awkward lexical choices = High band 2.
AO4: Creative and engaging although ending could be more effective and convincing = Mid band 4.
_________________________________________________________________________________
Candidate C -  Commentary

Introduction

I decided to write an article for my non fiction task, which I intended to be published in The Times as I was writing for a well educated audience who would gain interest from a feature article. I intended my fiction task to be published in a collection of short stories based on WW1, aiming at an audience of young adults who wish to find out more about life during the war. 

The main purpose of my article is to persuade the reader; I found articles by Robert Fisk very inspiring as well as Anthony Loyd’s articles on the war in Afghanistan. I also found watching televised news reports on the war very informative providing me with a visual insight into the war. I wanted to write a thought-provoking article to make the reader question the validity of the war in Afghanistan.

I found the core text: the novel ‘Birdsong’ by Sebastian Faulks deeply moving and it encouraged me to adapt the experience of a WW1 soldier into a short story. I decided to change the narrative perspective to first person allowing the reader to build a connection with the protagonist. My wider reading was also very stimulating, especially ‘Private Peaceful’ by Michael Morpurgo which helped me construct my story plan about the deep bond between two brothers and friendship. I wanted to write an emotive piece that also questioned the effect of WW1 on those who were involved, linking both my article and story together with a common message put across to the reader. 

Analysis

For my article, I chose to start many of the paragraphs with a rhetorical technique to connect with and involve the reader. (‘What is history?’, ‘Where has our humanity gone?’). The questions directly address the reader; I hoped they would make a strong impact on the reader as they influence their thoughts on the topic. 

War poetry by Wilfred Owen, in particular ‘Spring Offensive’, was very useful in helping me use effective language techniques. In the opening paragraph I use sibilance to emphasise the death of the WW1 soldier (‘single strike at the Somme), the repetition of the S sound gives the impression the soldier’s death was swift and also suggests the sound of his dying breath, emphasising the extreme violence with the choice of premodifier. I also used alliteration (‘ferocious fight’) putting stress on my argument questioning the war. 

The graphological features I employ; the discreet use of photos with a dense text, suggest the text is written for a broadsheet newspaper. I tried to make the layout of my text similar to The Times, for example the use of their logo at the top of my article. Reading articles in The Times about the Afghanistan war and the soldiers’ opinions helped to me create an authentic article. 

I use cohesive devices to ensure my argument develops throughout my article. I make use of anaphoric references: (‘How much of this…’) to allow the reader to consider my argument and think about what I have said. The use of conjunctions such as (‘but’ and ‘however’) are used to link my sentences and argument to make it coherent. 

I created a semantic field of war by using lexis such as (“slaughtered”, “bombarded”, “destroy” and “demolished”), by using emotive language I create an image of death and loss of lives. I also alluded to real statistics (“91 years ago…a further 120 conflicts”), to shock the reader. 

As I wanted my story to appeal to a wide audience, I decided to write a first person narrative from the perspective of a young soldier. I found this quite a challenge as I am a female writer; however, Michael Morpurgo’s “Private Peaceful” was very useful in helping me to create a male voice for my story.

I open my story with a descriptive paragraph about the setting. I use pre-modifiers (“The morbid sky lingered heavily”), to create an immediate image of death. By using a simile to personify the trees (“their branches, like the weak arms of a wounded soldier…”) I suggest that even nature has been affected and is weary of the war.

I researched which battalion had been placed in certain areas of France. I found that many friends joined together in ‘Pals Battalions’ which inspired me to base my story on friendship. My choice of syntax structure conveys the protagonist’s feelings about his friendship (“I saw when we first arrived in 1914; I saw my best friend: my brother.”) using an elliptical syntax I place emphasis on the characters’ relationship and their platonic bond. 

The image of Jimmy’s cross is used as a cohesive device. I refer to it at the beginning of the story as well as at the end (‘…Jimmy’s cross.’) allowing the reader to immediately grasp what has happened to the protagonist’s brother. I also repeat the words of the mother throughout the story highlighting the bond between mother and son, making reference to the story’s title. 

As the story reaches its climax the actions of the protagonist become faster, I employ minor syntax structures (‘Suddenly I saw him’) to create pace to mirror the action. I also use emotive language such as (‘agonising screams’) to appeal to the reader’s emotions making them feel sympathetic to the protagonist.

Evaluation

My wider reading of novels and articles gave me great inspiration for both my texts. I found it interesting researching different ways to explore the topic of War and its effect on those involved. I believe presenting a persuasive argument against the War in Afghanistan in an article to be a good idea as it is intended for an audience who take an interest in politics and international affairs. I thoroughly enjoyed expressing my own views and attitudes on the situation and allowed my reader to consider and ultimately agree with me. The fiction task was challenging, but enabled me to express my own opinion on the sad situation for such young boys during the First World War through an emotive story.

(999 words)
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MODERATOR’S COMMENTS

AO1: Uses a range of appropriate technical terminology although analysis could have been extended = Low band 2.

AO2: Clear evidence of reading and research. Some analytical explanation which is not fully developed = Low band 3.
AO3: Some critical insight but needs to be more probing for Band 4. Evaluation is not needed = Mid band 3.    
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(A British Soldier in World War 1 (left) A British Soldier in Afghanistan (above))





Today we will remember those who have fought for the nation and think of those who are still fighting for our country. Today, we are continuing to send troops out to fight in Afghanistan, some of whom will not return to their wives and children. 


What is history? Is it something that teaches us about our wrongs? The First World War hit our nation with a ferocious force; it wiped out thousands of men, drowned our society into depression and was one of the most destructive wars in history. However this conflict, which became known as the “War to End All Wars”, failed to teach the generations that followed it. Immediately after the September 11th attacks, George Bush chillingly declared; “Our war begins with al Qaeda, but it does not end there”. His 








July, 1916, a young 18 year old man kisses his mother on the cheek. She stands in the crowd cheering and waving her soldier goodbye. Little does she know she will never see him again. The news of his death comes sooner than she expected; he was one of the 19,500 killed in a single strike at the Somme. 


August, 2009 Michael Thompson receives news of his son’s atrocious injuries and awaits his arrival by plane at Brize Norton, Oxfordshire. He will be sent to a military ward in Selly Oak Hospital, Birmingham where he will spend many months learning how to adjust to life without his limbs. 


Since the First World War armistice 91 years ago there have been a further 120 conflicts. 1968 was the only year that a British soldier was not killed in action.








threat became reality when, in October 2001, America went to war with Afghanistan. What was intended to be a “War against Terror” has become a never ending nightmare for troops and their families. 


In past and present conflicts our heroic troops have shown courage, nobility and strength. In 1914 troops were heroes in the public eye, glorified by the media. However, no one back home knew the true depths of their suffering. Many mothers were told that their sons died in action when in truth they were shot for cowardice. Nowadays, the public are constantly bombarded by the latest stories as soon as they make the headlines. This makes us feel well-informed and aware of what is going on in the war, but how complete is the picture we see? We hear a story once, and then we hear it again and again until we can recite the facts word for word; it is printed on our brains and it soon becomes our own words, our own story and our own opinion. How much is actual fact and not a deliberate propaganda ploy on the part of the government to justify our continual involvement in the war and further loss of innocent lives?


(below: the most famous recruiting advertisement


from WW1)
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Unlike the first and second world wars it is sometimes difficult for us to understand why we are at war with the Taliban in a land a thousands of miles away from home. Is it because they pose a threat to western civilisation? Terror attacks that hit London on the 7th July 2005 would justify our reasons for war, but we have short memories and as soon as the media stop covering these events we soon go back to questioning the reasons for the war. In the Second World War, Britain was at risk of being invaded by Germany and therefore people could understand and feel the very tangible danger that faced them. Today, in contrast to the situation seventy years ago, the vast majority of the population feel no day to day threat from the Taliban or al Qaeda terrorists. 


Where has our humanity gone? Has it been eradicated from human nature? Under Tony Blair’s government we tamely followed the US into Iraq and under Gordon Brown’s leadership troops are continually being sent out to Helmand province in Afghanistan. War may sometimes be inevitable; some conflicts fail to resolve themselves through mediation and negotiation. Instead we send out our own race to get slaughtered at the expense of our nation’s political position. 


Hell is a place that many of us do not bear thinking about, but to many Afghan civilians hell has become their lives. Most Afghan civilians pray that the next bomb that hits their country does not wipe out their village and destroy their family. 95% of all Afghan civilians have been affected by the war; it has left many innocent people dead, lives torn apart and homes demolished for good. War is all about suffering, we have no clue what pain the civilians in Afghanistan are going through because we do not live in fear, we do not lay awake at night hoping that we will wake up in the morning and we do not witness our community’s anguish.
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Is it honourable to fight for your country? Was the war in Afghanistan the last resort for our Government? In 2001 the attacks on 9/11 left our society in a fighting mood. Tony Blair followed America into war and took our country with him; he persuaded us that there were weapons of mass destruction in Iraq but to this day those weapons have not been found. Now, in 2009 many of us are anti-war, we want our troops to return to their families and move out of Afghanistan. Yet, our politicians believe it honourable to stay and fight- fighting a war that in the opinion of many troops has no real direction. 


The government have been under pressure to prove their political purpose in the war, to justify its scope and development. Will we ever know the true political motives behind the war? We are led to believe certain reports through the media and what our government tells us. The revelation of the fact Iraq does not have weapons of mass destruction and that the government are now telling us we are fighting for stability; to stop terror and make Afghanistan a ‘safer’ place makes us question how just this war actually is. The Taliban have a terrifying hold over Afghanistan: they torture and rape woman, they dominate civilians and create terrorist training camps.


Moving foreign troops into the country 
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(above: wounded Afghan civilians of all ages) 





has limited the Taliban’s actions as well as helping to achieve political objectives.  


What is hope? Making it out of Afghanistan alive? Hoping your son returns home to you? Praying that you will be reunited with the child that you once held in your arms? Many families hope and pray that their loved ones will return from Afghanistan, they long to hear their news and to know if they will be home in time for Christmas. Nobody knows when the war will end, when governments will pull out and when the Taliban will no longer pose a threat to western countries or the people of Afghanistan. All we can do is hope that no more lives are lost in a war that, to us, simply cannot justify the amount of deaths of both soldiers and civilians. 


But is this not what we hoped for on November 11th 1918?
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