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English A1 – Higher Level – Paper 1

Monday 2 May 2000

SECTION A

Write a commentary on one of the following:

1. (a)

Our house is high up on the Yorkshire coast, and close by the sea. We have got beautiful walks all round us, in every direction but one. That one I acknowledge to be a horrid walk. It leads, for a quarter of a mile, through a melancholy plantation of firs, and brings you out between low cliffs on the loneliest and ugliest little bay on all our coast.

The sand-hills here run down to the sea, and end in two spits of rock jutting out opposite each other, till you lose sight of them in the water. One is called the North Spit, and one the South. Between the two, shifting backwards and forwards at certain seasons of the year, lies the most horrible quicksand on the shores of Yorkshire. At the turn of the tide, something goes on in the unknown deeps below, which sets the whole face of the quicksand shivering and trembling in a manner most remarkable to see, and which has given to it, among the people in our parts, the name of The Shivering Sand. A great bank, half a mile out, nigh the mouth of the bay, breaks the force of the main ocean coming in from the offing
. Winter and summer, when the tide flows over the quicksand, the sea seems to leave the waves behind it on the bank, and rolls its waters in smoothly with a heave, and covers the sand in silence. A lonesome and a horrid retreat, I can tell you! No boat ever ventures into this bay. No children from our fishing-village, called Cobb's Hole, ever come here to play. The very birds of the air, as it seems to me, give the Shivering Sand a wide berth. That a young woman, with dozens of nice walks to choose from, and company to go with her, if she only said 'Come!' should prefer this place, and should sit and work 
or read in it, all alone, when it's her turn out, I grant you, passes belief. It's true, nevertheless, account for it as you may, that this was Rosanna Spearman's favorite walk, except when she went once or twice to Cobb's Hole, to see the only friend she had in our neighborhood, of whom more anon. It's also true that I was now setting out for this same place, to fetch the girl in to dinner, which brings us round happily to our former point, and starts us fair again on our way to the sands.

I saw no sign of the girl in the plantation. When I got out, through the sand-hills, on to the beach, there she was, in her little straw bonnet, and her plain gray cloak that she always wore to hide her deformed shoulder as much as might be - there she was, all alone, looking out on the quicksand and the sea.

She started when I came up with her, and turned her head away from me. Not looking me in the face being another of the proceedings which, as head of the servants, I never allow, on principle, to pass without inquiry - I turned her round my way, and saw that she was crying. My bandanna handkerchief - one of six beauties given to me by my lady - was handy in my pocket. I took it out, and I said to Rosanna, 'Come and sit down, my dear, on the slope of the beach along, with me. I'll dry your eyes for you first, and then I'll make so bold as to ask what you have been crying about.'

When you come to my age, you will find sitting down on the slope of a beach a much longer job than you think it now. By the time I was settled, Rosanna had dried her own eyes with a very inferior handkerchief to mine - cheap cambric. She looked very quiet, and very wretched; but she sat down by me like a good girl, when I told her. When you want to comfort a woman by the shortest way, take her on your knee. I thought of this golden rule. But there! Rosanna wasn't Nancy, and that's the truth of it!

'Now, tell me, my dear,' I said, 'what are you crying about? 'About the years that are gone, Mr. Betteredge,' says Rosanna quietly. 'My past life style comes back to me sometimes.'

'Come, come, my girl,' I said, 'your past life is all sponged out. Why can't you forget it?'

She took me by one of the lappets 
of my coat. I am a slovenly old man, and a good deal of my meat and drink gets splashed about on my clothes. Sometimes one of the women, and sometimes another, cleans me of my grease. The day before, Rosanna had taken out a spot for me on the lappet of my coat, with a new composition, warranted to remove anything. The grease was gone, but there was a little dull place left on the nap of the cloth where the grease had been. The girl pointed to that place and shook her head.

'The stain is taken off,' she said. 'But the place shows, Mr. Betteredge - the place shows!'

from Wilkie Collins The Moonstone (1868), chapter 4.

1. (b)

PASSED ON

Before, this box contained my mother.

For months she'd sent me out for index cards
,

scribbled with a squirrel concentration

while I'd nag at her, seeing strength

drain, ink-blue, from her finger-ends 

providing for a string of hard winters

I was trying not to understand.

Only after, opening it, I saw

how she'd rendered herself down from flesh

to paper, alphabetical; there for me

in every way she could anticipate

- Acupuncture: conditions suited to 

- Books to read by age twenty-one 

- Choux pastry
: how to make, when to use. 
The cards looked after me. I'd shuffle them

to almost hear her speak. Then, the world

was box-shaped (or was I playing safe?)

for every doubt or choice, a card that fitted

- Exams: the best revision strategy

- Flowers: cut, how to make them last

- Greece: the men, what you need to know.
But then they seemed to shrink. I'd turn them over,

find them blank, the edges furred, mute,

whole areas wrong, or missing. Had she known?

The language pointed to what wasn't said.

I'd add notes of my own, strange beside

her urgent dogmatism, loosening grip

- infinitives never telling love

lust single issue politics when

don't hopeless careful trust. 
On the beach, I built a hollow cairn,

tipped in the cards. Then I let her go. 

The smoke rose thin and clear, slowly blurred.

I've kept the box for diaries, like this.

Carole Satymurti (1993)

� A position in the sea some distance from the shore


� Sew, embroider, or the like


� lapels


� cards used in alphabetical filing systems in offices, library / personal catalogues


� a very light, egg-enriched, difficult-to-make pastry, used for cream puffs





