INTERNATIONAL BACCALAUREATE
BACCALAUREAT INTERNATIONAL
BACHILLERATO INTERNACIONAL

ENGLISH A1-HIGHER LEVEL —PAPER 1
ANGLAISA1-NIVEAU SUPERIEUR —EPREUVE 1
INGLESA1-NIVEL SUPERIOR — PRUEBA 1

Thursday 3 May 2001 (afternoon)
Jeudi 3 mai 2001 (aprés-midi)
Jueves 3 de mayo de 2001 (tarde)

2 hours/ 2 heures/ 2 horas

MOL/101/H(L)

INSTRUCTIONS TO CANDIDATES

* Do not open this examination paper until instructed to do so.

* Write acommentary on one passage only.
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* Ne pasouvrir cette épreuve avant d'y étre autorise.
* Rédiger un commentaire sur un seul des passages.
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Write a commentary on one of the following:
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She was almost through with her figures when she heard a cart drive up to the
gate, and looking out of the window she saw her two older brothers. They had seemed
to avoid her ever since Carl Linstrum’s arrival, four weeks ago that day, and she hurried
to the door to welcome them. She saw at once that they had come with some very
definite purpose. They followed her stiffly into the sitting-room. Oscar sat down, but
Lou walked over to the window and remained standing, his hands behind him.

“You are by yourself?’ he asked, looking toward the doorway into the parlor.

“Yes. Carl and Emil went up to the Catholic fair.”

For afew moments neither of the men spoke.

Then Lou came out sharply. “How soon does he intend to go away from here?’

“l don't know, Lou. Not for some time, | hope.” Alexandra spoke in an even,
quiet tone that often exasperated her brothers. They felt that she was trying to be
superior with them.

Oscar spoke up grimly. “We thought we ought to tell you that people have begun
to talk,” he said meaningly.

Alexandralooked at him. “What about?’

Oscar met her eyes blankly. “About you, keeping him here so long. It looks bad
for him to be hanging on to awoman thisway. People think you’re getting taken in.”

Alexandra shut her account-book firmly. “Boys,” she said serioudly, “don’t let’s
go on with this. We won’'t come out anywhere. | can’t take advice on such a matter. |
know you mean well, but you must not feel responsible for me in things of this sort. If
we go on with thistalk it will only make hard feeling.”

Lou whipped about from the window. “You ought to think a little about your
family. You' re making us all ridiculous.”

“How am |7

“People are beginning to say you want to marry the fellow.”

“Well, and what is ridicul ous about that?’

Lou and Oscar exchanged outraged |00ks.

“Alexandral Can't you see he's just a tramp and he's after your money? He
wants to be taken care of, he does!”

“Well, suppose | want to take care of him? Whose businessisit but my own?’

“Don’t you know he'd get hold of your property?’

“He'd get hold of what | wished to give him, certainly.”

Oscar sat up suddenly and Lou clutched at his bristly hair.

“Give him?’ Lou shouted. “Our property, our homestead?’

“l don't know about the homestead,” said Alexandra quietly. “I know you and
Oscar have aways expected that it would be left to your children, and I'm not sure but
what you'reright. But I'll do exactly as| please with the rest of my land, boys.”

“The rest of your land!” cried Lou, growing more excited every minute. “Didn’t
all the land come out of the homestead? It was bought with money borrowed on the
homestead, and Oscar and me worked ourselves to the bone paying interest on it.”
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“Yes, you paid the interest. But when you married we made a division of the
land, and you were satisfied. 1’ve made more on my farms since I’ ve been alone than
when we all worked together.”

“Everything you' ve made has come out of the original land that us boys worked
for, hasn't it? The farms and all that comes out of them belongs to us as afamily.”

Alexandra waved her hand impatiently. “Come now, Lou. Stick to the facts.
You are talking nonsense. Go to the county clerk and ask him who owns my land, and
whether my titles are good.”

Lou turned to his brother. “This is what comes of letting a woman meddie in
business,” he said bitterly. “We ought to have taken things in our own hands years ago.
But she liked to run things, and we humored her. We thought you had good sense,
Alexandra. We never thought you’d do anything foolish.”

Alexandra rapped impatiently on her desk with her knuckles. “Listen Lou. Don't
talk wild. You say you ought to have taken things into your own hands years ago. |
suppose you mean before you left home. But how could you take hold of what wasn't
there? I've got most of what | have now since we divided the property; I’ve built it up
myself, and it has nothing to do with you.”

Oscar spoke up solemnly. “The property of afamily really belongs to the men of
the family, no matter about the title. If anything goes wrong, it’s the men that are held
responsible.”

“Yes, of course,” Lou broke in. “Everybody knows that. Oscar and me have
always been easy-going and we've never made any fuss. We were willing you should
hold the land and have the good of it, but you got no right to part with any of it. We
worked in the fields to pay for the first land you bought, and whatever’s come out of it
has got to be kept in the family.”

Oscar reinforced his brother, his mind fixed on the one point he could see. “The
property of afamily belongs to the men of the family, because they are held responsible,
and because they do the work.”

Alexandra looked from one to the other, her eyes full of indignation. She had
been impatient before, but now she was beginning to feel angry. “And what about my
work?’ she asked in an unsteady voice.

Lou looked at the carpet. “Oh, now, Alexandra, you always took it pretty easy!
Of course we wanted you to. You liked to manage round, and we always humored you.
We realize you were agreat deal of help to us. There’s no woman anywhere around that
knows as much about business as you do, and we've aways been proud of that, and
thought you were pretty smart. But, of course, the real work always fell on us. Good
adviceisall right, but it don’t get the weeds out of the corn.”

“Maybe not, but it sometimes puts in the crop, and it sometimes keeps the fields
for corn to grow in,” said Alexandra dryly. “Why, Lou, | can remember when you and
Oscar wanted to sell this homestead and all the improvements to old preacher Ericson
for two thousand dollars. If I'd consented, you d have gone down to the river and
scraped along on poor farms for the rest of your lives.”

Willa Cather, O Pioneers! (1913)
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The Secret Life of Books

They have their stratagems too, though they can’t move.
They know their parts.

Likeinvalidslong reconciled

To stillness, they do their work through others.

They have turned the world

To their own account by the twisting of hearts.

What do they have to say and how do they say it?
In the library

At night, or the sun room with its one

Curled thriller by the window, something

Isgoing on,

Y ou may suspect, that you don’t know of. Y et they

Need you. The time comes when you pick one up,
Y ou who scoff

At determinism, the selfish gene.

Why thisone? Look, already the blurb

Isdrawing in

Some further text. The second paragraph

Callsfor an atlas or a gazetteer;

That poem, spare

Asadead leaf’ s skeleton, coaxes

Y our lexicon. Through you they speak
As through the sexes

A script is passed that lovers never hear.

They have you. Inthe end they have written you,
By the intrusion

Of their account of the world, so when

Y ou come to think, to tell, to do,

Y ou'’ re caught between

Quotation marks, your heart’s beat an allusion.
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Stephen Edgar, from Corrupted Treasures, (1995)
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