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EXAMPLE 1  

Source A 

This extract is from ‘Animal Farm’. On a farm run by animals, the pigs are the ruthless leaders. 

Boxer is an old work horse who has collapsed through old age and exhaustion. The pigs have said 

that they will arrange to have Boxer taken to a human hospital to recuperate and the other animals 

believe this. However, when the van arrives to take Boxer away, Benjamin, a donkey and the only 

animal that can read, sees the writing on the cart’s side and announces to Clover (a horse) and 

the other animals that the pigs are actually sending Boxer to be slaughtered and turned into glue 

at the knacker’s yard. 

  
If he made a good recovery, Boxer might expect to live another three years, 
and he looked forward to the peaceful days that he would spend in the corner 
of the big pasture1. It would be the first time that he had had leisure to study 
and improve his mind. He intended, he said, to devote the rest of his life to 
learning the remaining twenty-two letters of the alphabet.      5 
 
However, Benjamin and Clover could only be with Boxer after working hours, 
and it was in the middle of the day when the van came to take him away. The 
animals were all at work weeding turnips under the supervision of a pig, when 
they were astonished to see Benjamin come galloping from the direction of the 
farm buildings, braying2 at the top of his voice. It was the first time that they  10 
had ever seen Benjamin excited--indeed, it was the first time that anyone had 
ever seen him gallop. "Quick, quick!" he shouted. "Come at once! They're taking 
Boxer away!" Without waiting for orders from the pigs, the animals broke off work 
and raced back to the farm buildings. Sure enough, there in the yard was a large 
closed van, drawn by two horses, with lettering on its side and a sly-looking man  15 
in a low-crowned bowler hat sitting on the driver's seat. And Boxer's stall3 was empty.  
 
The animals crowded round the van. "Good-bye, Boxer!" they chorused,  
"good-bye!"  
 
"Fools! Fools!" shouted Benjamin, prancing round them and stamping the earth with 
his small hoofs. "Fools! Do you not see what is written on the side of that van?"   20 
 
That gave the animals pause, and there was a hush. Muriel began to spell out the 
words. But Benjamin pushed her aside and in the midst of a deadly silence he read: 
 
"'Alfred Simmonds, Horse Slaughterer and Glue Boiler, Willingdon. Dealer in Hides 
and Bone-Meal. Kennels Supplied.' Do you not understand what that means? They 
are taking Boxer to the knacker's!"4        25 
 
A cry of horror burst from all the animals. At this moment the man on the box 
whipped up his horses and the van moved out of the yard at a smart trot. All the 
animals followed, crying out at the tops of their voices. Clover forced her way to 
the front. The van began to gather speed. Clover tried to stir her stout limbs to a 
gallop, and achieved a canter. "Boxer!" she cried. "Boxer! Boxer! Boxer!" And just  30 
at this moment, as though he had heard the uproar outside, Boxer's face, with the 
white stripe down his nose, appeared at the small window at the back of the van.  
 
`Boxer!' cried Clover in a terrible voice. `Boxer! Get out! Get out quickly! 
They're taking you to your death!' 
 



All the animals took up the cry of `Get out, Boxer, get out!' But the van was   35 
already gathering speed and drawing away from them. It was uncertain 
whether Boxer had understood what Clover had said. But a moment later his 
face disappeared from the window and there was the sound of a tremendous 
drumming of hoofs5 inside the van. He was trying to kick his way out. The time 
had been when a few kicks from Boxer's hoofs would have smashed the van  40 
to matchwood. But alas! his strength had left him; and in a few moments the 
sound of drumming hoofs grew fainter and died away. In desperation the animals 
began appealing to the two horses which drew the van to stop. `Comrades6, 
comrades!' they shouted. `Don't take your own brother to his death!' But the 
stupid brutes, too ignorant to realise what was happening, merely set back their  45 
ears and quickened their pace. Boxer's face did not reappear at the window. 
Too late, someone thought of racing ahead and shutting the five-barred gate; 
but in another moment the van was through it and rapidly disappearing down 
the road. Boxer was never seen again. 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Section A  

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this section.  

 

Q1. [AO1] Read again the first part of the source, lines 1 to 5.  

List four things from this part of the text about Boxer. [4 marks] 

1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

 

Q2. [AO2] Look in detail at this extract from lines 6 to 16 of the source:  

 

However, Benjamin and Clover could only be with Boxer after working hours, 

and it was in the middle of the day when the van came to take him away. The 

animals were all at work weeding turnips under the supervision of a pig, when 

they were astonished to see Benjamin come galloping from the direction of the 

farm buildings, braying2 at the top of his voice. It was the first time that they  10 

had ever seen Benjamin excited--indeed, it was the first time that anyone had 

ever seen him gallop. "Quick, quick!" he shouted. "Come at once! They're taking 

Boxer away!" Without waiting for orders from the pigs, the animals broke off work 

and raced back to the farm buildings. Sure enough, there in the yard was a large 

closed van, drawn by two horses, with lettering on its side and a sly-looking man 15 

in a low-crowned bowler hat sitting on the driver's seat. And Boxer's stall was empty 

 

How does the writer use language here to show us what Benjamin felt about Boxer being taken 
away?  
 
You could include the writer’s choice of:  
  
• words and phrases  
• language features and techniques  
• sentence forms.      [8 marks]  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Q3. [AO2] You now need to think about the whole of the source. 
 

    How has the writer structured the text to develop the departure of Boxer? 
 

    You could write about: 

 What the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning of the text 

 how and why the writer changes the focus as the extract develops 

 any other structural features that you think help to develop the meeting 
         [8 marks] 
 
Q4. [AO4] Focus this part of your answer on the second half of the source, from line 17 to the end. 
 
A teacher having read this text said: “I like how the writer helps my students to feel involved in this 
moment. It is as if they are at the farm with the animals.” 
 
To what extent do you agree? 
 
In your response, you could: 

 write about your own impressions of the characters 

 evaluate how the writer has created these impressions 

 support your opinions with quotations from the text. [20 marks] 

 

Section B 

You are going to enter a creative writing competition. Your entry will be judged by a panel of 

people of your own age. 

Either: Write a description suggested by this picture: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Or: Write the opening to a story about an isolated, idyllic location. 

 

24 marks for content and organisation 

16 marks for technical accuracy 



EXAMPLE 2 

Source  A This is the opening of the autobiographical novel “Cider with Rosie”  
by Laurie Lee (1959) 
 
I was set down from the carrier’s cart at the age of three; and there with a sense of bewilderment 
and terror my life in the village began. 

The June grass, amongst which I stood, was taller than I was, and I wept. I had never been so 
close to grass before. It towered above me and all around me, each blade tattooed with tiger-skins 
of sunlight. It was knife-edged, dark, and a wicked green, thick as a forest and alive with 
grasshoppers that chirped and chattered and leapt through the air like monkeys. 

I was lost and didn’t know where to move. A tropic heat oozed up from the ground, rank with sharp 
odours of roots and nettles. Snow-clouds of elder-blossom banked in the sky, showering upon me 
the fumes and flakes of their sweet and giddy suffocation. High overhead ran frenzied larks, 
screaming, as though the sky were tearing apart. 

For the first time in my life I was out of the sight of humans. For the first time in my life I was alone 
in a world whose behaviour I could neither predict nor fathom: a world of birds that squealed, of 
plants that stank, of insects that sprang about without warning. I was lost and I did not expect to be 
found again. I put back my head and howled, and the sun hit me smartly on the face, like a bully. 

From this daylight nightmare I was awakened, as from many another, by the appearance of my 
sisters. They came scrambling and calling up the steep rough bank, and parting the long grass found 
me. Faces of rose, familiar, living; huge shining faces hung up like shields between me and the sky; 
faces with grins and white teeth (some broken) to be conjured up like genii with a howl, brushing off 
terror with their broad scoldings and affection. They leaned over me – one, two, three – their mouths 
smeared with red currants and their hands dripping with juice.  

‘There, there, it’s all right, don’t you wail any more. Come down ’ome and we’ll stuff you with 
currants.’  

And Marjorie, the eldest, lifted me into her long brown hair, and ran me jogging down the path and 
through the steep rose-filled garden, and set me down on the cottage doorstep, which was our 
home, though I couldn’t believe it.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Section A  

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this section.  

 

Q1. [AO1] Read again the first part of the source, lines 1 to 7.  

List four things from this part of the text about the grass. [4 marks] 

1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

 
 

Q2. [AO2] Look in detail at this extract from lines 8 to 17 of the source:  

 
A tropic heat oozed up from the ground, rank with sharp odours of roots and nettles. Snow-clouds 
of elder-blossom banked in the sky, showering upon me the fumes and flakes of their sweet and 
giddy suffocation. High overhead ran frenzied larks, screaming, as though the sky were tearing 
apart. 

For the first time in my life I was out of the sight of humans. For the first time in my life I was alone 
in a world whose behaviour I could neither predict nor fathom: a world of birds that squealed, of 
plants that stank, of insects that sprang about without warning. I was lost and I did not expect to be 
found again. I put back my head and howled, and the sun hit me smartly on the face, like a bully. 
 

How does the writer use language here to describe the place in which the young Laurie finds 
himself?  
You could include the writer’s choice of:  
  
• words and phrases  
• language features and techniques  
• sentence forms.      [8 marks]  
 
 
 
 
Q3. [AO2] You now need to think about the whole of the source. 
 
    How has the writer structured the text to interest you as a reader? 
 
    You could write about: 

 What the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning of the text 

 how and why the writer changes the focus as the extract develops 

 any other structural features that you think help to develop the meeting 
         [8 marks] 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 



 
Q4. [AO4] Focus this part of your answer on the second half of the source, from line 17 to the end. 
 
A teacher having read this text said: “The writer paints a vivid and believable picture of a childhood 
experience.’’ 
 
To what extent do you agree? 
 
In your response, you could: 

 write about your own impressions of the characters 

 evaluate how the writer has created these impressions 

 support your opinions with quotations from the text. [20 marks] 
 

 

 

Section B 

You are going to enter a creative writing competition. Your entry will be judged by a panel of 

people of your own age. 

Either: Write a description suggested by this picture: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Or: Write the opening to a story that begins with this line: ‘As she moved forward, she could feel a 

presence behind her…’ 

 

24 marks for content and organisation 

16 marks for technical accuracy 

 

 

 



EXAMPLE 3 

Source A. This extract is from ‘Enduring Love’. The narrator, Gadd and other men are trying to 

stop a hot air balloon from flying off. Inside the basket is a terrified boy. 

 
A mighty fist of wind socked the balloon in two rapid blows, one-two, the 
second more vicious than the first. It jerked Gadd right out of the basket on to 
the ground, and with Gadd's considerable weight removed from the equation, it 
lifted the balloon five feet or so, straight into the air. The rope ran through my 
grip, scorching my palms, but I managed to keep hold, with two feet of line  5 
spare, The others kept hold too. The basket was right above our heads now, 
and we stood with arms upraised like Sunday bell ringers. Into our amazed 
silence, before the shouting could resume, the second punch came and 
knocked the balloon up and westwards. Suddenly we were treading the air 
with all our weight in the grip of our fists.       10 
 
Almost simultaneous, with the desire to stay on the rope and save the boy, 
came other thoughts, thoughts of self preservation and fear. We were rising, 
and the ground was dropping away as the balloon was pushed upwards. I 
knew I had to get my legs and feet locked round the rope. But the end of the 
line barely reached below my waist and my grip was slipping. My legs flailed in 15 
the empty air. Every fraction of a second that passed increased the drop, and 
the point must come when to let go would be impossible or fatal. Then,  
someone did let go. Immediately, the balloon and its hangers on lurched  
upwards another several feet. 
 
But letting go was in our nature too. The child was not my child, and I was not 20 
going to die for it. Then I glimpsed another body fall away and I felt the balloon 
lurch upwards. The matter was settled. Altruism had no place. Being good 
made no sense. I let go and fell, I reckon, about twelve feet. I landed heavily on 
my side, I got away with a bruised thigh. Around me - before or after, I'm not so 
sure - bodies were thumping to the ground.       25 
 
By the time I got to my feet the balloon was fifty yards away, and one man was 
still dangling by his rope, all his energies concentrated in his weakening grip. He 
was already a tiny figure and as the balloon and its basket lifted away and 
westwards, the smaller he became and the more terrible it was. Our silence was 
a kind of acceptance, a death warrant. Or it was horrified shame. He had been 30 
on the rope so long that I began to think he might stay there until the balloon  
drifted down. But even as I had that hope we saw him slip down right to the end  
of the rope. And still he hung there. For two seconds, three, four. And then he let  
ruthless gravity played its part. And from somewhere a thin squawk cut through 
go and the stilled air. He fell as he had hung, a stiff little black stick. I've never 35 
seen such a terrible thing as that falling man. 
  



Section A  

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this section.  

Q1 
Read again the first part of the source, lines 1 to 10.  
List four details from this paragraph that describe the helplessness of the men.  
 
A 
 
B 
 
C 
 
D 
           [4 marks] 

 
 
 

Q2 [AO2 - language] 
Look in detail at this extract from lines 10 to 25 of the source: 
 
Almost simultaneous, with the desire to stay on the rope and save the boy, 
came other thoughts, thoughts of self preservation and fear. We were rising, 
and the ground was dropping away as the balloon was pushed upwards. I 
knew I had to get my legs and feet locked round the rope. But the end of the 
line barely reached below my waist and my grip was slipping. My legs flailed in 15 
the empty air. Every fraction of a second that passed increased the drop, and 
the point must come when to let go would be impossible or fatal. Then,  
someone did let go. Immediately, the balloon and its hangers on lurched  
upwards another several feet. 
 
But letting go was in our nature too. The child was not my child, and I was not 20 
going to die for it. Then I glimpsed another body fall away and I felt the balloon 
lurch upwards. The matter was settled. Altruism had no place. Being good 
made no sense. I let go and fell, I reckon, about twelve feet. I landed heavily on 
my side, I got away with a bruised thigh. Around me - before or after, I'm not so 
sure - bodies were thumping to the ground.       25 
 
How does the writer use language here to describe the narrator’s predicament? 
You could include the writer’s choice of:  
• words and phrases  
• language features and techniques  
• sentence forms.        [8 marks] 
 
 
 
 
Q3 structure 
You now need to think about the whole of the source. This text is from a novel.  
 
How has the writer structured the text to interest you as a reader?  
You could write about:  
• what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning  
• how and why the writer changes this focus as the extract develops  
• any other structural features that interest you.    [8 marks] 
 



 
 
 

Q4 [AO4 - evaluate with reference] 
Focus this part of your answer on the second half of the source, from line 26 
to the end. A student, having read this section of the text said: “The writer vividly conveys The 
horror of the situation. It is as if you are there with the narrator.”  
To what extent do you agree?  
 
In your response, you should:  
• write about your own impressions of what the narrator sees  
• evaluate how the writer has created these impressions  
• support your opinions with quotations from the text.    [20 marks] 

 

 

 

 

Section B 

You are going to enter a creative writing competition. Your entry will be judged by a panel of 

people of your own age. 

Either: Write a description suggested by this picture: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Or: Write the opening to a story that is set in a location that looks down onto a city. 

 

24 marks for content and organisation 

16 marks for technical accuracy 

 

 

 



 

EXAMPLE 4 
 

Source A. This extract is from a short story called ‘Holiday Memory’ by Dylan Thomas. 

 

Dusk came down; or grew up out of the sands and the sea; or curled around us 
from the calling docks and the bloodily smoking sun. The day was done, the sands 
brushed and ruffled suddenly with a sea-brush of cold wind. We gathered together 
all the spades and buckets and towels, empty hampers and bottles, umbrellas, 
bats and balls, and we went -oh, listen, Dad!- to the Fair in the dusk on the bald 5 
seaside field. 
 
Fairs were no good in the day; then they were shoddy and tired; the voices of 
hoopla girls were crimped as elocutionists; no cannonball could shake the roosting 
coconuts; the gondolas mechanically repeated their sober lurch; the Wall of Death 
was safe as a baby’s pram; the wooden animals were waiting for the night.  10 
 
But in the night, the hoopla girls, like operatic crows, croaked at the coming moon; 
whizz, whirl, and ten for a tanner, the coconuts rained from their sawdust like 
grouse from the Highland sky; tipsy the griffon-prowed gondolas weaved on dizzy 
rails, and the Wall of Death was a spinning rim of ruin, and the neighing wooden 
horses took, to a haunting hunting tune, a thousand Beecher's Brooks as easily 15 
and breezily as hooved swallows. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Section A  

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this section.  

Q1 
Read again the first part of the source, lines 1 to 6.  
List four details from this paragraph that describe the evening.  
 
A 
 

B 
 

C 
 

D 
        [4 marks] 
 
 
Q2 [AO2 - language] 
Look in detail at this extract from lines 7 to 10 of the source: 
 

Fairs were no good in the day; then they were shoddy and tired; the voices of 
hoopla girls were crimped as elocutionists; no cannonball could shake the roosting 
coconuts; the gondolas mechanically repeated their sober lurch; the Wall of Death 
was safe as a baby’s pram; the wooden animals were waiting for the night.  10 
 
How does the writer use language here to describe what fairs were like in the daytime?  
You could include the writer’s choice of:  
• words and phrases  
• language features and techniques  
• sentence forms.        [8 marks] 
 
 
 
Q3 
You now need to think about the whole of the source.  
How has the writer structured the text to interest you as a reader?  
You could write about:  
• what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning  
• how and why the writer changes this focus as the extract develops  
• any other structural features that interest you.    [8 marks] 
 
 
 
Q4 [AO4 - evaluate with reference] 
Focus this part of your answer on the second half of the source, from line 11 
to the end.  
A student, having read this section of the text said: “The writer vividly conveys 
how the fair changes from day to night. It is as if you are there with the narrator.”  
 

To what extent do you agree?  
In your response, you should:  
• write about your own impressions of the fair  
• evaluate how the writer has created these impressions  
• support your opinions with quotations from the text.    [20 marks] 
 

 



 

 

EXAMPLE 5 
 

This extract comes from the middle of the novel 'The Blind Assassin'. Iris has had a difficult 
relationship with her sister, who has lived with her and her husband since their parents' death 
when she was fourteen. 
 
Ten days after the war ended, my sister Laura drove a car off a bridge. The bridge was being 
repaired: she went right through the Danger sign. The car fell a hundred feet into the ravine, 
smashing through the treetops feathery with new leaves, then burst into flames and rolled down 
into the shallow creek at the bottom. Chunks of the bridge fell on top of it. Nothing much was left of 
her but charred smithereens. 
 
I was informed of the accident by a policeman: the car was mine, and they'd traced the licence. 
His tone was respectful: no doubt he recognized Richard's name. He said the tires may have 
caught on a streetcar track or the brakes may have failed, but he also felt bound to inform me that 
two witnesses - a retired lawyer and a bank teller, dependable people - had claimed to have seen 
the whole thing. They'd said Laura had turned the car sharply and deliberately, and had plunged 
off the bridge with no more fuss than stepping off a curb. They'd noticed her hands on the wheel 
because of the white gloves she'd been wearing. 
 
It wasn't the brakes, I thought. She had her reasons. Not that they were ever the same as anybody 
else's reasons. She was completely ruthless in that way. 
 
"I suppose you want someone to identify her," I said. "I'll come down as soon as I can." I could 
hear the calmness of my own voice, as if from a distance. In reality I could barely get the words 
out; my mouth was numb, my entire face was rigid with pain. I felt as if I'd been to the dentist. I 
was furious with Laura for what she'd done, but also with the policeman for implying that she'd 
done it. A hot wind was blowing around my head, the strands of my hair lifting and swirling in it, 
like ink spilled in water. 
 
"I'm afraid there will be an inquest, Mrs. Griffen," he said.;"Naturally," I said. "But it was an 
accident. My sister was never a good driver." 
 
I could picture the smooth oval of Laura's face, her neatly pinned chignon, the dress she would 
have been wearing: a shirtwaist with a small rounded collar, in a sober colour - navy blue or steel 
grey or hospital-corridor green. Penitential colours - less like something she'd chosen to put on 
than like something she'd been locked up in. Her solemn half-smile; the amazed lift of her 
eyebrows, as if she were admiring the view. 
 
The white gloves: a Pontius Pilate gesture. She was washing her hands of me. Of all of us. What 
had she been thinking of as the car sailed off the bridge, then hung suspended in the afternoon 
sunlight, glinting like a dragonfly for that one instant of held breath before the plummet? Of Alex, of 
Richard, of bad faith, of our father and his wreckage; of God, perhaps, and her fatal, triangular 
bargain. Or of the stack of cheap school exercise books that she must have hidden that very 
morning, in the bureau drawer where I kept my stockings, knowing I would be the one to find them. 
 

 

 

 



 

Section A  

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this section.  

Q1 
Read again the first part of the source, lines 1 to 6.  
List four details from this paragraph that describe the way the car crashed  
 
A 
 
B 
 
C 
 
D 
        [4 marks] 
 

 

Q2 [AO2 - language] 
Look in detail at this extract from lines 14 to 19 of the source: 
 
"I suppose you want someone to identify her," I said. "I'll come down as soon as I can." I could 
hear the calmness of my own voice, as if from a distance. In reality I could barely get the words 
out; my mouth was numb, my entire face was rigid with pain. I felt as if I'd been to the dentist. I 
was furious with Laura for what she'd done, but also with the policeman for implying that she'd 
done it. A hot wind was blowing around my head, the strands of my hair lifting and swirling in it, 
like ink spilled in water. 
 
How does the writer use language here to describe Iris’ reaction?  
You could include the writer’s choice of:  
• words and phrases  
• language features and techniques  
• sentence forms.        [8 marks] 
 

 

Q3 
You now need to think about the whole of the source.  
 
How has the writer structured the text to interest you as a reader?  
You could write about:  
• what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning  
• how and why the writer changes this focus as the extract develops  
• any other structural features that interest you.    [8 marks] 
 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
Q4 [AO4 - evaluate with reference] 
Focus this part of your answer on the first half of the source. 
 
A student said ‘This part of the story, re-telling a devastating moment in Laura's life, reveals a 
distance between the two sisters.’ To what extent do you agree? 
In your response, you could: 
• consider your own impressions of Iris 
• evaluate how the writer shows that Iris feels distant from her sister 

• support your response with references to the text 
 [20 marks] 
 

 

 

 

 

Section B: Writing 
 
5. A magazine has asked for contributions for their creative writing page. 
 
 
Either: Write a description of passengers boarding a train as suggested by this picture;  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Or 
Write a story that begins with the sentence: ‘The problem with putting on a mask to face the 
outside world, is that at some point there will come a point when you are unable to take it off.’ 
 

(24 marks for content and organisation and 16 marks for technical accuracy) [40 marks] 
 

 

 

 



EXAMPLE 6 
 
 

Source A. This extract comes from the end of a short story called 'She Wasn't Soft' by T Boyle. In 
the story, Paula is a long distance runner, who is running a triathlon with her boyfriend Jason 
spectating- she is expected to come second, beaten by her rival Zinny, and Jason has made a 
plan to sabotage Zinny's race by giving her a cup of spiked juice as she runs past. 
 
He found a knot of volunteers in their canary-yellow T-shirts and caps and stationed himself a 
hundred yards up the street from them, the ice rattling as he swirled his little green time bomb 
around the lip of the cup. The breeze was soft, the sun caught in the crowns of the trees and 
reaching out to finger the road here and there in long slim swatches. 
 
He’d never tell Paula, of course, no way, but he’d get giddy with her, pop the champagne cork, 
and let her fill him with all the ecstasy of victory. 
 
A cheer from the crowd brought him out of his reverie. The first of the men was cranking his way 
around the long bend in the road, a guy with a beard and wraparound sunglasses—the Finn. He 
was the one favored to win, or was it the Brit? Jason tucked the cup behind his back and faded 
into the crowd, which was pretty sparse here, and watched the guy propel himself past, his mouth 
gaping black, the two holes of his nostrils punched deep into his face, his head bobbing on his 
neck as if it weren’t attached right. Another guy appeared around the corner just as the Finn 
passed by, and then two others came slogging along behind him. Somebody cheered, but it was a 
pretty feeble affair. 
 
Jason checked his watch. It would be five minutes or so, and then he could start watching for the 
Amazing Bone Woman, tireless freak that she was. He fingered the cup lightly, reminding himself 
not to damage or crease it in any way—it had to look pristine, fresh-dipped from the bucket—and 
he watched the corner at the end of the street till his eyes began to blur from the sheer 
concentration of it all. 
 
Two more men passed by and nobody cheered, not a murmur, but then suddenly a couple of 
middle-aged women across the street set up a howl, and the crowd chimed in: the first woman, a 
woman of string and bone with a puffing heaving puppet like frame, was swinging into the street in 
distant silhouette. Jason moved forward. He tugged reflexively at the bill of his hat, jammed the 
rims of the shades back into his eye sockets. And he started to grin, all his teeth on fire, his lips 
spread wide: Here, take me, drink me, have me! 
 
As the woman drew closer, loping, sweating, elbows flailing and knees pounding, the crowd 
getting into it now, cheering her, cheering this first of the women in a man’s event, the first 
Ironwoman of the day, he began to realize that this wasn’t Zinny Bauer at all. Her hair was too 
long, and her legs and chest were too full—and then he saw the number clearly, No. 23, and 
looked into Paula’s face. She was fifty yards from him, but he could see the toughness in her eyes 
and the tight little frozen smile of triumph and superiority. She was winning. She was beating Zinny 
Bauer and Jill Eisen and all those pathetic jocks laboring up the hills and down the blacktop streets 
behind her. This was her moment, this was it. 
 
But then, and he didn’t stop to think about it, he stepped forward, right out on the street where she 
could see him, and held out the cup. He heard her feet beating at the pavement with a hard 
merciless slap, saw the icy twist of a smile and the cold triumphant eyes. And he felt the briefest 
fleeting touch of her flesh as the cup left his hand. 
 

 



Section A  

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this section.  

 

Q1 
Read again the first part of the source, lines 1 to 4.  
List four details from this paragraph about the scene of the spectators.  
 
A 
 
B 
 
C 
 
D 
        [4 marks] 
 
 

Q2 [AO2 - language] 
Look in detail at this extract from lines 23 - 29 of the source: 
 
 
As the woman drew closer, loping, sweating, elbows flailing and knees pounding, the crowd 
getting into it now, cheering her, cheering this first of the women in a man’s event, the first 
Ironwoman of the day, he began to realize that this wasn’t Zinny Bauer at all. Her hair was too 
long, and her legs and chest were too full—and then he saw the number clearly, No. 23, and 
looked into Paula’s face. She was fifty yards from him, but he could see the toughness in her eyes 
and the tight little frozen smile of triumph and superiority. She was winning. She was beating Zinny 
Bauer and Jill Eisen and all those pathetic jocks laboring up the hills and down the blacktop streets 
behind her. This was her moment, this was it. 
 
 
How does the writer use language here to describe the runners?  
You could include the writer’s choice of:  
• words and phrases  
• language features and techniques  
• sentence forms.        [8 marks] 
 
 

Q3 
You now need to think about the whole of the source.  
 
How has the writer structured the text to interest you as a reader?  
You could write about:  
• what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning  
• how and why the writer changes this focus as the extract develops  
• any other structural features that interest you.    [8 marks] 
 
 

 
 
 
 



Q4 [AO4 - evaluate with reference] 
Focus this part of your answer on the second half of the source. 
A student said ‘Although Jason wants Paula to win, he doesn't seem to like her very much.’ To 
what extent do you agree? 
In your response, you could: 
• consider your own impressions of Jason 
• evaluate how the writer shows that Jason disapproves of the race  

• support your response with references to the text 
 
 
 [20 marks] 
 

 

 

 

 

Section B: Writing 
 
5. A magazine has asked for contributions for their creative writing page. 
Either: 
 
Write a description of a field as suggested by this picture: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Or 
Write a story that begins with the sentence: ‘The wind began to blow through the trees with a 
ripping intensity that seemed to be growing with every minute.’ 
 

(24 marks for content and organisation and 16 marks for technical accuracy) [40 marks] 
 

 

 

 

 



 

EXAMPLE 7 

Source A. This extract comes from the opening of the novel Run, Rabbit by John Updike. It 
introduces us to the novel's main character, nicknamed Rabbit, who at 26 suddenly panics about 
growing up and tries to escape his adult life.  
 
Boys are playing basketball around a telephone pole with a backboard bolted to it. Legs, shouts. 
The scrape and snap of Keds on loose alley pebbles seems to catapult their voices high into the 
moist March air blue above the wires. Rabbit Angstrom, coming up the alley in a business suit, 
stops and watches, though he's twenty-six and six three. So tall, he seems an unlikely rabbit, but 
the breadth of white face, the pallor of his blue irises, and a nervous flutter under his brief nose as 
he stabs a cigarette into his mouth partially explain the nickname, which was given to him when he 
too was a boy. He stands there thinking, the kids keep coming, they keep crowding you up. 
 
His standing there makes the real boys feel strange. Eyeballs slide. They're doing this for 
themselves, not as a show for some adult walking around town in a double-breasted cocoa suit. It 
seems funny to them, an adult walking up the alley at all. Where's his car? The cigarette makes it 
more sinister still. Is this one of those going to offer them cigarettes or money to go out in back of 
the ice plant with him? They've heard of such things but are not too frightened; there are six of 
them and one of him. 
 
The ball, rocketing off the crotch of the rim, leaps over the heads of the six and lands at the feet of 
the one. He catches it on the short bounce with a quickness that startles them. As they stare 
hushed he sights squinting through blue clouds of weed smoke, a suddenly dark silhouette like a 
smokestack against the afternoon spring sky, setting his feet with care, wiggling the ball with 
nervousness in front of his chest, one widespread white hand on top of the ball and the other 
underneath, jiggling it patiently to get some adjustment in air itself. The cuticle moons on his 
fingernails are big. Then the ball seems to ride up the right lapel of his coat and comes off his 
shoulder as his knees dip down, and it appears the ball will miss because though he shot from an 
angle the ball is not going toward the backboard. It was not aimed there. It drops into the circle of 
the rim, whipping the net with a ladylike whisper. "Hey!" he shouts in pride. "Luck," one of the kids 
says. 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Section A  

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this section.  

Q1 
Read again the first part of the source, lines 1 to 4.  
List four details from this paragraph about the scene of the appearance of Rabbit Angstrom 
 
A 
 
B 
 
C 
 
D 
        [4 marks] 
 
 

Q2 [AO2 - language] 
Look in detail at this extract from lines 8-13 of the source: 
 
 
His standing there makes the real boys feel strange. Eyeballs slide. They're doing this for 
themselves, not as a show for some adult walking around town in a double-breasted cocoa suit. It 
seems funny to them, an adult walking up the alley at all. Where's his car? The cigarette makes it 
more sinister still. Is this one of those going to offer them cigarettes or money to go out in back of 
the ice plant with him? They've heard of such things but are not too frightened; there are six of 
them and one of him. 
 
 
How does the writer use language here to describe the alley?  
You could include the writer’s choice of:  
• words and phrases  
• language features and techniques  
• sentence forms.        [8 marks] 
 

 

 

Q3 
You now need to think about the whole of the source.  
 
How has the writer structured the text to interest you as a reader?  
You could write about:  
• what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning  
• how and why the writer changes this focus as the extract develops  
• any other structural features that interest you.    [8 marks] 
 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Q4 [AO4 - evaluate with reference] 
Focus this part of your answer on the second half of the source. 
 
A reviewer wrote ‘This part of the text, where the writer describes Rabbit taking the basketball 
shot, feels more tense- as if he has something to prove.’ To what extent do you agree? 
In your response, you could: 
• consider your own impressions of the basketball game 
• evaluate how the writer shows that Rabbit cares about making the shot  

• support your response with references to the text 
 
 
[20 marks] 
 

 

Section B 

 

5. A magazine has asked for contributions for their creative writing page. 

Either: 

 

Write a description of a 

football fan as 

suggested by this 

picture: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Or 

Write a story that begins with the sentence: ‘As the household awoke slowly from their slumber, and the rooms 

creaked into life, they could not have anticipated just how different that day would be in comparison to the other 364 

of that year.’ 

 

(24 marks for content and organisation and 16 marks for technical accuracy) [40 marks] 

 



 

 

EXAMPLE 8 

The War of the Worlds by H. G. Wells 
 

Chapter Two: The Falling Star 
 

Then came the night of the first ‘falling star’. It was seen early in the morning, rushing 
over Winchester eastward, a line of flame high in the atmosphere. Hundreds must 
have seen it, and taken it for an ordinary falling star. 
 
I was at home and saw nothing of it. Some of those who saw its flight say it travelled 
with a hissing sound. I myself heard nothing of that.       5 
 
But very early in the morning poor Ogilvy, who had seen the ‘shooting star’, rose early 
with the idea of finding it. Find it he did, soon after dawn, and not far from the sand 
pits. An enormous hole had been made by the impact of the thing, and the sand and 
gravel had been flung violently in every direction over the heath, forming heaps visible 
a mile and a half away. The heather was on fire eastward, and a thin blue smoke rose 10 
against the dawn.  
 
The Thing itself lay almost entirely buried in sand, amidst the scattered splinters of a fir 
tree it had shook to fragments in its descent. The uncovered part had the appearance 
of a huge cylinder, caked over by a thick scaly muddy-coloured incrustation. It had a 
diameter of about thirty yards. Ogilvy tentatively approached the mass, flabbergasted 15 
at the size and more so at the shape, since most meteorites are round. It was, 
however, still extremely hot from its flight through the air and this prevented Ogilvy 
from getting too close. There was a stirring noise within its cylinder he assumed to be 
the cooling of its surface; for at that time it had not occurred to him that it might be hollow.  
 
He remained standing at the edge of the pit that the Thing had made for itself,  20 
transfixed by its strange appearance, astonished chiefly at its unusual shape and 
colour. The early morning was wonderfully still and he did not remember hearing any 
birds that morning, there was certainly no breeze stirring, and the only sounds were 
the faint movements from within the cindery cylinder. He was all alone on the common.  
 
Then suddenly he noticed with a start that some of the ashy incrustation that covered 25 
the ‘meteorite’, was falling off! It was dropping off in flakes and raining down upon the 
sand. A large piece suddenly came off and fell with a sharp noise that brought his 
heart into his mouth.  
 
For a minute he scarcely realised what this meant, and, although the heat was 
excessive, he clambered down into the pit close to the bulk to see the Thing more  30 
clearly. And then he perceived that, very slowly, the circular top of the cylinder was 
rotating and he heard a muffled grating. Suddenly, it came upon him in a flash. The 
cylinder was hollow - with an end that screwed out! Something within the cylinder was 
unscrewing the top!  
 
The thought of the confined creature was so dreadful to Ogilvy that he momentarily  35 
forgot the heat and went forward to the cylinder to help turn. But luckily the heat 
stopped him before he could burn his hands on the still-glowing metal. At that he stood 
irresolute for a moment, then turned, scrambled out of the pit, and set off running 



wildly into Woking.  
 
  



Q1 
Read again the first part of the source, lines 1 to 11.  
List four things from this part of the text about the ‘falling star’/Thing. 
 
A 
 

B 
 

C 
 

D 
         [4 marks] 
 
 
Q2 [AO2 - language] 
Look in detail at this extract from lines 11 to 18 of the source: 
 
The Thing itself lay almost entirely buried in sand, amidst the scattered splinters of a fir 
tree it had shook to fragments in its descent. The uncovered part had the appearance 
of a huge cylinder, caked over by a thick scaly muddy-coloured incrustation. It had a 
diameter of about thirty yards. Ogilvy tentatively approached the mass, flabbergasted 15 
at the size and more so at the shape, since most meteorites are round. It was, 
however, still extremely hot from its flight through the air and this prevented Ogilvy 
from getting too close. There was a stirring noise within its cylinder he assumed to be 
the cooling of its surface; for at that time it had not occurred to him that it might be hollow.  
 

He remained standing at the edge of the pit that the Thing had made for itself,  20 
transfixed by its strange appearance, astonished chiefly at its unusual shape and 
colour. The early morning was wonderfully still and he did not remember hearing any 
birds that morning, there was certainly no breeze stirring, and the only sounds were 
the faint movements from within the cindery cylinder. He was all alone on the common.  
 

How does the writer use language here to describe how the Ogilvy feels?  
You could include the writer’s choice of:  
• words and phrases  
• language features and techniques  
• sentence forms.        [8 marks] 
 
 
Q3 
You now need to think about the whole of the source.  
This text is from the opening of a novel.  
 

How has the writer structured the text to interest you as a reader?  
You could write about:  
• what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning  
• how and why the writer changes this focus as the extract develops  
• any other structural features that interest you.    [8 marks] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Q4 [AO4 - evaluate with reference] 
Focus this part of your answer on the second half of the source, from line 25 to the end.  
A student, having read this section of the text said: “The writer brings the excitement and 
fear of what Ogilvy saw to life for the reader. It is as if you are there with him.”  
 

To what extent do you agree?  
In your response, you should:  
• write about your own impressions of the Thing  
• evaluate how the writer has created these impressions  
• support your opinions with quotations from the text.    [20 marks] 

 

 

 

Section B: Writing 
 
5. A magazine has asked for contributions for their creative writing page. 
Either: 
 
Write a description as suggested by this picture: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Or 
Write a story that begins with the sentence: ‘Silence echoed through the town…’ 
 

(24 marks for content and organisation and 16 marks for technical accuracy) [40 marks] 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



EXAMPLE 9 
 
 

The War of the Worlds by H. G. Wells 
 

Chapter Four: The Cylinder Opens  

 
The end of the cylinder was being screwed out from within. Nearly two feet of shining 
screw projected. Somebody blundered against me, and I narrowly missed being thrown 
onto the top of the screw. I turned, and as I did so the screw must have come out, for 
the lid of the cylinder fell upon the gravel with a ringing concussion. 
 
I think everyone expected to see a man emerge - possibly something a little unlike us  5 
terrestrial men, but in all essentials a man. I know I did. But, looking, I presently saw 
something stirring within the shadow: greyish billowy movements, one above another, 
and then two luminous disks--like eyes. Then something resembling a little grey snake, 
about the thickness of a walking stick, coiled up out of the writhing middle, and wriggled 
in the air towards me--and then another.         10 
 
A sudden chill came over me. There was a loud shriek from a woman behind. I half turned, 
keeping my eyes fixed upon the cylinder still, from which other tentacles were now 
projecting, and began pushing my way back from the edge of the pit. I saw astonishment 
giving place to horror on the faces of the people about me. I heard inarticulate 
exclamations on all sides. There was a general movement backwards. I found myself  15 
alone, and saw the people on the other side of the pit running off, Stent among them. I 
looked again at the cylinder, and uncontrollable terror gripped me. I stood petrified and 
staring.  
 
A big greyish rounded bulk, the size, perhaps, of a bear, was rising slowly and painfully out 
of the cylinder. As it bulged up and caught the light, it glistened like wet leather. Two large 20 
dark-coloured eyes were regarding me steadfastly. The mass that framed them, the head 
of the thing, was rounded, and had, one might say, a face. There was a mouth under the 
eyes, the lipless brim of which quivered and panted, and dropped saliva. The whole 
creature heaved and pulsated convulsively. A lank tentacular appendage gripped the edge 
of the cylinder, another swayed in the air.         25 
 
Those who have never seen a living Martian can scarcely imagine the strange horror of its 
appearance. The peculiar V-shaped mouth with its pointed upper lip, the absence of brow 
ridges, the absence of a chin beneath the wedgelike lower lip, the incessant quivering of 
this mouth, the Gorgon groups of tentacles, the tumultuous breathing of the lungs in a  
strange atmosphere, the evident heaviness and painfulness of movement due to the  30 
greater gravitational energy of the earth--above all, the extraordinary intensity of the 
immense eyes--were at once vital, intense, inhuman, crippled and monstrous. There was 
something fungoid in the oily brown skin, something in the clumsy deliberation of the 
tedious movements unspeakably nasty. Even at this first encounter, this first glimpse, I 
was overcome with disgust and dread.          35 
 
Suddenly the monster vanished. It had toppled over the brim of the cylinder and fallen into 
the pit, with a thud like the fall of a great mass of leather. I heard it give a peculiar thick cry, 
and forthwith another of these creatures appeared darkly in the deep shadow of the 
aperture.  
 
I turned and, running madly, made for the first group of trees, perhaps a hundred yards 40 
away; but I ran slantingly and stumbling, for I could not avert my face from these things.  

  



Q1 
Read again the first part of the source, lines 1 to 10.  
List four things from this part of the text about the cylinder and its contents.  
 
A 
 
B 
 
C 
 
D 
           [4 marks] 
 
 
Q2 [AO2 - language] 
Look in detail at this extract from lines 11 to 18 of the source: 
 
A sudden chill came over me. There was a loud shriek from a woman behind. I half turned, 
keeping my eyes fixed upon the cylinder still, from which other tentacles were now 
projecting, and began pushing my way back from the edge of the pit. I saw astonishment 
giving place to horror on the faces of the people about me. I heard inarticulate 
exclamations on all sides. There was a general movement backwards. I found myself  15 
alone, and saw the people on the other side of the pit running off, Stent among them. I 
looked again at the cylinder, and uncontrollable terror gripped me. I stood petrified and 
staring.  

 
How does the writer use language here to describe how the narrator feels?  
You could include the writer’s choice of:  
• words and phrases  
• language features and techniques  
• sentence forms.        [8 marks] 
 
 
 
Q3 
You now need to think about the whole of the source.  
This text is from the opening of a novel.  
 
How has the writer structured the text to interest you as a reader?  
You could write about:  
• what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning  
• how and why the writer changes this focus as the extract develops  
• any other structural features that interest you.    [8 marks] 
 
 
Q4 [AO4 - evaluate with reference] 
Focus this part of your answer on the second half of the source, from line 19 to the end.  
A student, having read this section of the text said: “The writer brings the horror of the creature's 
appearance to life for the reader. It is as if you are there with the narrator.”  
 
To what extent do you agree?  
In your response, you should:  
• write about your own impressions of the creature  
• evaluate how the writer has created these impressions  
• support your opinions with quotations from the text.    [20 marks] 
 



Section B: Writing 
 
5. A magazine has asked for contributions for their creative writing page. 
Either: 
 
Write a description as suggested by this picture: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Or 
Write a story that begins with the sentence: ‘We began our journey across the sea in 
anticipation…’ 
 

(24 marks for content and organisation and 16 marks for technical accuracy) [40 marks] 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



EXAMPLE 10  

 

Nineteen Eighty Four – George Orwell 

Chapter One 

 

On a cold day in April of 1984, a man named Winston Smith returns to his home, 

a dilapidated apartment building called Victory Mansions. He is thin and frail; he 

is thirty-nine years old and it is painful for him to trudge up the stairs. Winston is a 

low-ranking member of the ruling Party in London, in the nation of Oceania. 

Everywhere Winston goes, even his own home, the Party watches him  

 

It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen. Winston Smith, 
his chin nuzzled into his breast in an effort to escape the vile wind, slipped quickly 
through the glass doors of Victory Mansions, though not quickly enough to prevent a 
swirl of gritty dust from entering along with him. 
 
The hallway smelt of boiled cabbage and old rag mats. At one end of it a coloured  5 
poster, too large for indoor display, had been tacked to the wall. It depicted simply an 
enormous face, more than a metre wide: the face of a man of about forty-five, with a 
heavy black moustache and ruggedly handsome features. Winston made for the 
stairs. It was no use trying the lift. Even at the best of times it was seldom working, 
and at present the electric current was cut off during daylight hours. It was part of the 10 
economy drive in preparation for Hate Week. The flat was seven flights up, and 
Winston, who was thirty-nine and had a varicose ulcer above his right ankle, went 
slowly, resting several times on the way. On each landing, opposite the lift-shaft, the 
poster with the enormous face gazed from the wall. It was one of those pictures 15 
which are designed to that the eyes follow you about when you move. BIG BROTHER 
IS WATCHING YOU, the caption beneath it ran. 
 
Inside the flat a fruity voice was reading out a list of figures which had something to 
do with the production of pig-iron. The voice came from an oblong metal plaque like a 
dulled mirror which formed part of the surface of the right-hand wall. Winston turned a 20 
switch and the voice sank somewhat, though the words were still distinguishable. The 
instrument (the telescreen, it was called) could be dimmed, but there was no way of 
shutting it off completely. He moved over to the window: a smallish, frail figure, the 
meagreness of his body merely emphasized by the blue overalls which were the 
uniform of the party. His hair was very fair, his face naturally cheerful, his skin  25 
roughened by coarse soap and blunt razor blades and the cold of the winter that had 
just ended. 
 
Outside, even through the shut window-pane, the world looked cold. Down in the 
street little eddies of wind were whirling dust and torn paper into spirals, and though 
the sun was shining and the sky a harsh blue, there seemed to be no colour in 30 
anything, except the posters that were plastered everywhere. The black-moustachio’d 
face gazed down from every commanding corner. There was one on the house-front 
immediately opposite. BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption said, while the 
dark eyes looked deep into Winston’s own. Down at street level another poster, torn at 
one corner, flapped fitfully in the wind, alternately covering and uncovering the single 35 
word INGSOC. In the far distance a helicopter skimmed down between the roofs, 
hovered for an instant like a bluebottle, and darted away again with a curving flight. It 
was the police patrol, snooping into people’s windows. The patrols did not matter, 
however. Only the Thought Police mattered. 39 
  



Q1 
Read again the first part of the source, lines 1 to 4.  
List three things from this part of the text about the weather.. 
 
A 
 
B 
 
C 
 
D 
         [3 marks] 
 
 
Q2 [AO2 - language] 
Look in detail at this extract from lines 5 to 17 of the source: 
 

The hallway smelt of boiled cabbage and old rag mats. At one end of it a coloured  5 
poster, too large for indoor display, had been tacked to the wall. It depicted simply an 
enormous face, more than a metre wide: the face of a man of about forty-five, with a 
heavy black moustache and ruggedly handsome features. Winston made for the 
stairs. It was no use trying the lift. Even at the best of times it was seldom working, 
and at present the electric current was cut off during daylight hours. It was part of the 10 
economy drive in preparation for Hate Week. The flat was seven flights up, and 
Winston, who was thirty-nine and had a varicose ulcer above his right ankle, went 
slowly, resting several times on the way. On each landing, opposite the lift-shaft, the 
poster with the enormous face gazed from the wall. It was one of those pictures 15 
which are so contrived that the eyes follow you about when you move. BIG 
BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption beneath it ran. 

 
How does the writer use language here to describe how the communal staircase?  
You could include the writer’s choice of:  
• words and phrases  
• language features and techniques  
• sentence forms.        [8 marks] 
 
 
Q3 
You now need to think about the whole of the source.  
This text is from the opening of a novel.  
 

How has the writer structured the text to interest you as a reader?  
You could write about:  
• what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning  
• how and why the writer changes this focus as the extract develops  
• any other structural features that interest you.    [8 marks] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Q4 [AO4 - evaluate with reference] 
Focus this part of your answer on the second half of the source, from line 28 to the end.  
A student, having read this section of the text said: “The writer skilfully conveys the 
bleakness of the street outside. It is as if you are actually in Winston’s apartment, looking 
out of the window with him.”  
 

To what extent do you agree?  
In your response, you should:  
• write about your own impressions of the street 
• evaluate how the writer has created these impressions  
• support your opinions with quotations from the text.    [20 marks] 

 

 

 

Section B: Writing 
 
5. A magazine has asked for contributions for their creative writing page. 
Either: 
 
Write a description as suggested by this picture: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Or 
Write a story that begins with the sentence: ‘All around us, the anger rose…’ 
 

(24 marks for content and organisation and 16 marks for technical accuracy) [40 marks] 
 

 

 

 


