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 2 hours 15 minutes

You must answer on the enclosed answer booklet.

You will need: Answer booklet (enclosed)

INSTRUCTIONS
 ● Answer two questions in total:

Answer Question 1. 
Answer either Question 2 or Question 3.

 ● Follow the instructions on the front cover of the answer booklet. If you need additional answer paper, 
ask the invigilator for a continuation booklet.

 ● You are reminded of the need for good English and clear presentation in your answers.

INFORMATION
 ● The total mark for this paper is 50.
 ● The number of marks for each question or part question is shown in brackets [ ].
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Answer Question 1 and either Question 2 or Question 3.

1 In the following extract from a short story, the narrator describes going to an appointment at a 
lawyer’s office in South Africa.

 (a) Comment on the language and style of the extract. [15]

 (b) Imagine you are one of the lawyer’s other clients and have witnessed the events in the 
extract. You decide to write a diary entry reflecting on those events. 

  Basing your writing closely on the material of the original extract, and using 120 to 150 of 
your own words, write a section of your diary entry. [10]

Take it to a lawyer. That’s what my friend told me to do. Now, I had never had 
occasion to have anything to do with lawyers. Mention of lawyers always brought 
to my mind pictures of courts, police: terrifying pictures. Although I was in trouble, I 
wondered why it should be a lawyer who would help me. However, my friend gave 
me the address.

And from that moment my problem loomed larger. It turned in my mind. On the night 
before my visit to the solicitor, my heart was full of feelings of hurt. My soul fed on 
fire and scalding water. I’d tell the lawyer; I’d tell him everything that had gnawed 
inside me for several days.

I went up the stairs of the high building. Whenever I met a man I imagined that he 
was the lawyer and all but started to pour out my trouble. On the landing I met a boy 
with a man’s head and face and rather large ears and lips. I told him I had come 
to see Mr. B, the lawyer. Very gently, he told me to go into the waiting room and 
wait my turn with the others. I was disappointed. I had wanted to see Mr. B, tell him 
everything and get the lawyer’s cure for it. To be told to wait …

They were sitting in the waiting room, the clients, ranged round the walls – about 
twenty of them, like those dolls waiting to be bowled over at a merry go round fair. 
It didn’t seem that I’d get enough time to recite the whole thing – how it all started, 
grew into something big and was threatening to crush me – with so many people 
waiting. The boy with the man’s head and face and large ears came in at intervals 
to call the next person. I knew what I’d do: I’d go over the whole problem in my 
mind, so that I could even say it backwards. The lawyer must miss nothing, nothing 
whatever.

But in the course of it all my eyes wandered about the room: the people, the walls, 
the ceiling, the furniture. A bare, unattractive room: the arms of the chairs had 
scratches on them that might have been made with a pin by someone who was tired 
of waiting. Against the only stretch of wall that was free of chairs for clients, a man of 
about fifty sat at a table, sealing envelopes.

‘The big man is very busy today, eh?’ observed the man at the table.

‘Yes,’ I said mechanically.

My attention was drawn to the whole setting once more: a plain unpretentious room 
with oldish chairs; the pile of letters and envelopes; the man; and the picture of the 
cat.
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An envelope fell to the floor. He bent down to take it up. I watched his large hands 
feel about for it, fumbling. Then the hand came upon the object, but with much more 
weight than a piece of paper warranted.

Even before he came up straight on his chair I saw it clearly. The man at the table 
was blind, stone blind. As my eyes were getting used to the details, after my mind 
had thus been jolted into confused activity, I understood. Here was a man sealing 
envelopes, looking like a drawing on a flat surface. Perhaps he was flat and without 
depth, like a gramophone disc; too flat even to be hindered by the heat, the boredom 
of sitting for hours doing the same work; by too many or too few people coming. An 
invincible pair, he and the cat glowering at him, scorning our shames and hurts 
and the heat, seeming to hold the key to the immediate imperceptible and the most 
remote unforeseeable.

I went in to see Mr B. A small man (as I had imagined) with tired eyes but an 
undaunted face. I told him everything from beginning to end.
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2 The following text is taken from a book, written by Philip Hoare, that blends memoir and travel 
writing. In the text, the writer contemplates some of the sights and sounds of the natural world.

 (a) Comment on the language and style of the text. [15]

 (b) You have been asked to produce a guide for novice birdwatchers. 

  Basing your writing closely on the material of the original text, write a section for the guide 
about the behaviour of blackbirds. Use 120 to 150 of your own words. [10]

There could hardly be a more common bird, yet you could travel around half the 
world and never hear anything so beautiful as a blackbird in a suburban garden. 
Their big eyes sense the small slip from darkness to the semblance of light before 
all other garden birds; only robins can rival them in this keen awareness. I listen 
to the first notes of the first song, a lone voice in the dark, joined by another, then 
another, until they form a circle of sound. From dawn to dusk they rise and fall, fit 
and start, from roofs to trees, announcing their allure. Their songs are asymmetrical, 
apparently random; phrases are thrown out to be echoed by rivals, in the way 
humpback whales take up that year’s song and repeat it through the oceans. As the 
philosopher and musician David Rothenberg showed me, when you speed up the 
song of a humpback, it sounds very much like birdsong, with the same ‘sustained 
whistles, rhythmic chirps, and noisy brawphs’.

Each sequence is its own narrative, precisely measured out. Blackbirds have 
the ability to sound both ridiculous and sublime at the same time, with their 
querying intonation ending in an upnote, like a teen’s mallspeak – duh-duh-duh?; 
or duh-duh-lu, duh-duh-lu! But theirs is a serious intent, bent on preventing any 
incursion into their fiefdom1, as well as sounding sexy to a potential mate. They’ll 
fly just a few feet off the ground, to avoid predators from above – although a habit 
which made sense when their only enemies were raptors is less useful now that 
their low flight-paths take them directly into potentially lethal traffic; it amazes me, 
as yet another black streak almost zooms through my bike wheels, that they don’t 
sustain more casualties. They must retain a trace memory of when all this was only 
heathland. A blackbird defends its territory all its life; some may live for up to twenty 
years. The same bird bobs and bows and runs across my garage roof year after 
year, looking up at me in turn.

How can such a grey, wet day be so beautiful? After days of rain I ride out at dawn, 
taking my chance during a brief interlude of dryness. There’s nothing to focus on, 
just cloud. Under such skies anything is a gain. It’s May Day. The rain intensifies the 
smell of the morning. The woods through which the road runs lean over and meet 
tree-to-tree, negating the tarmac below. At the beach, the water is flat calm. The 
world has opened up again.

A new shape appears high over the shore; the slender wings of a swallow, zigzagging 
its way from the sea to the trees, thousands of miles from sub-Saharan Africa. Later, 
I’ll watch them from water level as they swoop within inches of my head, so close 
that I can see every detail: blue-black backs as iridescent as a mineral, pure white 
bellies and rosy chins. 
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To the Romans, the swallow represented the household gods because it nested in 
the eaves2; it was unlucky to kill one. The birds’ annual disappearance was a source 
of mystery. Some said they flew to the moon, or even changed species. 

As late as the sixteenth century it was believed that they hibernated in the water, 
from where fishermen would cast their nets and pull out swallows, ‘huddled against 
each other, beak to beak, wing to wing, foot to foot … among the reeds’.

1fiefdom: an area or activity that is commanded by a particular person or group
2eaves: roof space

40



6

9093/12/F/M/20© UCLES 2020

3 The following text is taken from a review of a virtual reality gaming headset, the Oculus Rift. The 
review was published on a technology website in 2018. 

 (a) Comment on the language and style of the text. [15]

 (b) Imagine you are the writer of the original text. You have been asked to write a review of 
another new product for the same website.

  Basing your writing closely on the language and style of the original text, and using 120 to 
150 of your own words, write a section of the review. [10]

Oculus Rift review

Oculus Rift is an affordable, desktop PC-powered VR headset

★ ★ ★ ★ ✰ By Nick Pino   15 days ago  Gaming accessories

OUR VERDICT

Oculus Rift isn’t the all-encompassing ‘future of entertainment’ some may have 
expected, but we’re optimistic that it might earn that title in the coming years.

FOR
Snug fit
Best VR games
Growing list of movies and apps

AGAINST
Can cause nausea
Minimum PC requirements
Still a big investment

The Oculus Rift is already two years old – doesn’t time fly, etc etc. It promised to 
change the world of gaming forever when it launched in 2016, and while it hasn’t 
quite done that yet, the VR landscape has slowly matured and become a more 
attractive proposition.

Since it made its debut, the Oculus Rift has been given opportunities to spread its 
wings a bit – a number of high-profile games have launched on the hardware, and 
it’s received motion controllers in the form of Oculus Touch (one of the most crucial 
upgrades since launch day).

Recent sales data would seem to suggest Oculus Rift is catching up with HTC Vive, 
though the numbers are by no means definitive. But you’re not here for speculation, 
right? You’re here because you’re interested in reading about one of the world’s 
coolest, most bleeding-edge technologies: VR. Now, after two years with the Oculus 
Rift, the HTC Vive and PlayStation VR, can we finally say ‘virtual reality is here to 
stay’?

How the Oculus Rift works

So, what exactly are you buying? What does the Oculus Rift do?

I’ve tried my best to explain virtual reality in words and, on multiple occasions, have 
completely and utterly failed. At best all I can do is paint a half-baked image in 
hopes to inspire you to go out and find a friend or co-worker with an Oculus Rift of 
their own who’d be kind enough to let you give it a whirl. Here goes nothing.
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Imagine standing on the ledge of a 100-storey building. Imagine looking down at the 
street below you. Imagine the tightening of your stomach and the sense of dread 
that you might, at any second, fall to your demise.

Now imagine taking one step forward.

You’re falling and the world is whipping before you. You’re petrified. But you also 
feel alive. The second right before you hit the ground is the worst – your brain is 
actually prepared for the moment by dumping adrenaline into your system as a mild 
painkiller.

But while all this is happening, you haven’t actually moved. You’ve been sitting in a 
chair in your own home, staring into a screen. Your biometrics have changed, but, 
geographically speaking, you’re exactly where you were 10 minutes ago.

This is what it’s like to use virtual reality, to get the experience of being somewhere 
else in a different time, a different place, sometimes as far as an alien world, all 
without ever leaving your home.

The latest iteration of the headset is significantly better than any of the previous 
development kits. It’s easier to set up thanks to an intuitive program that you’re 
prompted to download when you plug it in, and it now takes less technical know-how 
to install games and troubleshoot when things go awry.

Once you’ve plugged the headset into the HDMI port on your GPU, the two USB 
cables from the headset and sensor to two USB 3.0 ports on your PC, and the Xbox 
One controller adapter into a USB 2.0 port on your PC, you’re ready to start the 
short and simple setup process, which only takes about 10 minutes.

What you’ll find when you’re done is a library of about 100 titles that are longer than 
anything found on the HTC Vive. I’ve played a good deal of them, and while some 
are better than others, there weren’t any that I felt were a waste of time or money. I’ll 
cover them in more detail on the next page but, in the broadest of strokes, the Rift is 
a fun gaming system, even if it’s not number one right now.
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