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Section A: Prose

Answer one question from this section.

IAN McEWAN: Atonement

1 Either (a) Discuss ways in which McEwan makes social class divisions significant in the novel.

 Or (b) Comment closely on McEwan’s presentation of war in the following passage.

The men came a couple of steps closer and raised what was in their 
hands. Shotguns, surely. 

 Their cousin’s house 
was smashed up, with bullet holes all over the walls, but it still had its roof.

(from Part 2)

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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NGŨGĨ WA THIONG’O: Petals of Blood

2 Either (a) Discuss some of the ways in which Ngũgĩ makes use of different narrative voices in 
the novel.

 Or (b) Comment closely on Ngũgĩ ’s presentation of Reverend Jerrod Brown and his house
in the following passage.

At the next iron gate they took care to first read the signpost. Their 
hearts beat with hope and indecision. 

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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 he asked them in a squeaky voice.

(from The Journey)

Content removed due to copyright restrictions.
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Stories of Ourselves, Volume 2

3 Either (a) Discuss ways in which the writers of two stories present characters’ disillusionment.

 Or (b) Comment closely on ways in which Marghanita Laski presents Caroline’s experience 
in the following extract from The Tower.

She was in an empty room with a low arched ceiling. A narrow stone 
staircase clung to the wall and circled round the room to disappear through 
a hole in the ceiling.

‘There ought to be a wonderful view at the top,’ said Caroline firmly to 
herself, and she laid her hand on the rusty rail and started to climb, and as 
she climbed, she counted.

‘– thirty-nine, forty, forty-one,’ she said, and with the forty-first step 
she came through the ceiling and saw over her head, far far above, the 
deep blue evening sky, a small circle of blue framed in a narrowing shaft 
round which the narrow staircase spiralled. There was no inner wall; only 
the rusty railing protected the climber on the inside.

‘– eighty-three, eighty-four –’ counted Caroline. The sky above her 
was losing its colour and she wondered why the narrow slit windows in the 
wall had all been so placed that they spiralled round the staircase too high 
for anyone climbing it to see through them.

‘It’s getting dark very quickly,’ said Caroline at the hundred-and-fiftieth 
step. ‘I know what the tower is like now. It would be much more sensible to 
give up and go home.’

At the two-hundred-and-sixty-ninth step, her hand, moving forward 
on the railing, met only empty space. For an interminable second she 
shivered, pressing back to the hard brick on the other side. Then hesitantly 
she groped forwards, upwards, and at last her fingers met the rusty rail 
again, and again she climbed.

But now the breaks in the rail became more and more frequent. 
Sometimes she had to climb several steps with her left shoulder pressed 
tightly to the brick wall before her searching hand could find the tenuous 
rusty comfort again.

At the three-hundred-and-seventy-fifth step, the rail, as her moving 
hand clutched it, crumpled away under her fingers. ‘I’d better just go by the 
wall,’ she told herself, and now her left hand traced the rough brick as she 
climbed up and up.

‘Four-hundred-and-twenty-two, four-hundred-and-twenty-three,’
counted Caroline with part of her brain. ‘I really ought to go down now,’ 
said another part, ‘I wish – oh, I want to go down now –’ but she could 
not. ‘It would be so silly to give up,’ she told herself, desperately trying to 
rationalize what drove her on. ‘Just because one’s afraid –’ and then she 
had to stifle that thought too, and there was nothing left in her brain but the 
steadily mounting tally of the steps.

‘– four-hundred-and-seventy!’ said Caroline aloud with explosive 
relief, and then she stopped abruptly because the steps had stopped too. 
There was nothing ahead but a piece of broken railing barring her way, 
and the sky drained now of all its colour, was still some twenty feet above 
her head.

‘But how idiotic,’ she said to the air. ‘The whole thing’s absolutely 
pointless,’ and then the fingers of her left hand, exploring the wall beside 
her, met not brick but wood.

She turned to see what it was, and there in the wall, level with the top 
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step, was a small wooden door. ‘So it does go somewhere after all,’ she 
said, and she fumbled with the rusty handle. The door pushed open and 
she stepped through.

She was on a narrow stone platform about a yard wide. It seemed to 
encircle the tower. The platform sloped downwards away from the tower 
and its stones were smooth and very shiny – and this was all she noticed 
before she looked beyond the stones and down.

She was immeasurably, unbelievably high and alone and the ground 
below was a world away. It was not credible, not possible that she should 
be so far from the ground. All her being was suddenly absorbed in the 
single impulse to hurl herself from the sloping platform. ‘I cannot go down 
any other way,’ she said, and then she heard what she said and stepped 
back, frenziedly clutching the soft rotten wood of the doorway with hands 
sodden with sweat. There is no other way, said the voice in her brain, there 
is no other way.

‘This is vertigo,’ said Caroline. ‘I’ve only got to close my eyes and 
keep still for a minute and it will pass off. It’s bound to pass off. I’ve never 
had it before but I know what it is and it’s vertigo.’ She closed her eyes and 
kept very still and felt the cold sweat running down her body.

‘I should be all right now,’ she said at last, and carefully she stepped 
back through the doorway on to the four-hundred-and-seventieth step and 
pulled the door shut before her. She looked up at the sky, swiftly darkening 
with night. Then, for the first time, she looked down into the shaft of the 
tower, down to the narrow unprotected staircase spiralling round and round 
and round, and disappearing into the dark. She said – she screamed – ‘I 
can’t go down.’

 (from The Tower)
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MARK TWAIN: The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn

4 Either (a) Discuss some of the ways in which Twain explores different types of journey in the 
novel.

 Or (b) Comment closely on Twain’s presentation of the duke and the king in the following 
passage.

We dasn’t stop again at any town, for days and days; kept right along 
down the river. We was down south in the warm weather, now, and a 
mighty long ways from home. We begun to come to trees with Spanish 
moss on them, hanging down from the limbs like long gray beards. It was 
the first I ever see it growing, and it made the woods look solemn and 
dismal. So now the frauds reckoned they was out of danger, and they 
begun to work the villages again.

First they done a lecture on temperance; but they didn’t make enough 
for them both to get drunk on. Then in another village they started a dancing 
school; but they didn’t know no more how to dance than a kangaroo does; 
so the first prance they made, the general public jumped in and pranced 
them out of town. Another time they tried a go at yellocution; but they didn’t 
yellocute long till the audience got up and give them a solid good cussing 
and made them skip out. They tackled missionarying, and mesmerizering, 
and doctoring, and telling fortunes, and a little of everything; but they 
couldn’t seem to have no luck. So at last they got just about dead broke, 
and laid around the raft, as she floated along, thinking, and thinking, and 
never saying nothing, by the half a day at a time, and dreadful blue and 
desperate.

And at last they took a change, and begun to lay their heads together 
in the wigwam and talk low and confidential two or three hours at a time. 
Jim and me got uneasy. We didn’t like the look of it. We judged they was 
studying up some kind of worse deviltry than ever. We turned it over and 
over, and at last we made up our minds they was going to break into 
somebody’s house or store, or was going into the counterfeit-money 
business, or something. So then we was pretty scared, and made up an 
agreement that we wouldn’t have nothing in the world to do with such 
actions, and if we ever got the least show we would give them the cold 
shake, and clear out and leave them behind. Well, early one morning we 
hid the raft in a good safe place about two mile below a little bit of a shabby 
village, named Pikesville, and the king he went ashore, and told us all to 
stay hid whilst he went up to town and smelt around to see if anybody had 
got any wind of the Royal Nonesuch there yet. (‘House to rob, you mean,’ 
says I to myself; ‘and when you get through robbing it you’ll come back 
here and wonder what’s become of me and Jim and the raft – and you’ll 
have to take it out in wondering.’) And he said if he warn’t back by midday, 
the duke and me would know it was all right, and we was to come along.

So we staid where we was. The duke he fretted and sweated around, 
and was in a mighty sour way. He scolded us for everything, and we 
couldn’t seem to do nothing right; he found fault with every little thing. 
Something was a-brewing, sure. I was good and glad when midday come 
and no king; we could have a change, anyway – and maybe a chance for 
the change, on top of it. So me and the duke went up to the village, and 
hunted around there for the king, and by-and-by we found him in the back 
room of a little low doggery, very tight, and a lot of loafers bullyragging him 
for sport, and he a cussing and threatening with all his might, and so tight 
he couldn’t walk, and couldn’t do nothing to them. The duke he began to 
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abuse him for an old fool, and the king begun to sass back; and the minute 
they was fairly at it, I lit out, and shook the reefs out of my hind legs, and 
spun down the river road like a deer – for I see our chance; and I made 
up my mind that it would be a long day before they ever see me and Jim 
again.

 (from Chapter 31)
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Section B: Unseen

Answer one question from this section.

Either

5 Discuss the presentation of the night in the following extract from a poem.

 In your answer, consider the writer’s choice of language, structure and poetic methods.

Night

For loneliness and thought this is the hour:—
 Now that thou smil’st so beautiful and bright,
Oh! how I feel thy soul-subduing power,
 And gaze upon thy loveliness, sweet Night!
 There sails the moon, like a small silver bark
 Floating upon the ocean vast and dark:
Lovers should only look upon her light,
 And only by her light should lovers meet;
They catch an inspiration from the sight,
 And all their words flow musically sweet,
Like the soft fall of waters far away;
 Their hearts run o’er with gladness, till they seem
As if they were not beings of the day,
 But beautiful creations of a dream!
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Or

6 Comment closely on the presentation of the narrator in the following passage.

 Consider the writer’s choice of language, voice and narrative methods in your answer.

A white horse stepped into the courtyard where I was polishing my 
armour. Though the gates were locked tight, through the moon door it 
came – a kingly white horse. It wore a saddle and bridle with red, gold, 
and black tassels dancing. The saddle was just my size with tigers and 
dragons tooled in swirls. The white horse pawed the ground for me to go. 
On the hooves of its near forefoot and hindfoot was the ideograph ‘to fly’.

My parents and I had waited for such a sign. We took the fine 
saddlebags off the horse and filled them with salves and herbs, blue 
grass for washing my hair, extra sweaters, dried peaches. They gave me 
a choice of ivory or silver chopsticks. I took the silver ones because they 
were lighter. It was like getting wedding presents. The cousins and the 
villagers came bearing bright orange jams, silk dresses, silver embroidery 
scissors. They brought blue and white porcelain bowls filled with water and 
carp – the bowls painted with carp, fins like orange fire. I accepted all the 
gifts – the tables, the earthenware jugs – though I could not possibly carry 
them with me, and culled for travel only a small copper cooking bowl. I 
could cook in it and eat out of it and would not have to search for bowl-
shaped rocks or tortoise-shells.

I put on my men’s clothes and armour and tied my hair in a man’s 
fashion. ‘How beautiful you look,’ the people said. ‘How beautiful she 
looks.’

A young man stepped out of the crowd. He looked familiar to me, as if 
he were the old man’s son, or the old man himself when you looked at him 
from the corners of your eyes.

‘I want to go with you,’ he said.
‘You will be the first soldier in my army,’ I told him.
I leapt on to my horse’s back and marvelled at the power and height 

it gave to me. Just then, galloping out of nowhere straight at me came a 
rider on a black horse. The villagers scattered except for my one soldier, 
who stood calmly in the road. I drew my sword. ‘Wait!’ shouted the rider, 
raising weaponless hands. ‘Wait. I have travelled here to join you.’

Then the villagers relinquished their real gifts to me – their sons. 
Families who had hidden their boys during the last conscription volunteered 
them now. I took the ones their families could spare and the ones with 
hero-fire in their eyes, not the young fathers and not those who would 
break hearts with their leaving.

We were better equipped than many founders of dynasties had been 
when they walked north to dethrone an emperor; they had been peasants 
like us. Millions of us had laid our hoes down on the dry ground and 
faced north. We sat in the fields, from which the dragon had withdrawn 
its moisture, and sharpened those hoes. Then, though it be ten thousand 
miles away, we walked to the palace. We would report to the emperor. The 
emperor, who sat facing south, must have been very frightened – peasants 
everywhere walking day and night towards the capital, towards Peiping. 
But the last emperors of dynasties must not have been facing in the right 
direction, for they would have seen us and not let us get this hungry. We 
would not have had to shout our grievances. The peasants would crown 
as emperor a farmer who knew the earth or a beggar who understood 
hunger.

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

45



12

9695/22/F/M/23© UCLES 2023

Permission to reproduce items where third-party owned material protected by copyright is included has been sought and cleared where possible. Every 
reasonable effort has been made by the publisher (UCLES) to trace copyright holders, but if any items requiring clearance have unwittingly been included, the 
publisher will be pleased to make amends at the earliest possible opportunity.

To avoid the issue of disclosure of answer-related information to candidates, all copyright acknowledgements are reproduced online in the Cambridge 
Assessment International Education Copyright Acknowledgements Booklet. This is produced for each series of examinations and is freely available to download 
at www.cambridgeinternational.org after the live examination series.

Cambridge Assessment International Education is part of Cambridge Assessment. Cambridge Assessment is the brand name of the University of Cambridge 
Local Examinations Syndicate (UCLES), which is a department of the University of Cambridge.

BLANK PAGE




