
ENGLISH A1 – STANDARD LEVEL – PAPER 1
ANGLAIS A1 – NIVEAU MOYEN – ÉPREUVE 1
INGLÉS A1 – NIVEL MEDIO – PRUEBA 1

Thursday 8 November 2001 (afternoon)
Jeudi 8 novembre 2001 (après-midi)
Jueves 8 de noviembre de 2001 (tarde)

1 hour 30 minutes / 1 heure 30 minutes / 1 hora 30 minutos

N01/101/S(1)INTERNATIONAL BACCALAUREATE
BACCALAURÉAT INTERNATIONAL
BACHILLERATO INTERNACIONAL

881-603 4 pages/páginas

INSTRUCTIONS TO CANDIDATES

! Do not open this examination paper until instructed to do so.
! Write a commentary on one passage only.  It is not compulsory for you to respond directly to the

guiding questions provided.  However, you may use them if you wish.

INSTRUCTIONS DESTINÉES AUX CANDIDATS

! Ne pas ouvrir cette épreuve avant d’y être autorisé.
! Rédiger un commentaire sur un seul des passages.  Le commentaire ne doit pas nécessairement

répondre aux questions d’orientation fournies.  Vous pouvez toutefois les utiliser si vous le
désirez.

INSTRUCCIONES PARA LOS ALUMNOS

! No abra esta prueba hasta que se lo autoricen.
! Escriba un comentario sobre un solo fragmento.  No es obligatorio responder directamente a las

preguntas que se ofrecen a modo de guía.  Sin embargo, puede usarlas si lo desea.



Write a commentary on one of the following passages.

1. (a)

He could not go forward, he would not turn back; he stood awaiting death.  It did not
keep him long waiting.

By some mysterious coincidence, almost instantaneously as he fell, the firing ceased, a
few desultory shots at long intervals serving rather to accentuate than break the silence.  It was
as if both sides has suddenly repented of their profitless crime.  Four stretcher-bearers of ours,
following a sergeant with a white flag, soon afterward moved unmolested into the field, and
made straight for Brayle’s body.  Several Confederate officers and men came out to meet them,
and with uncovered heads assisted them to take their sacred burden.  As it was borne toward us
we heard beyond the hostile works fifes and a muffled drum — a dirge.  A generous enemy
honored the fallen brave.

Amongst the dead man’s effects was a soiled Russia-leather pocketbook.  In the distribution
of mementos of our friend, which the general, as administrator, decreed, this fell to me.

A year after the close of the war, on my way to California, I opened and idly inspected it.
Out of an overlooked compartment fell a letter without envelope or address.  It was a woman’s
handwriting, and began with words of endearment, but no name.

It had the following date line: San Francisco, Cal., July 9, 1862.”  The signature was
“Darling,” in marks of quotation.  Incidentally, in the body of the text, the writer’s full name
was given — Marian Mendenhall.

The letter showed evidence of cultivation and good breeding, but it was an ordinary love letter,
if a love letter can be ordinary.  There was not much in it, but there was something.  It was this:

“Mr Winters, whom I shall always hate for it, has been telling that at some battle in
Virginia, where he got his hurt, you were seen crouching behind a tree.  I think he wants to
injure you in my regard, which he knows the story would do if I believed it.  I could bear to
hear of my soldier lover’s death, but not of his cowardice.”

These were the words which on that sunny afternoon, in a distant region, had slain a
hundred men.  Is woman weak?

One evening I called on Miss Mendenhall to return the letter to her.  I intended, also, to
tell her what she had done — but not that she did it.  I found her in a handsome dwelling on
Rincon Hill.  She was beautiful, well bred — in a word, charming.

“You knew Lieutenant Herman Brayle,” I said, rather abruptly.  “You know doubtless,
that he fell in battle.  Among his effects was found this letter from you.  My errand here is to
place it in your hands.”

She mechanically took the letter, glanced through it with deepening colour, and then,
looking at me with a smile, said:

“It is very good of you, though I am sure it was hardly worth while.”  She started
suddenly and changed colour.  “This stain,” she said, “is it — surely it is not —”

“Madam,” I said, “pardon me, but that is the blood of the truest and bravest heart that
ever beat.”

She hastily flung the letter on the blazing coals.  “Uh!  I cannot bear the sight of blood!”
she said.  “How did he die?”

I had involuntarily risen to rescue that scrap of paper, sacred even to me, and now stood
partly behind her.  As she asked the question she turned her face about and slightly upward.
The light of the burning letter was reflected in her eyes and touched her cheek with a tinge of
crimson like the stain upon its page.  I had never seen anything so beautiful as this detestable creature.

“He was bitten by a snake,” I replied.
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from Ambrose Bierce, Killed at Resaca, (1891).
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– To what extent is the narrator important to the effect of this passage?

– What role has diction to play in conveying feeling in this passage?

– How does the passage treat the role of women in times of war?

– Comment on the effectiveness of the final line.
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1. (b)
Originally

We came from our own country in a red room
which fell through the fields, our mother singing
our father’s name to the turn of the wheels.
My brothers cried, one of them bawling Home,
Home, as the miles rushed back to the city,
the street, the house, the vacant rooms
where we didn’t live any more.  I stared
at the eyes of a blind toy, holding its paw.

All childhood is an emigration.  Some are slow,
leaving you standing, resigned, up an avenue
where no one you know stays.  Others are sudden.
Your accent wrong.  Corners, which seem familiar,
leading to unimagined, pebble-dashed estates , big boys1

eating worms and shouting words you don’t understand.
My parent’s anxiety stirred like a loose tooth
in my head.  I want our own country, I said.

But then you forget, or don’t recall, or change,
and, seeing your brother swallow a slug, feel only
a skelf  of shame.  I remember my tongue2

shedding its skin like a snake, my voice
in the classroom sounding just like the rest.  Do I only think
I lost a river, culture, speech, sense of first space
and the right place?  Now.  Where do you come from?
strangers ask.  Originally?  And I hesitate.
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Carol Ann Duffy, Dream State: The New Scottish Poets (1994).

estates: planned residential districts; usually built by local councils.1

skelf: a splinter, a trace2

– What do you take to be the tone of the poem and how is it created?

– How does the poet treat memory in the poem?

– What are the effects of repetition and parallelism in the poem?

– What, for you, are the most striking thoughts and feelings in the poem?
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