GCSE English Language
Paper 1
Section A

Text 1:	The Children of Men, by P. D. James
Text 2:	The Bone Clocks, by David Mitchell
Text 3:	No Night is Too Long, by Barbara Vine (Ruth Rendell)
Text 4:	A Lovely Way to Burn, by Louise Welsh
Text 5:	Empire of the Sun, by J. G. Ballard
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Source: https://www.ocr.org.uk/Images/373395-unseen-20th-and-21st-century-literary-texts.pdf
Q1	Read again the first part of the source, from lines 1 to 5.

	List four things about Theo from this part of the source.				[4 marks]


Q2	Look box in detail at this extract, from lines 5 to 12 of the source:

	[image: ]

	How does the writer use language here to describe the doll?

	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 beginning of a short story.

	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 source
· how and why the writer changes this focus as the source develops
· any other structural features that interest you.
										[8 marks]


Q4	Focus box this part of your answer on the second part of the source, from line 18 to the end.
	
	A student said, ‘This part of the story, where the second woman attacks the doll, shows the owner is right to be shocked and angry.’
	
	To what extent do you agree? 

	In your response, you could:

· consider your own impressions of the attack on the doll
· evaluate how the writer describes the attack
· support your response with references to the text.
										[20 marks]
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Source: https://www.ocr.org.uk/Images/373395-unseen-20th-and-21st-century-literary-texts.pdf
Q1	Read again the first part of the source, from lines 1 to 7.

	List four things about the Holly from this part of the source.				[4 marks]


Q2	Look box in detail at this extract, from lines 8 to 13 of the source:
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	How does the writer use language here to describe how Holly is feeling?

	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 beginning of a short story.

	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 source
· how and why the writer changes this focus as the source develops
· any other structural features that interest you.
										[8 marks]



Q4	Focus box this part of your answer on the second part of the source, from line 15 to the end.
	
	A student said, ‘This part of the story, where Holly speaks to Jackco, shows that she is sad to be leaving him.’
	
	To what extent do you agree? 

	In your response, you could:

· consider your own impressions of Holly and Jacko’s relationship
· evaluate how the writer describes the relationship
· support your response with references to the text.
										[20 marks]
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Source: https://www.ocr.org.uk/Images/373395-unseen-20th-and-21st-century-literary-texts.pdf



Q1	Read again the first part of the source, from lines 5 to 9.

	List four things about the narrator from this part of the source.				[4 marks]


Q2	Look box in detail at this extract, from lines 10 to 16 of the source:
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	How does the writer use language here to describe how the narrator is feeling?

	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 beginning of a short story.

	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 source
· how and why the writer changes this focus as the source develops
· any other structural features that interest you.
										[8 marks]



Q4	Focus box this part of your answer on the second part of the source, from line 17 to the end.
	
	A student said, ‘This part of the story, where the narrator reflects on his troubled mind, shows that he still feels very guilty about the crime he has committed.’
	
	To what extent do you agree? 

	In your response, you could:

· consider your own impressions of how the narrator feels
· evaluate how the writer describes the narrator’s feelings
· support your response with references to the text.
										[20 marks]
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Q1	Read again the first part of the source, from lines 1 to 5.

	List four things about the crowd of people from this part of the source.		[4 marks]


Q2	Look box in detail at this extract, from lines 6 to 11 of the source:
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	How does the writer use language here to describe the group of youths?

	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 beginning of a short story.

	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 source
· how and why the writer changes this focus as the source develops
· any other structural features that interest you.
										[8 marks]



Q4	Focus box this part of your answer on the second part of the source, from line 17 to the end.
	
	A student said, ‘This part of the story, where Stevie is driving home, shows how dangerous London has become.’
	
	To what extent do you agree? 

	In your response, you could:

· consider your own impressions of London
· evaluate how the writer describes London 
· support your response with references to the text.
										[20 marks]
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Q1	Read again the first part of the source, from lines 1 to 4.

	List four things about Jim from this part of the source.				[4 marks]


Q2	Look box in detail at this extract, from lines 4 to 8 of the source:
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	How does the writer use language here to describe the empty swimming pool?

	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 beginning of a short story.

	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 source
· how and why the writer changes this focus as the source develops
· any other structural features that interest you.
										[8 marks]



Q4	Focus box this part of your answer on the second part of the source, from line 15 to the end.
	
	A student said, ‘This part of the story, where Jim is alone at home, shows that he enjoys being unsupervised.’
	
	To what extent do you agree? 

	In your response, you could:

· consider your own impressions of how Jimmy uses his time at home
· evaluate how the writer describes Jimmy 
· support your response with references to the text.
										[20 marks]


[bookmark: _Hlk63924986]Q2
Write: ‘A method / word / phrase that helps to convey / emphasise…’ and refer to the focus word of the question
Write: ‘This has the effect of…’ and make a point based on the method / word / phrase you zoomed-in on
Write: ‘Another effect of…’ and make another point based on the same method / word / phrase
 Repeat the process at least two more times

	Adjective
	Metaphor
	Repetition

	Verb
	Simile
	Rhetorical question

	Adverb
	Personification
	Onomatopoeia



Q3
Write: ‘At the beginning of the text…’ and explain what the writer focuses on
Write: ‘The writer then shifts the focus and zooms in / out on…’ and explain how and why the focus changes (e.g. we might learn more about a character or the situation they are in)
Write: ‘As the text develops…’ and explain how and why the focus changes (e.g. the mood might change or a contrast might be established)
Write: ‘Towards the end of the text, the writer focuses on / the perspective changes …’ and explain what has changed and how the end differs from the beginning (e.g. we might be surprised or tension might be built)

	Beginning
	Zoom-in / out
	Shift

	Middle
	Focus
	Contrast

	End
	Perspective 
	Parallel



Q4
Write: ‘I agree / disagree that…’ and provide a firm reason for why you agree / disagree (don’t just write a simple sentence: make sure you really go into detail)
Write: ‘A method / word / phrase that helps to convey / emphasise…’ and refer to the focus word of the statement
Write: ‘This has the effect of…’ and make a point based on the method / word / phrase you zoomed-in on
Write: ‘Another effect of…’ and make another point based on the same method / word / phrase
Write: ‘A further reason why I agree / disagree is…’ provide another reason why you agree / disagree (once again, don’t just write a simple sentence: make sure you really go into detail)
Write: ‘A method that helps to convey / emphasise the writer’s view is…’ and then write about the effect
 Repeat the process at least two more times

	Implies
	Furthermore
	Contrastingly

	Shows
	Similarly
	Forcefully

	Emphasises
	However
	Possibly
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e paih. chauiga e pnaen haad: The doll was revealed, propped upright against the cushions,
the two arms, hands mittened, resting on the quilted coverlet, a parody of childhood, at
once pathetic and sinister. Shocked and repelled, Theo found that he couldn’t keep his eyes
off it. The glossy irises, unnaturally large, bluer than those of any human eye, a gleaming
azure, seemed to fix on him their unseeing stare which yet horribly suggested a dormant
intelligence, alien and monstrous. The eyelashes, dark brown, lay like spiders on the
delicately tinted porcelain cheeks and an adult abundance of yellow crimped hair sprung
from beneath the close-fitting lace-trimmed bonnet.
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The Bone Clocks
- David Mitchell (prose fiction, 2014)

15-year-old Holly has just had a blazing argument with her mother. Her mother lost her
temper, slapped Holly and told her that she cannot see her boyfriend, Vinny, anymore. After
crying in her room, Holly decides that she is going to move in with Vinny.

Do 1 dare?

1 dare. Pack. then. Pack what? Whatever'll fit into my big duffel bag. Underwear, bras,
T-shirts, my bomber jacket: make-up case and the Oxo tin with my bracelets and necklaces
in. Toothbrush and a handful of tampons — my period’s a bit late so it should start, like.
any hour now. Money. T count up £13.85 saved in notes and coins. I've £80 more in my
TSB bank book. It's not like Vinny'll charge me rent, and I'll look for a job next week.
Babysitting. working in the market, waitressing: there’s loads of ways to earn a few quid.
‘What about my LPs? I can’t lug the whole collection over to Peacock Street now, and
Mam’s quite capable of dumping them at the Oxfam shop out of spite. so I just take Fear of
Music, wrapping it carefully in my bomber jacket and putting it into my bag so it won’t get
bent. I hide the others under the loose floorboard, just for now. but as I'm putting the carpet
Dack. 1 get the fright of my life: Jacko’s watching me from the doorway. He’s still in his
Thunderbirds pyjamas and slippers.

1tell him, ‘Mister. you just gave me a heart-attack.®
“You're going.” Jacko’s got this not-quite-here voice.
“Just between us, yes. I am. But not far, don’t worry.*

“I've made you a souvenir. o remember me by." Jacko hands me a circle of cardboard - a
flattened Dairylea cheese box with a maze drawn on. He's mad about mazes, is Jacko: it's
all these Dungeons & Dragonsy books him and Sharon read. “Take it,” he tells me. “It's
diabolical.

‘It doesn’t look all that bad to me.”

““Diabolical” means “satanic™, sis.’

Christ, I don’t half have a freaky little brother. ‘Right. Well, thanks, Jacko. Look, I've got a
few things to—"
Jacko holds my wrist. ‘Learn this labyrinth. Holly. Indulge your freaky little brother. Please.*

That jolts me a bit. “Mister, you’re acting all weird.”

“Promise me you'll memorise the path through i, so if you ever needed to, you could
navigate it in the darkness. Please.*

My friends" little brothers are all into Scalextric or BMX or Top Trumps — why do I get one
who does this and says words like ‘navigate” and ‘diabolical’? Christ only knows how he’ll
survive in Gravesend if he’s gay. I muss his hair. ‘Okay, | promise to leam your maze off by
heart.” Then Jacko hugs me, which is weird "cause Jacko’s not a huggy kid. ‘Hey, I'm not
going far .. . You'll understand when you're older. and—'

“You're moving in with your boyfriend.”
By now I shouldn’t be surprised. “Yeah.”
“Take care of yourself. Holly.’

“Vinny’s nice. Once Mam’s got used to the idea. we’ll see each other — I mean. we still saw
Brendan after he married Ruth. yeah?*

But Jacko just puts the cardboard lid with his maze on deep into my duffel bag. gives me
one last look, and disappears.

labyrinth: a complicated maze

Mitchell. D, The Bone Clocks, (2014), Sceptre, Hodder and Stoughton Ltd, London, pp6-8.
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What about my LPs? I can’t lug the whole collection over to Peacock Street now, and
Mam’s quite capable of dumping them at the Oxfam shop out of spite, so I just take Fear of
Music, wrapping it carefully in my bomber jacket and putting it into my bag so it won’t get
bent. I hide the others under the loose floorboard, just for now, but as I’'m putting the carpet
back, 1 get the fright of my life: Jacko’s watching me from the doorway. He’s still in his
Thunderbirds pyjamas and slippers.
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No Night is Too Long

- Barbara Vine (Ruth Rendell)
(fictional memoir, 1994)

The narrator has received an anonymous letter through the post which subtly suggests that
whoever sent it knows about a crime he has committed.

‘When a crime one has committed becomes known to someone ¢lse, when one is aware that
it’s no longer a secret. it becomes concrete, it becomes real. It can’t have been imagined. it
can’t be the product of a disturbed mind. There is no longer a chance that a mistake has been
made.

T knew what I'd done as soon as I'd done it. I needed no confirmation from others. But now
that confirmation had come in this strange. oblique way. I didn’t so much confront my act as
‘have my act confront me. Like his ghost it stood before me. but, unlike him. it was solid. not
insubstantial. not shadowy and half-hidden. It was real. it had really taken place. I had done
it, and T knew this as absolute truth because someone else also knew it.

‘Writing this down won’t stop the letters — there have been three more since the one from
San Francisco — but it may help to lay his ghost. The dreams, after all. come only by
night, when I'm in bed asleep. His ghost appears to me everywhere and at any time. He. it.
‘whatever it is. a figment of my brain. the creature of my guilt. he never shows himself to me
directly but always in the corner of my eye. on the edge of my vision. or very distantly as it
‘might be along the beach by a breakwater or across the High Street. reflected obliquely ina

shop window.

This isn’t to say that I believe something supernatural is going on. I don’t believe in ghosts,
Istill don’t. He is the product of my troubled mind. Remorse has made him out of memories
and old photographs and mind-imprints. Much of the time I see nothing, only sense him
standing behind me or feel the chilly draught as he opens a door or hear his footstep in a
creak of the stair. Strange. because he was never in this house. In my mother’s time I was
‘hardly ever here myself and all it ever knew of him was his voice on the phone. his clear
resonant voice that sometimes carried from the carpiece into farther reaches of the room. His

ghost shows itself to me wherever I am and I know he would come to me wherever I was.
his evanescent appearances have to do with me and not with a place in which he and I were
together.

He lives inside me and if I died would die with me. By writing about him. do I mean to kill
‘him a second time?

obliquely: unclearly
evanescent: not lasting very long

Vine. B, No Nightis Too Long, (1994; this edition: 2012), Penguin Books, London, chapter 1, beg.
paragraph 23.
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Writing this down won’t stop the letters — there have been three more since the one from
San Francisco — but it may help to lay his ghost. The dreams, after all, come only by

night, when I’'m in bed asleep. His ghost appears to me everywhere and at any time. He, it,
whatever it is, a figment of my brain, the creature of my guilt, he never shows himself to me
directly but always in the corner of my eye, on the edge of my vision, or very distantly as it
might be along the beach by a breakwater or across the High Street, reflected obliquely in a
shop window.
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A Lovely Way to Burn - Louise Welsh (prose
fiction, 2014)

A deadly flu-like virus has swept through London. In this extract, Stevie drives through the
city in the aftermath of the epidemic.

People spilled into her path as if, now that they had flung off the division between night
and day, the boundary between road and pavement no longer existed. There was a holiday
recklessness to the crowds. a sense of ragged revelry. She wondered if this was how it had
been in the old days, when families packed a picnic and treated themselves to an outing to
Newgate to watch the hangings.

A flock of youths on undersized bikes tore across the Minis path, bandit-quick, hoods up,

mouths and noses hidden behind scarves and surgical masks. They vanished up a side street,

fast as smash-and-grab men. A bag slid from one of the boys® handlebars as he rounded the
corner. A bottle shattered, tins bounced and dented against the tarmac, and Stevie realised
that their booty wasn’t from electrical stores, sportswear outlets or computer shops, but a
supermarket. She turned a comer and saw the supermarket, squat and shining, its car park
jammed worse than any Christmas Eve. Men and women struggled to their cars, pushing
ill-balanced trolleys heavy with supplies. Stevie paused to watch. The shoppers had an
anxious edge, but assistants were still tidying away abandoned trolleys and it was clear that
the customers were hoarders and not looters. A car tooted impatiently behind her and Stevie
‘moved on.

She was used to driving home in the early hours. The night-time city was a world beyond
her windscreen, the preserve of drunks and police, of prostitutes. insomniacs. kerb crawlers
and shift workers. She was used to stumblers and head-down walkers. But Stevie knew that
London was unpredictable, a city that could explode into pitched battles, Molotov cocktails,
burning cars and blazing buildings.

She drove cautiously, keeping to the rules of the road, until three buzz-cut-bald men
approached her car at a red light, put their weight against its roof and started to rock it from
side to side. They were chanting something, a football song she didn’t recognise. Stevie put
ahand on the horn and her foot to the floor. Her right tyre skidded against the tarmac and
she thought the Mini might roll. but the combination of horn and spinning wheels startled
the men and they let go. After that she no longer bothered with traffic signals.

Busy streets held their terrors, but sliding back into the black, travelling the unfamiliar
roads with only the glow of her headlamps to guide her, was even more unsettling. The unlit
pavements looked deserted. but once her eyes became accustomed to the gloom, she caught
glimpses of people moving in the darkness, and was glad of the knife in her bag.

revelry: lively, noisy or unrestrained partying

Welsh. L, A Lovely Way to Burn, (2014), John Murray Publishers, London, pp.166-167.
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Empire of the Sun - J.G. Ballard (prose fiction,
1984)

After the attack on Pearl Harbour Japanese troops invade Shanghai and in the chaos Jim, a
British schoolboy living in the city, is separated from his mother and father. He returns to his
home and waits for his parents to return.

Trying to keep up his spirits. Jim decided to visit the homes of his closest friends, Patrick
Maxted and the Raymond twins. After washing himself in soda water he went ino the
garden to fetch his bicycle. During the night the swimming-pool had drained itself. Jim

had never seen the tank empty, and he gazed with interest at the inclined floor. The once
mysterious world of wavering blue lines. glimpsed through a cascade of bubbles, now lay
exposed to the morning light. The tiles were slippery with leaves and dirt. and the chromium
ladder at the deep end, which had once vanished into a watery abyss, ended abruptly beside
a pair of scummy rubber slippers.

Jim jumped on to the floor at the shallow end. He slipped on the damp surface, and his
bruised knee left a smear of blood on the tiles. A fly settled on it instantly. Watching his
feet, Jim walked down the sloping floor. Around the brass vent at the deep end lay a small
museum of past summers — a pair of his mother’s sun-glasses, Vera’s hair clip. a wine glass.
and an English half-crown which his father had tossed into the pool for him. Jim had often
spotted the silver coin, gleaming like an oyster, but had never been able to reach it.

Jim pocketed the coin and peered up at the damp walls. There was something sinister about
a drained swimming-pool, and he tried to imagine what purpose it could have if it were

not filled with water. It reminded him of the concrete bunkers in Tsingtao. and the bloody
handprint of the maddened German gunners on the caisson walls. Perhaps murder was about
to be committed in all the swimming-pools of Shanghai, and their walls were tiled so that
the blood could be washed away?

Leaving the garden, Jim wheeled his bicycle through the verandah door. Then he did
something he had always longed to do, mounted his cycle and rode through the formal.
empty rooms. Delighted to think how shocked Vera and the servants would have been, he
expertly circled his father’s study. intrigued by the patterns which the tyres cut in the thick
carpet. He collided with the desk. and knocked over a table lamp as he swerved through the

door into the drawing-room. Standing on the pedals, he zigzagged among the armchairs and
tables, lost his balance and fell on to a sofa, remounted without touching the floor. crash-
landed into the double doors that led into the dining-room, pulled them back and began a
wild circuit of the long polished table. The war had brought him at least one small bonus.

«chromium: a hard grey metal
abyss: an endless pit
half-crown: a British coin that was used as currency until 1967

caisson: a large watertight chamber in which construction work may be carried out
underwater

verandah: a raised, covered platform that runs along the outside of a house

Ballard. J.G, Empire of the Sun, (1984, this edition: 2012), Fourth Estate, Harper Collins Publishers,
London, pp66-67.
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The Children of Men
- P.D. James (prose fiction, 1992)

Setin 2021, no human being has been able to give birth for 25 years and scientists still do not
understand why. Here, Theo meets a woman as he walks through Oxford towards Magdalen
College

It happened on the fourth Wednesday in January. Walking to Magdalen as was his custom,
he had turned from St. John Street into Beaumont Street and was nearing the entrance to
the Ashmolean Museum when a woman approached him wheeling a pram. The thin drizzle
had stopped and as she drew alongside him she paused to fold back the mackintosh cover
and push down the pram hood. The doll was revealed, propped upright against the cushions,
the two arms, hands mittened, resting on the quilted coverlet, a parody of childhood, at
once pathetic and sinister. Shocked and repelled, Theo found that he couldn’t keep his eyes
off it. The glossy irises, unnaturally large, bluer than those of any human eye, a gleaming
azure, seemed to fix on him their unseeing stare which yet horribly suggested a dormant
intelligence, alien and monstrous. The eyelashes, dark brown, lay like spiders on the
delicately tinted porcelain cheeks and an adult abundance of yellow crimped hair sprung
from beneath the close-fitting lace-trimmed bonnet.

It had been years since he had last seen a doll thus paraded, but they had been common
twenty years ago, had indeed become something of a craze. Doll-making was the only
section of the toy industry which, with the production of prams, had for a decade flourished;
it had produced dolls for the whole range of frustrated maternal desire, some cheap and
tawdry but some of remarkable crafismanship and beauty.

A middle-aged woman in well-fitting tweeds, hair carefully groomed, came up to the pram,
smiled at the doll's owner and began a congratulatory patter. The first woman, simpering
with pleasure, leaned forward, smoothed the satin quilted pram cover, adjusted the bonnet,
tucked in a stray lock of hair. The second tickled the doll beneath its chin as she might a cat,
still murmuring her baby talk.

‘Theo, more depressed and disgusted by the charade than surely such harmless play-acting
justified, was turning away when it happened. The second woman suddenly seized the doll,
tore it from the coverings and, without a word, swung it twice round her head by the legs
and dashed it against the stone wall with tremendous force. The face shattered and shards

of porcelain fell tinkling to the pavement. The owner was for two seconds absolutely silent.
And then she screamed. The sound was horrible, the scream of the tortured, the bereaved, a
terrified, high-pitched squealing, inhuman yet all too human, unstoppable. She stood there,
hat askew, head thrown back to the heavens, her mouth stretched into a gape from which
poured her agony, her grief, her anger. She scemed at first unaware that the attacker still
stood there, watching her with silent contempt. Then the woman turned and walked briskly
through the open gates, across the courtyard and into the Ashmolean. Suddenly aware

that the attacker had escaped, the doll-owner galumphed after her, still screaming, then,
apparently realising the hopelessness of it returned to the pram. She had grown quicter
now and, sinking to her knees, began gathering up the broken pieces, sobbing and moaning
gently, trying to match them as she might a jigsaw puzzle. Two gleaming eyes, horribly
real, joined by a spring, rolled towards Theo. He had a second’s impulse to pick them up, to
help, to speak at least a few words of comfort. He could have pointed out that she could buy
another child.

tawdiry: showy, but cheap and of poor quality
galumphed: moved in a clumsy, noisy manner

James. D, The Children of Men, (1992; this edition: 2010), Faber and Faber, London, chapter 6,
beg. paragraph 2.




