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CONTEXT:
Welcome to A Level English Literature. Our subject is a subject of STORIES, EMPATHY,
INFERENCE, VOICE, SHAPE and METAPHOR. It involves the study of prose, poetry and
drama and the consideration of how writers reflect and influence their readers and their
times. A crucial part of English Literary study is the ability to think critically and independently
about the meaning, ideas and themes behind a text. This then needs underpinning with an
exploration of how – the language, form and structure – the writer conveys these ideas. To
get the most from A level English Literature you need a genuine love of literature in all its
forms and the desire to read widely and with interest.
INSTRUCTIONS:
Complete the two tasks set. For each one your response should be between 400 and 500
words and hand written, ready to submit in September. Remember to include your name and
word count on each task.
Do not use online resources for research – focus on conveying your own response and
ideas.
Paper 1: LOVE THROUGH the AGES
Task 1: Write an analysis of Rossetti’s In An Artist’s Studio.
Christina Rossetti was a Victorian poet from a family of scholars, artists and writers. From an early
age she experienced what was called “religious mania”, and rejected several relationships because
the men involved didn’t share her religious convictions and morality. Her brother, Dante Gabriel
Rossetti, was a Pre-Raphaelite painter – one of several who used the same model, Lizzie Siddal, whom
he eventually married after a ten-year engagement.

In An Artist’s Studio
One face looks out from all his canvases,
One selfsame figure sits or walks or leans:
We found her hidden just behind those screens,
That mirror gave back all her loveliness.
A queen in opal; or in ruby dress,
A nameless girl in freshest summer-greens,
A saint, an angel – every canvas means
The same one meaning, neither more nor less.
He feeds upon her face by day and night,
And she with true kind eyes looks back on him,
Fair as the moon and joyful as the light:
Not wan with waiting, not with sorrow dim;
Not as she is, but was when hope shone bright;
Not as she is, but as she fills his dream.

Paper 2: WW1 LITERATURE and its AFTERMATH
Task 2: Unseen Extract: ‘The First Casualty’
Read the extract carefully. It is taken from ‘The First Casualty’ by Ben Elton, first published
in 2005. The novel tells the story of a police inspector who is investigating a crime which was
committed in the trenches at Ypres in Belgium. This extract is the opening of the novel.
Sample question
Explore the significance of the conditions soldiers on the Front Line faced in this
extract, by:
1. identifying those conditions and
2. writing a detailed analysis of one example.
Remember to include in your answer relevant detailed analysis of the ways that
Elton shapes meaning. Write about 500 words. Include your word count.
Ypres, Belgium, October 1917, before dawn
The soldier was laden like a pack mule.
Besides his knapsack and his water bottle, he carried on his back an iron bar around
which was wound a mass of barbed wire that must have weighed a hundred pounds. Hanging
from his belt and webbing were two Mills bombs, a hatchet, a bayonet, a pouch of ammunition
and various entrenching tools. In his hands he carried his rifle. In addition, the man was wet
through and through, every stitch of cloth and every inch of leather as sodden as if it had been
deliberately immersed in water, so that it all weighed three times what a uniform, coat and
boots ought to have weighed. Of course, every man in Flanders was as wet as that, but not
every man carried a reel of wire on his back and so not all of them staggered as this man did
or made such slow time.
‘You there,’ cried a voice, trying to make itself heard above the roar of artillery that
thundered up from the guns at the rear. ‘Military Police! Make way. I must get past. I simply
must get past.’
Perhaps the man heard, perhaps he didn’t – but if he did, he did not make way, but
continued to plod steadily towards his goal. The officer could do no more than travel in his
wake, cursing this ponderous beast of burden and hoping to find a point where the duckboard
grew wide enough to let him pass safely. It was doubly frustrating for him to be so obstructed,
for he knew enough about the nature of an attack to see that this fellow would not be
advancing in the first wave. His job would be to follow on, using his wire and tools to help
consolidate the gains made by the boys with the bayonets. The impatient officer did not
expect any gains to be made. No gains of any significance anyway. There had not been any
in the battle before this one, nor had there been in the one preceding that. Still, even gains
of a few yards would need consolidation, new trenches to be dug and fresh wire laid. And so
the pack mule plodded on.

Then the mule slipped. His heavily nailed boot skidded on the wet duckboard and
with scarcely a cry he fell sideways into the mud and was gone, sucked instantly beneath the
surface.
‘Man in the mud!’ the officer shouted, although he knew it was already too late. ‘Bring
a rope! A rope, I say, for God’s sake!’
But there was no rope to hand. Even if there had been one, and time to slip it around
the sinking man, it is doubtful whether four of his comrades pulling together would have had
the strength to draw him forth from the swamp that sucked at him. And there was no room
on the duckboard for four men to stand together, or even two, and so slippery were the
wire-bound planks that any rescue attempt would have resulted in the rescuers sharing the
same fate as the man they hoped to save.
And so the man drowned in the mud. Dead and buried in a single moment.

