AIC: Extra Mild
1. Who has just gotten engaged as the play begins? Who are they celebrating their
engagement with and where?
2. What is the nature of Mr Birling’s and Gerald’s father’s businesses?
3. What is Mr Birling’s main piece of advice during his ‘man to man’ talk with Eric and Gerald?
4. The Inspector questions Mr Birling first and shows him a photograph. What reason does he
give for not showing the photograph to anyone else at that time?
5. What is Mr Birling’s connection with Eva Smith?
6. What was Eva Smith asking for that caused her to be fired?
7. Why was she fired from her second job? What power did Sheila have over Eva?
8. The Inspector tells the Birlings that Eva Smith changed her name. To what?
9. Gerald recognises the name. When and where did he meet her?
10.
11. Why does this make Sheila particularly angry?
12. It is revealed that Gerald ended up having what kind of a relationship with Eva Smith/Daisy
Renton?
13. Why did Mrs Birling refuse the pregnant girl help? Whose responsibility does she say the
baby is?
14. When and where had Eric met the girl? What did he do to try and help her when he
discovered she was pregnant?
15. How do the following feel about their involvement in Eva Smith/Daisy Renton’s death?
Mr Birling, Mrs Birling, Sheila, Eric
16. After he has left the house, what do the Birlings learn about the Inspector?
17. How do the parents feel about Eva Smith’s death after this revelation?
18. What do Sheila and Eric think of their parents?

AIC: Extra-Hot
How does Priestly present the character Arthur Birling? You must refer to the extract and your
knowledge of the whole text.

ACC: Extra Mild
1. What kind of person is Scrooge at the beginning of the novella?
2. What is the name of Scrooge’s clerk?
3. Why does Fred come to visit Scrooge?
4. Why is Marley covered in chains?
5. List 4 places that Scrooge and the Ghost of Christmas Past visit?
6. What does Scrooge learn from his old boss Fezziwig?
7. Why does Belle break up with Scrooge?
8. How is the Ghost of Christmas Present presented (include evidence)?
9. What kind of Christmas dinner do the Cratchits have?
10.What games do they play at Fred’s Christmas party?
11.Who are Ignorance and Want?
12.What do the men at the exchange say about the dead man?
13.Why do Mrs Dilber, the laundress and the undertaker’s man steal from
the dead man?
14.What is written on the grave that Scrooge visits?
15.How has Scrooge changed by the end of the novella?

ACC: Hot
Spend 10 minutes annotating the extract to answer the question.
Find at least 5 quotes and say how each presents Scrooge and links to the
contexts.

Oh! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grindstone, Scrooge!
a squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching,
covetous, old sinner! Hard and sharp as flint, from which no
steel had ever struck out generous fire; secret, and selfcontained, and solitary as an oyster. The cold within him froze
his old features, nipped his pointed nose, shrivelled his cheek,
stiffened his gait; made his eyes red, his thin lips blue; and
spoke out shrewdly in his grating voice. A frosty rime was on
his head, and on his eyebrows, and his wiry chin. He carried
his own low temperature always about with him; he iced his
office in the dog-days; and didn’t thaw it one degree at
Christmas.

ACC: Extra-Hot
Spend 45 minutes answering the exam question. You must spend 5 minutes
annotating the extract first!
How are the ghosts presented in the novella?

Scrooge entered timidly, and hung his head before this Spirit.
He was not the dogged Scrooge he had been; and though the
Spirit’s eyes were clear and kind, he did not like to meet them.
“I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,” said the Spirit. “Look
upon me!” Scrooge reverently did so. It was clothed in one
simple green robe, or mantle, bordered with white fur. This
garment hung so loosely on the figure, that its capacious
breast was bare, as if disdaining to be warded or concealed by
any artifice. Its feet, observable beneath the ample folds of the
garment, were also bare; and on its head it wore no other
covering than a holly wreath, set here and there with shining
icicles. Its dark brown curls were long and free; free as its
genial face, its sparkling eye, its open hand, its cheery voice,
its unconstrained demeanour, and its joyful air. Girded round
its middle was an antique scabbard; but no sword was in it,
and the ancient sheath was eaten up with rust. “You have
never seen the like of me before!” exclaimed the Spirit

Macbeth: Hot
Spend 20 minutes answering the extract question. Remember to annotate
the extract.
How is Macbeth presented in this extract?

Unseen Poetry: Extra Mild
Five steps

Content: what is the poem about?
Ideas: what does the poet want us to think about?
Mood and Atmosphere: how does the poem make you feel?
Words written: what sort of interesting language is used?

Tramp
This mad prophet
gibbers* mid-traffic,
wringing his hands
whilst mouthing at heaven.
No messages for us.
His conversation is simply
a passage through time.
He points and calls.
Our uneven stares dissuade*
approach. We fear him, his
matted hair, patched coat,
grey look from sleeping out.
We mutter amongst ourselves
and hope he keeps away. No
place for him in our heaven,
there it’s clean and empty.
*gibbers – speaks so fast it
sounds like nonsense
*dissuade – persuade against
Rupert M. Loydell.

Down and Out, Paddington
Station
Weighed down by paper bags
And tired, string-tied coat
She shuffled among the tables
Inspecting the abandoned drinks
Then sat and dozed the
timetable away
The faded hair told nothing
Above the lines of ingrained dirt
She had a little time
Before the midnight deadline
We did not know her destination
–
Perhaps a doorway in the Euston
Road
The cheerful flowers mocked
her
Watched by unseeing
Sleeping the sleep of the
unloved.
Christine Boothroyd

Unseen Poetry: Mild
Similarities

Differences

Unseen Poetry: Hot

The Hero by Siegfried Sassoon
'Jack fell as he'd have wished,' the mother said,
And folded up the letter that she'd read.
'The Colonel writes so nicely.' Something broke
In the tired voice that quavered to a choke.
She half looked up. 'We mothers are so proud
Of our dead soldiers.' Then her face was bowed.
Quietly the Brother Officer went out.
He'd told the poor old dear some gallant lies
That she would nourish all her days, no doubt
For while he coughed and mumbled, her weak eyes
Had shone with gentle triumph, brimmed with joy,
Because he'd been so brave, her glorious boy.
He thought how 'Jack', cold-footed, useless swine,
Had panicked down the trench that night the mine
Went up at Wicked Corner; how he'd tried
To get sent home, and how, at last, he died,
Blown to small bits. And no one seemed to care
Except that lonely woman with white hair.

Unseen Poetry: Extra-Hot
Both poems are about relationships.
20 minutes: write about the poem Havisham and its effect on you.
40 minutes compare Havisham with Human Interest

Human Interest
HAVISHAM
MEAN TIME (1998) Beloved sweetheart bastard.

Not a day since then
I haven’t wished him dead. Prayed for it
so hard I’ve dark green pebbles for eyes,
ropes on the back of my hands I could strangle
with.
Spinster. I stink and remember. Whole days
in bed cawing Nooooo at the wall; the dress
yellowing, trembling if I open the wardrobe;
the slewed mirror, full-length, her, myself, who
did this

Fifteen years minimum, banged up inside
for what took thirty seconds to complete.
She turned away. I stabbed. I felt this heat
burn through my skull until reason had died.
I slogged my guts out for her. She lied
when I knew different. She used to meet
some prick after work. She stank of deceit.
I loved her. When I accused her she cried
and denied it. Straight up, she tore me apart.
On the Monday, I found the other bloke
had bought her a chain with a silver heart.
When I think about her now, I near choke
with grief. My baby. She wasn’t a tart
or nothing. I wouldn’t harm a fly, no joke.

to me? Puce curses that are sounds not words.
Some nights better, the lost body over me,
my fluent tongue in its mouth in its ear
then down till I suddenly bite awake. Love’s
hate behind a white veil; a red balloon bursting
in my face. Bang. I stabbed at a wedding-cake.
Give me a male corpse for a long slow
honeymoon.
Don’t think it’s only the heart that b-b-b-breaks.

Duffy

Duffy

