ENGLISH PAPER II

(Reading and Literature)
Three hours and a quarter

(The first fifteen minutes of the examination are for reading the paper only.

Candidates must NOT start writing during this time.)
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Instructions:
1. This paper has four sections, Section A for Short Stories, Section B for Essay, Section C 
for Poetry and Section D for Drama.

2. In each section, there are two sets of questions: Set 1and Set II. Set I comprises of Question nos. 1a and 1b and Set II corresponds to Question no.2 across all sections.

3. You are required to answer four sets of questions in all, one set from each section. Your choice must include one Set II question (question no.2) from any section.

4. The choices offered are between the sets and not among the questions within the sets.

5. The intended marks for each question is given in brackets.

6. You are reminded to mention the section, question set number and question numbers before writing your response.

7. You should begin each answer on a fresh page.

8. No marks will be awarded for any extra questions attempted.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Section A: Short Stories
Directions:
From the TWO SETS of questions under this genre, choose ONE SET and 

write your responses in your answer sheet. Answer the questions in this 

section with reference to the story The Elephant by Slawomir Mrozek.
Set I
Question 1a.










[1x5]
Directions:
Each question below is followed by four responses. Choose the response that 
best fits the given question and write it in your answer sheet
(1) The Elephant is  written in one of the following  views

A  Third Person Limited 
B   Third Person Omniscient

C  First Person Omniscient  

D  First Person Observer
(11) The students’ act of hooliganism at the end of the story best symbolizes

A  Today’s youth problems
            B   Corruptions in the country

            C   Riots  and  violence  in the country

             D  Students being angry at their teacher

(iii)
The government allocating a real elephant for the  zoo  shows 

A   they wanted to educate people on elephants

B    they had plenty of    budget  for the   maintenance   of  all zoos in Poland



C    elephants are rare in Poland 

D    government’s genuine  attempt  in working for its citizens
.
(iv)       Slawomir  Mrozek  wrote this  story with the intention to 

A. make readers laugh

B  offer  hope for the oppressed in Poland


C  show how satires can be written

D   show his love for elephants




(v)
 An elephant was allocated for the zoo to celebrate Poland’s independence on 

A  12th July
.
.           B  22th July 

C  21st   July
.

D   2nd July
Question 1b.










[20]
Directions:
Read the following questions carefully. Copy the number of the questions onto your answer sheets and answer them briefly.

i) Why was the zoo in the story so unusual?
 Badgers without burrows, short necked giraffe,whistlers that didn’t whistle.two thousand rabbits.





(5)

(ii)
What “important” task was given to the two zookeepers? Explain the measures  they took to  complete their task     


To blow up the rubber elephant. One blew fro the front and the other from the back…didn’t look anything like an elephant.After two hours……take rest……..use a valve to inflate…..in minutes there is a lifelike elephant 





(5)
(iii)      What steps would you have  taken  to ensure safety  of the animals and the educational value of the zoo if you were the Director?  
Open-ended




(5)
(iv)
How are the themes of deception and its repercussions highlighted in the story?
(5)
Set II

Question 2.










[25]
Directions:
Read the following questions carefully. Copy the number of the questions onto your answer sheets and answer them accordingly
(i) Imagine you  were one of the students who visited the zoo in  the story. Write  what you witnessed  and how it affected  you. 




(10)
(ii)  With reference to  the text  prove “The Elephant” is a satirical allegory.
(15)


Section B: Essay

Directions:
Read the essay given below carefully. From the TWO SETS of questions on this text, choose ONE SET and write your responses in your answer sheet The Death of My Father
By Steve Martin
 In his death, my father, Glenn Vernon Martin, did something he could not do in life. He brought our family together. 

After he died, at the age of eighty- three, many of his friends told me how much they loved him--how generous he was, how outgoing, how funny, how caring. I was surprised at these descriptions. I remember him as angry. There was little said to me, that I recall, that was not criticism. During my teen-age years, we hardly spoke except in one-way arguments--from him to me. I am sure that the number of words that passed between us could be counted. At some point in my preteens, I decided to officially "hate" him. When he came into a room, I would wait five minutes, then leave. 
But now, when I think of him, five years after his death, I recall events that seem to contradict my memory of him. When I was sixteen, he handed down to me the family's 1957 Chevy. Neither one of us knew at the time that it was the coolest car anyone my age could have. When I was seven or eight, I discovered on Christmas morning a brand new three-speed bike illuminated by the red, green, and blue of the tree lights in the predawn blackness of ChristmasDay. When I was in the third grade, he proudly accompanied me to the school tumbling contest, where I won first prize. One day, while I was in the single digits, he suggested we play catch in the front yard. The offer to spend time together was so anomalous that I didn't quite understand what I was supposed to do. 
When I graduated from high school, my father offered to buy me a tuxedo. I refused; he had raised me to reject all aid and assistance, and he detested extravagance. Because my father always shunned gifts, I felt that, in my refusal, I was somehow, in a convoluted, perverse way, being a good son. I wish now that I had let him buy me a tuxedo. 
My father sold real estate, but he wanted to be in show business. I must have been five years old when I saw him in a bit part at the Call Board Theatre, on Melrose Place in Hollywood. He came on in the second act and served a drink. Somewhere in our memorabilia is a publicity photo of him staged with the entire family: he is a criminal being taken away by the police, and his five-year-old son, me, surrounded by my mother and sister, is tugging at his shirtsleeve, pleading with him to stay. There was no way to explain to a five-year-old that this was not actually happening. During the war, he was in a U.S.O. performance of "Our Town" in England with Raymond Massey. Later, when I was probably nineteen, he wrote Raymond Massey a letter, reminding Mr. Massey who he was and promoting his son who wanted to be in show business. He never heard back. 
Generally, however, my father was critical of my show-business accomplishments. Even after I won an Emmy at twenty-three as a writer for "The Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour," he advised me to finish college so that I'd have something to fall back on. Years later, my friends and I took him to the premiere of my first movie, "The Jerk," and afterward we went to dinner. For a long time, he said nothing. My friends noted his silence and were horrified. Finally, one friend said, "What did you think of Steve in the movie?" And my father said, "Well, he's no Charlie Chaplin." 
My father did not believe that he was hurting me. He was just being honest. After my first appearance on "Saturday Night Live," in 1976, he wrote a bad review of me in the newsletter of the Newport Board of Realtors, of which he was the president. Later, he related this news to me slightly shamefacedly, and said that after it appeared his best friend came into his office holding the paper, placed it on his desk, and shook his head sternly, indicating a wordless "No." My father did not understand what I was doing in my work and was slightly embarrassed by it. Perhaps he believed that his friends would be embarrassed by it, too, and the review was his way of refusing to sanction this new comedy. 
In the early eighties, a close friend of mine, whose own father was killed crossing a street, and whose mother committed suicide on Mother's Day, told me that if I had anything to work out with my parents I should do it now, because one day they wouldn't be there anymore. I had no idea that there was anything to work out. But after the remark had stewed in my brain for years, I decided to try to get to know my parents. I took them to lunch every Sunday that I could, and goaded them into talking. My father was cantankerous, and usually, when my mother said anything, he would contradict her; then she would contradict him; and soon the conversation would disintegrate intosilence, with my mother afraid to speak and my father angry. This went on for years, until finally I struck upon the idea of taking them out separately. This resulted in the telling of wonderful histories, of interest only to me and my sister Melinda. My mother's recollections could finally be aired without fear of an explosion from my father, and my father could remain calm in the telling of his stories without the presence of my mother, who seemed mostly to annoy him. 
Around this time, my sister told me she wanted to make a determined effort to "get to know my brother." I accepted this casually, but found, as we began swapping stories, that we were united by our view of a peculiar family portrait. Until then, we had seldom seen each other. My sister was four years older, which meant that we had always been in separate schools when we were children and never saw each other during the day. In the early eighties, my father began having heart attacks (three) and strokes (many), and my sister and I began to see more and more of each other. It took me thirty-five years to understand that all siblings separated by four years are not necessarily uncommunicative. 
My father then had a quadruple-bypass operation. I remember the two of us together, during one of my Sunday lunches at a restaurant, as he held the menu in one hand and his newly prescribed list of dietary restrictions in the other. He glanced back and forth between the standard restaurant fare on his left and the healthy suggestions on his right, looked up at the waiter, and said resignedly, "Oh, I'll just have the fettuccine Alfredo." 
It was our routine that after our lunches my mother and father, now in their eighties, would walk me to the car. I would kiss my mother on the cheek, and my father and I would wave or awkwardly say goodbye. But one time we hugged each other and he whispered, "I love you," with a voice that was barely audible. This was the first time these words were ever spoken between us. I returned the phrase with the same awkward, broken delivery. Several days later, I wrote him a letter that began, "I heard what you said . . ." 
But as my father ailed he grew even more irritable. He made unreasonable demands, such as waking his twenty-four-hour nurse at three in the morning and insisting that she take him for a drive. He also became heartrendingly emotional. He might be in the middle of a story and begin to laugh, which then provoked sudden tears, and he would be unable to continue. These poignant moments became more frequent. Sometimes his eyes filled for no reason at all, and he would look down to hide his face. 
We convinced him that he should visit a shrink, even though therapy did not fit his definition of manhood--fashioned in Texas, during the Depression. The therapist was a callow young man, a recent graduate. My father and I went together on one visit and talked out a few things in an emotionally charged hour, and I still regret how much we said in front of this stranger. My mother, also Texas born, and raised by a strict Baptist mother--no dancing, no card playing--was enlisted to visit the shrink, too, in the hope of shedding some light on their relationship. I waited outside, and when she came out I said, "How was it?" She said, "Well, I didn't say anything bad." 
In my youth, my father stubbornly resisted and criticized anything new, from rock and roll to flower power (how right he was!), but as he aged I sensed in him a willingness to try new things, even though he indignantly rejected egg-white omelettes and green salads to the very end. Once, a male nurse produced a bag of pot, and I, having heard of its analgesic qualities for cancer patients, suggested that my father try some--which he did, willingly. He took several hits. Eventually, his eyes glazed over and his leg stopped shaking. He looked around the room with dilated pupils and said, "I don't feel anything." 
There must be an instinct about when the end is near, and one day in May, 1997, we all found ourselves gathered at my parents' home, in Orange County, California. I walked into the house they had lived in for thirty-five years, and my weeping sister said, "He's saying goodbye to everyone." A hospice nurse said to me, "This is when it all happens." I didn't know what she meant, but I soon would. 
I walked into the bedroom where he lay, his mind alert but his body failing. He said, almost buoyantly, "I'm ready now." I understood that his intensifying rage of the last few years had been against death, and now his resistance was abating. I stood at the end of the bed, and we looked into each other's eyes for a long, unbroken time. At last he said, "You did everything I wanted to do." 
I said, "I did it because of you." It was the truth. Looking back, I'm sure that we both had different interpretations of what I meant. 
I sat on the edge of the bed. Another silence fell over us. Then he said, "I wish I could cry, I wish I could cry." 
At first, I took this as a comment on his plight but am forever thankful that I pushed on. "What do you want to cry about?" I finally said. 
"For all the love I received and couldn't return." 
He had kept this secret, his desire to love his family, from me and from my mother his whole life. It was as though an early misstep had kept us forever out of stride. Now, two days from his death, our pace was aligning, and we were able to speak. 
I sometimes think of our relationship graphically, as a bell curve. In my infancy, we were perfectly close. Then the gap widened to accommodate our differences and indifference. In the final days of his life, we again became perfectly close. 
My father's death has a thousand endings. I continue to absorb its messages and meanings. He stripped death of its spooky morbidity and made it tangible and passionate. He prepared me in some way for my own death. He showed me the responsibility of the living to the dying. But the most enduring thought was expressed by my sister. Afterward, she told me she had learned something from all this. I asked her what it was. She said, "Nobody should have to die alone." 
* From The New Yorker, June 17, 2002.
Directions:
Each question below is followed by four responses. Choose the response that 
best fits the given question and write it in your answer sheet.

(1x5)
(i)
“Somewhere in my memorabilibia  is a publicity photo of him staged with the entire family” this means   

A
The family posed for this photo on the stage

B
This photo was for the family only

C
There is a photo of him with the family deliberately arranged for publicity 

D
The photo was taken in front the public
(ii)
The essay is written in 

A
First Person Omniscient

B
First Person Observer

C          Third Person Narration
             D         First Person Limited        
iii)
Steve suggested his father see a shrink .Shrink is the informal word for
A
Psychologist
B
Psychiatrist
C
Psychedelic
D          Psychopath
iv)
Steve says he took his parents for lunch and goaded them into talking. It means 
           A    He encouraged them to talk to each other
           B     He  didn’t want them to talk
           C      He interrupted them while they were talking

            D     He felt bored when they talked
(v)
In which of the following categories does the essay best fit?

A
satirical

B
narrative

C
persuasive

D
descriptive
Question1b.










[20]
Directions:
Read the following questions carefully. Copy the number of the questions

onto your answer sheets and answer them briefly.
(i)
In his old age,
Glenn Martin was willing to try new things. What did he try and how  did it affect him?









(5)

(ii)
With  evidence  from the essay show how Steve Martin’s attempt to get to know his parents was a failure  








(5)
(iii)
 What two lessons have you learnt from this and explain how how you will use these lessons










(5)

(iv)
Glenn Martin  was  remembered by his friends  for being  outgoing, caring, funny and generous. Why did this surprise Steve?





(5)

Set II

Question 2.










[25]
Directions:
Read the following questions carefully. Copy the number of the questions onto your answer sheets and answer them accordingly.
(i)
Aging is a part and parcel of one’s life.  In connection to this how would you help your aging parents/grandparents in your home?





(10)

(ii)
 With examples from  the  essay show that Glenn  Martin was a good father to Steve.  












(15)
Section C: Poetry

Directions:
Read the poem given below carefully. From the TWO SETS of questions on

this poem, choose ONE SET and write your responses
the Invitation -  Oriah Mountain Dreamer 

It doesn't interest me what you do for a living.
I want to know what you ache for
and if you dare to dream of meeting your heart's longing.

It doesn't interest me how old you are.
I want to know if you will risk looking like a fool
for love
for your dream
for the adventure of being alive.

It doesn't interest me what planets are squaring your moon...
I want to know if you have touched the centre of your own sorrow
if you have been opened by life's betrayals
or have become shrivelled and closed
from fear of further pain.

I want to know if you can sit with pain
mine or your own
without moving to hide it
or fade it
or fix it.

I want to know if you can be with joy
mine or your own
if you can dance with wildness
and let the ecstasy fill you to the tips of your fingers and toes
without cautioning us
to be careful
to be realistic
to remember the limitations of being human.

It doesn't interest me if the story you are telling me 
is true.
I want to know if you can 
disappoint another 
to be true to yourself.
If you can bear the accusation of betrayal
and not betray your own soul.
If you can be faithless
and therefore trustworthy.
I want to know if you can see Beauty
even when it is not pretty
every day.
And if you can source your own life 
from its presence.

I want to know if you can live with failure
yours and mine
and still stand at the edge of the lake
and shout to the silver of the full moon,
"Yes."

It doesn't interest me
to know where you live or how much money you have.
I want to know if you can get up
after the night of grief and despair
weary and bruised to the bone
and do what needs to be done
to feed the children.

It doesn't interest me who you know
or how you came to be here.
I want to know if you will stand
in the centre of the fire
with me
and not shrink back.

It doesn't interest me where or what or with whom
you have studied.
I want to know what sustains you
from the inside
when all else falls away.

I want to know if you can be alone 
with yourself
and if you truly like the company you keep
in the empty moment
Set I

Question 1a.










[1x5]
Directions:
Each question below is followed by four responses. Choose the response that 
best fits the given question and write it in your answer sheet
(i)      Which of the following is the poet interested in?
A      What one does for a living

B       How old one is

C       What one aches for

D        How much money one has
(ii)      “ If you can be faithless and therefore trustworthy” is an example of
A      Oxymoron

B       Paradox

C       Personification

D       Alliteration

(iii)         The poet invites us to live 

A     an uncompromisingly honest life

B      an extravagant life

 C      a monotonous life

D       a life filled with fear

(iv)     This poem  falls in one of the categories
A   Ballad
B   Sonnet

C   Didactic

D   Elegy

(v)  “ I want to know if you can  disappoint another to be true to yourself”. This line means 

A     One must always disappoint others at all cost
B     Disappoint yourself to make others happy

C     One should be straightforward and honest  

D      One should always  be a disappointment    

Question 1b.










[20]
Directions:
Read the following questions carefully. Copy the number of the questions 

onto your answer sheets and answer them briefly.

(i) Write about two things the writer isn’t interested in and give reasons.   

(5)
(ii)  Explain the ninth stanza in your own words.                                           

 (5)

(iii)  Do think the title is appropriate? Justify your answer.                                 

(5)
(iv)  What is the theme of the poem? Explain.                                                   

(5)
Set II

Question 2.










[25]
Directions:
Read the following questions carefully. Copy the number of the questions

onto your answer sheets and answer them accordingly.
(i)  Write a letter to your friend asking her to read this poem . Give five reasons for your recommendation.








(10)
(ii)     This poem is a call to live life more deeply ,honestly, and well. Elaborate 

(15)
Section D: Drama
Directions:
From the TWO SETS of questions under this genre, choose ONE SET and 

write your responses in your answer sheet.

Set I

Question 1.










[1x5]
Directions:
Each question below is followed by four responses. Choose the response that 
best fits the given question and write it in your answer sheet.
(i)
The ungrateful scriptwriter is

A
Gontran. 
B
Molaire..
             C        Jacques
D
Gustave
(ii)
Ardele  calls the author insensitive because

A
he calls her sister illiterate

B
he is having an affair

C
he showers attention on Bessarabo

D
wants the cat to be given sardines
(iii)
Jacques’ inability to find a solution to everyone’s problems shows

A
Jacques is extremely helpful.

B
modern man’s inability to cope with problems

C
selfish attitude of mankind.

D
one should deal with one’s problems
(iv)
If you were a dramatist, your primary function would be to
A
teach the public.

B
impress the public.

C
entertain the public.

D
create sensations for the public.
(v)
 The Housing Inspector’s arrival 

A
spells doom for the author

B
brings seriousness to the play

C
gives the author a break from Bessarabo.

D          causes the ceiling to fall     .
Question 1b.










[20]
Directions:
Read the following questions carefully. Copy the number of the questions 

onto your answer sheets and answer them briefly.
i) Why did the Housing Inspector come to the author’s house? How did he  intend  to punish the author?








(5)
ii)    Elucidate with examples two common themes of  the  Theatre of the Absurd found in this play.









(5)


(iii)
      Explain how you would  have dealt with the visitors if you were the author
(5)

(v) 
List down five points to to justify that Episode in the Life of an Author  belongs to the Theatre Of  the  Absurd.







(5)
Set II

Question 2.










[25]
Directions:
Read the following questions carefully. Copy the number of the questions 

onto your answer sheets and answer them accordingly.
(i)     How does this play challenge the traditional notions of   plot, setting, character development and resolution of conflicts. 





(10)

(ii)         Discuss   the  comical aspect of this play focusing on the Housing Inspector,  Gontran  

             and Ardele.









(15)
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