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Act Three

The next morning. PETEY enters, left, with a newspaper and sits at
the table. He begins to read. MEG’S woice comes through the
kitchen hatch.

MEG. Is that you, Stan? (Pause.) Stanny?

PETEY. Yes?

MEG. Is that you?

PETEY. It’s me.

MEG (appearing at the hatch). Oh, it’s you. I’ve run out of
cornflakes.

PETEY. Well, what else have you got?

MEG. Nothing.

PETEY. Nothing?

MEG. Just a minute. (She leaves the hatch and enters by the
kitchen door.) You got your paper?

PETEY. Yes.

MEG. Is it good?

PETEY. Not bad.

MEG. The two gentlemen had the last of the fry this morn-
ing.

PETEY. Oh, did they?

MEG. There’s some tea in the pot though. (She pours tea for
him.) I’'m going out shopping in a minute. Get you some-
thing nice. I’ve got a splitting headache.

PETEY (reading). You slept like a log last night.

MEG. Did I?

PETEY. Dead out.

MEG. I must have been tired. (She looks about the room and
sees the broken drum in the fireplace.) Oh, look. (She rises and
picks it up.) The drum’s broken. (PETEY looks up.) Why is
it broken?
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Answer ONE question from Part I and ONE question from Part II.

Pass marks are required on both parts.

Part I
(50 %)


EITHER

1. Give an account of some of the ways in which speech and thought may be rendered in fiction. The attached excerpt from Graham Greene’s novel Monsignor Quixote should be used for illustration. Further examples may be added where appropriate. (Text provided, no. 1)

OR

2. Give an account of some of the ways in which values and attitudes may be expressed in English. The attached excerpts from a leading article in The Economist and from a reader’s letter to the same journal should be used for illustration. Further examples should be added where appropriate.
(Texts provided, nos. 2 and 3)

Part II
(50 %)


EITHER

3. Give an account of the conversational principles of co-operation and politeness. The attached excerpt from Harold Pinter’s play The Birthday Party should be used for exemplification. Further examples may be added where appropriate.
(Text provided, no. 4)

OR

4. Give an account of the main types of metaphor recognised by Anne-Marie Simon-Vandenbergen in her article about George Orwell’s novel Nineteen Eighty-Four. Then discuss some of the ways in which metaphors of speech and music are used in that novel. The attached excerpts from the novel should be used for illustration.
(Text provided, no. 5)

Text provided, no. 1

How Monsignor Quixote set off on his travels

It happened a week after the bishop’s letter had been delivered to Father Quixote that local elections were held in the province of La Mancha and the Mayor of El Toboso suffered an unexpected defeat. ‘The forces of the Right,’ he told Father Quixote, ‘have re-formed, they seek another Generalissimo,’ and he spoke of certain intrigues of which he was very well informed between the garagist, the butcher and the owner of the second-rate restaurant, who, it seemed, wanted to enlarge his premises. Money, he said, had been lent to the landlord by a mysterious stranger and as a result he had bought a new deep freeze. In some way which Father Quixote was quite unable to fathom, this had seriously affected the election results.

‘I wash my hands of El Toboso,’ the ex-Mayor said.

‘And I am being driven away by the bishop,’ Father Quixote confided, and he told his melancholy story.

‘I could have warned you. This comes of putting your trust in the Church.’

‘It is not a question of the Church but of a bishop. I have never cared for the bishop, may God forgive me.’

(From Graham Greene, Monsignor Quixote)

Text provided, no. 2

America’s tragedy

Its politicians are still running away from a debate about guns
IN THE aftermath of the massacre at Virginia Tech university on April 16th, as the nation mourned a fresh springtime crop of young lives cut short by a psychopath's bullets, President George Bush and those vying for his job offered their prayers and condolences. They spoke eloquently of their shock and sadness and horror at the tragedy. The Democratic speaker of the House of Representatives called for a “moment of silence”. Only two candidates said anything about guns, and that was to support the right to have them.

Cho Seung-hui does not stand for America's students, any more than Dylan Klebold and Eric Harris did when they slaughtered 13 of their fellow high-school students at Columbine in 1999. Such disturbed people exist in every society. The difference, as everyone knows but no one in authority was saying this week, is that in America such individuals have easy access to weapons of terrible destructive power. Cho killed his victims with two guns, one of them a Glock 9mm semi-automatic pistol, a rapid-fire weapon that is available only to police in virtually every other country, but which can legally be bought over the counter in thousands of gun-shops in America. There are estimated to be some 240m guns in America, considerably more than there are adults, and around a third of them are handguns, easy to conceal and use. Had powerful guns not been available to him, the deranged Cho would have killed fewer people, and perhaps none at all.

(From a leading article in The Economist)

Text provided, no. 3

SIR – While agreeing that people sometimes misuse guns, the same can be said for knives, baseball bats and cars. Gun control has been tried in the past. The Nazis took away a right to weapons in Germany and then led millions to the slaughterhouse. That is why I support the private ownership of guns without any regulation. My idea of gun control is: breathe, aim, squeeze.

David Bush

Houston                                                                                                 (From a reader’s letter to The Economist)

Text provided, no. 4
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(From Harold Pinter, The Birthday Party)

Text provided, no. 5
Inside the flat a fruity voice was reading out a list of figures which had something to do with the production of pig-iron. The voice came from an oblong metal plaque like a dulled mirror which formed part of the surface of the right-hand wall. Winston turned a switch and the voice sank somewhat, though the words were still distinguishable. The instrument (the telescreen, it was called) could be dimmed, but there was no way of shutting it off completely.

…

The voice of Goldstein had become an actual sheep's bleat, and for an instant the face changed into that of a sheep.

…

It seemed to him that he knew exactly what it felt like to sit in a room like this, in an arm-chair beside an open fire with your feet in the fender and a kettle on the hob; utterly alone, utterly secure, with nobody watching you, no voice pursuing you, no sound except the singing of the kettle and the friendly ticking of the clock.

…

As he watched the eyeless face with the jaw moving rapidly up and down, Winston had a curious feeling that this was not a real human being but some kind of dummy. It was not the man's brain that was speaking, it was his larynx. The stuff that was coming out of him consisted of words, but it was not speech in the true sense: it was a noise uttered in unconsciousness, like the quacking of a duck.

…

A thrush had alighted on a bough not five metres away, almost at the level of their faces. … It spread out its wings, fitted them carefully into place again, ducked its head for a moment, as though making a sort of obeisance to the sun, and then began to pour forth a torrent of song. In the afternoon hush the volume of sound was startling. … The music went on and on, minute after minute, with astonishing variations, never once repeating itself, almost as though the bird were deliberately showing off its virtuosity. Sometimes it stopped for a few seconds, spread out and resettled its wings, then swelled its speckled breast and again burst into song. Winston watched it with a sort of vague reverence. For whom, for what, was that bird singing? No mate, no rival was watching it. What made it sit at the edge of the lonely wood and pour its music into nothingness? He wondered whether after all there was a microphone hidden somewhere near. … Perhaps at the other end of the instrument some small, beetle-like man was listening intently -- listening to that. But by degrees the flood of music drove all speculations out of his mind. It was as though it were a kind of liquid stuff that poured all over him and got mixed up with the sunlight that filtered through the leaves.

…

In another room someone with a comb and a piece of toilet paper was trying to keep tune with the military music which was still issuing from the telescreen.

…

The songs, the processions, the banners, the hiking, the drilling with dummy rifles, the yelling of slogans, the worship of Big Brother -- it was all a sort of glorious game to them.
(From George Orwell, Nineteen Eighty-Four)
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