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Key information: 
● If you have any questions or are unsure about anything, you must email Ms Johal on: 

johal.p@chea.org.uk  
● Your Literature Paper 2 GCSE exam is on 21st May 2020. 
● All activities must be completed in this pack. 
● Use your exercise books and Google classroom to make flashcards and revise from activities.  

EXAM STYLE QUESTIONS MUST BE COMPLETED UNDER EXAM CONDITIONS 
Exam timings  

Section A (An Inspector 
Calls)  

Conflict Poetry  Unseen Poem analysis  Section B (A Christmas 
Carol) 

34 Marks  30 marks  24 marks  8 marks  
55 minutes  35 minutes  30 minutes  15 minutes  
If you get extra time you get 34 minutes extra so for the paper in total: 2 hours and 49 minutes. 
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Section A: An Inspector Calls   

Task 1: Define these key words for An Inspector Calls and use them in a sentence about a 
character in the play:   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bourgeoisie  

Collectivist 

Conscience 

Conservative 

Hierarchy 

Individualist 

Industrialist 

Materialistic 

Microcosm 

Misogynistic 

  

Omniscient 

Patriarchy 

Proletariat 

Social Class 

Social 

Responsibility 

Materialistic  

Façade 

Deluded 

 

 

Socialism  

Capitalism  

Pompous  

Supercilious  

Cantankerous  

Grandiose 

Impertinent  

Cyclical  

Conceited  



Task 2: Key Information: Context for Macbeth (Take notes and make flashcards 
to remember) 

 
• The play was written in 1945 at the end of WW2 but it is set in 1912 shortly before WW1.  
• Priestley was a socialist. (Believed in equality and fairness for all people, not just those that could afford it).  
• Priestley believed that people should all take care of each other regardless of their background or differences. His goal was to point 

out how people from lower class backgrounds were given less opportunity in society than people from upper class families and 
therefore found it more difficult to succeed.   

 
Why was the play set in 1912 when it was written in 1945? 

 
• Priestley was using the events before WW1 to allow his characters to predict the future.  (There are many mentions of the war, with 

Eric believing it to be certain and Mr Birling believing there is no chance of it) Priestley does this on purpose to allow his audience to 
make a judgement about the characters in his play and the level of understanding they appear to show of the society and world they 
live in.  

 
● Birling mentions other real world events including the ‘unsinkable new ship Titanic’ in 1912. This was seen at seen at the time as one 

of mankind's greatest achievements but instead ended up looking like one of mankind’s biggest acts of arrogance.  
● Before the war, women were seen as subservient (secondary) to men. This is shown throughout the play through the way the 

women are answerable to the men.  
 

Other Key events 
1914- 1918: WW1 changed the role of men and women in British society forever.  
1926- General strike in the UK where 1.7 million workers went on strike for 9 days in support of Britain’s coal miners.  
1939- WW2- forced men to fight overseas, changed the roles of men and women even more in society and saw the use of atomic bombs in 



1945, something that Priestley was directly against.  
 
Between 1912 and 1945, a lot of British life which was assumed to be fixed and safe was actually changed forever.  
An Inspector Calls takes place just before all this change began.  
 
Upper class- (Represented by Mrs Birling and Gerald Croft who are born into wealthy families)  
Middle class- (Represented by Arthur Birling who mentions how he is a self- made man several times)  
Working class- (Represented by Eva Smith. In Priestley’s view people like Eva don’t stand a chance in a society that is built for them to fail in 
from the beginning) 
Priestley presents the Birling family negatively on purpose to encourage his audience to debate over the type of society they want to live in. 
One that acts like the Birling family or one that is ashamed of the Birling Family.  
 

 
 
Remember: Without context (AO3) in your writing, you cannot get the best grades!  

 
 
 
 



Task 3- Quote Test  

Write out the following quotes and give them 3 zooms and context. Organise them 
into the following themes: class, gender, society, equality, change, power, love, 
poverty, anger, loneliness, jealousy (plus any other themes you can think of!) 

 
● Stage Directions: ‘The lighting should be pink and intimate until the inspector arrives when it should become 
● brighter and harder’ 
● Sheila: ‘Oh- it’s wonderful! Look mummy isn’t it a beauty?’ kisses Gerald hastily 
● Mr Birling: ‘Every luxury- and unsinkable, absolutely unsinkable’ (about the Titanic)  
● Mr Birling: ‘As if we were all mixed up together like bees in a hive- community and all that nonsense’  
● About Eric- ‘not quite at ease, half shy, half assertive’  
● Mr Birling: ‘If you don’t come down hard on these people they’d soon be asking for the earth.’  
● Sheila: 'But these girls aren’t cheap labour – they’re people.‘  
● Gerald: ‘We’re respectable citizens and not dangerous criminals’  
● Inspector talking about sheila’s guilt: “She’ll be alone with her responsibility, the rest of tonight, all of tomorrow and the next night”  
● Inspector speaking to Birling family: ‘you see, we have to share something. If there’s nothing else, we’ll have to share our guilt’  
● “I don’t come into this suicide business”- Gerald speaking to the Inspector  
● Gerald: ‘she was young and pretty and warm hearted- and intensely grateful’  
● Mrs Birling: ‘As if a girl of that sort would refuse money’ 
● Eric to Mr Birling: “Because you’re not the kind of father a chap could go to when he’s in trouble” 
● (Eric speaking to the Inspector about Eva) “I wasn’t in love with her or anything - but liked her - she was pretty and a good sport- ”  
● Inspector: ‘We don't live alone. We are members of one body... if men will not learn that lesson, then they will be taught it in fire 

and blood and anguish’ 



● Birling: ‘Now look at the pair of them- the famous younger generation who know it all’ (Telephone rings sharply. A moments 
complete silence) 

 
Any quotes that you are unsure of are fully annotated on Google Classroom!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Exam style questions: 
 
How and why does Sheila change in An Inspector Calls?  
Write about:  
• how Sheila responds to her family and to the Inspector 
• how Priestley presents Sheila by the ways he writes.                                                [30 marks] AO4 [4 marks] 
 
 
 
How important is the character of Eric in demonstrating Priestley’s ideas? 

Write about: 

● How Eric responds to his family and the Inspector 

● How Priestley presents Eric’s actions                                                                  [30 marks] AO4 [4 marks] 

 

How successfully is the idea of collective responsibility explored in this play, through the use of the Inspector? 

Write about: 

● Priestley’s ideas about collective responsibility in An Inspector Calls 

● How Priestley uses the Inspector to present these views                              [30 marks] AO4 [4 marks] 

 
 
 
 
How far does Priestley present Mrs Birling as an unlikeable character?  
Write about: 
 • What Mrs Birling says and does in the play  
• How Priestley presents her by the ways he writes.                                                       [30 marks] AO4 [4 marks] 
 
 
 
 



 
How does Priestley use Gerald Croft’s status to show his ideas about society? 

Write about: 

● How the Birling family react to Gerald Croft 

● How Priestley presents Gerald Croft                                                                                          [30 marks] AO4 [4 marks] 

 

 

How successfully does Priestley present the different attitudes between the older and younger generations in An Inspector Calls? 

Write about: 

● How Priestley presents the older generation and the younger generation 

● How Priestley shows his and their attitudes in the way he writes                                        [30 marks] AO4 [4 marks] 

 
 
Why does Priestley present Eva Smith without the audience ever getting to see her or hear her in An Inspector Calls? 

 
Write about: 

● How Priestley presents Eva Smith 

● What Eva Smith represents and how this shows Priestley’s views                                        [30 marks] AO4 [4 marks] 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Storm on the Island 
 
We are prepared: we build our houses squat, 
Sink walls in rock and roof them with good slate. 
This wizened earth has never troubled us 
With hay, so, as you see, there are no stacks 
Or stooks that can be lost. Nor are there trees   
Which might prove company when it blows full 
Blast: you know what I mean – leaves and branches 
Can raise a tragic chorus in a gale 
So that you can listen to the thing you fear 
Forgetting that it pummels your house too.   
But there are no trees, no natural shelter. 
You might think that the sea is company, 
Exploding comfortably down on the cliffs 
But no: when it begins, the flung spray hits 
The very windows, spits like a tame cat   
Turned savage. We just sit tight while wind dives 
And strafes invisibly. Space is a salvo, 
We are bombarded by the empty air. 
Strange, it is a huge nothing that we fear. 
 
SEAMUS HEANEY 
 
 

Compare the ways poets present the power of the natural world in Storm on the Island and in one other poem from Power and Conflict. 



The Émigree 

There once was a country… I left it as a child 
but my memory of it is sunlight-clear 
for it seems I never saw it in that November 
which, I am told, comes to the mildest city. 
The worst news I receive of it cannot break    
my original view, the bright, filled paperweight. 
It may be at war, it may be sick with tyrants, 
but I am branded by an impression of sunlight. 
 
The white streets of that city, the graceful slopes 
glow even clearer as time rolls its tanks    
and the frontiers rise between us, close like waves. 
That child’s vocabulary I carried here 
like a hollow doll, opens and spills a grammar. 
Soon I shall have every coloured molecule of it. 
It may by now be a lie, banned by the state   
but I can’t get it off my tongue. It tastes of sunlight. 
 
I have no passport, there’s no way back at all 
but my city comes to me in its own white plane. 
It lies down in front of me, docile as paper; 
I comb its hair and love its shining eyes.    
My city takes me dancing through the city 
of walls. They accuse me of absence, they circle me. 
They accuse me of being dark in their free city. 
My city hides behind me. They mutter death, 



and my shadow falls as evidence of sunlight.   
 
CAROL RUMENS 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Compare the ways poets present ideas about identity in The Emigrée and in one other poem from Power and Conflict. 

 
 
 



My Last Duchess 

Ferrara 

 
That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall, 
Looking as if she were alive. I call 
That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf’s hands 
Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 
Will’t please you sit and look at her? I said 
‘Frà Pandolf’ by design, for never read     
Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 
The depth and passion of its earnest glance, 
But to myself they turned (since none puts by 
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 
And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,   
How such a glance came there; so, not the first 
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, ’twas not 
Her husband’s presence only, called that spot 
Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps 
Frà Pandolf chanced to say ‘Her mantle laps    
Over my lady’s wrist too much,’ or ‘Paint 
Must never hope to reproduce the faint 
Half-flush that dies along her throat’: such stuff 
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 
For calling up that spot of joy. She had     
A heart – how shall I say? – too soon made glad, 
Too easily impressed; she liked whate’er 
She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 



Sir, ’twas all one! My favour at her breast, 
The dropping of the daylight in the West,    
The bough of cherries some officious fool 
Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 
She rode with round the terrace – all and each 
Would draw from her alike the approving speech, 
Or blush, at least. She thanked men, – good! but thanked 
Somehow – I know not how – as if she ranked 
My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 
With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame 
This sort of trifling? Even had you skill 
In speech – (which I have not) – to make your will  
Quite clear to such an one, and say, ‘Just this 
Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss, 
Or there exceed the mark’ – and if she let 
Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 
Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,    
– E’en then would be some stooping; and I choose 
Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt, 
Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without 
Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands; 
Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands  
As if alive. Will’t please you rise? We’ll meet 
The company below, then. I repeat, 
The Count your master’s known munificence 
Is ample warrant that no just pretence 
Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;     
Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed 



At starting, is my object. Nay, we’ll go 
Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though, 
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 
Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me!  
 
Robert Browning  
 
 
 
 
 

Compare the ways poets present powerful individuals in My Last Duchess and in one other poem from Power and Conflict. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



              Remains 
 
On another occasion, we get sent out 
to tackle looters raiding a bank. 
And one of them legs it up the road, 
probably armed, possibly not. 
 
Well myself and somebody else and somebody else   
are all of the same mind, 
so all three of us open fire. 
Three of a kind all letting fly, and I swear 
 
I see every round as it rips through his life – 
I see broad daylight on the other side.    
So we’ve hit this looter a dozen times 
and he’s there on the ground, sort of inside out, 
 
pain itself, the image of agony. 
One of my mates goes by 
and tosses his guts back into his body.    
Then he’s carted off in the back of a lorry. 
 
End of story, except not really. 
His blood-shadow stays on the street, and out on patrol 
I walk right over it week after week. 
Then I’m home on leave. But I blink  
   
and he bursts again through the doors of the bank. 



Sleep, and he’s probably armed, possibly not. 
Dream, and he’s torn apart by a dozen rounds. 
And the drink and the drugs won’t flush him out – 
   
he’s here in my head when I close my eyes,   
dug in behind enemy lines, 
not left for dead in some distant, sun-stunned, sand-smothered land 
or six-feet-under in desert sand, 
 
but near to the knuckle, here and now, 
his bloody life in my bloody hands.    
 
SIMON ARMITAGE 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Compare the ways poets present powerful memories in Remains and in one other poem from Power and Conflict. 

 



 

Checking Out Me History 

 
Dem tell me 
Dem tell me 
Wha dem want to tell me 
 
Bandage up me eye with me own history 
Blind me to me own identity 
 
Dem tell me bout 1066 and all dat 
dem tell me bout Dick Whittington and he cat 
But Toussaint L’Ouverture 
no dem never tell me bout dat 
 
Toussaint 
a slave 
with vision 
lick back 
Napoleon 
battalion 
and first Black 
Republic born 
Toussaint de thorn 
to de French 
Toussaint de beacon 
of de Haitian Revolution 



 
Dem tell me bout de man who discover de balloon 
and de cow who jump over de moon 
Dem tell me bout de dish ran away with de spoon 
but dem never tell me bout Nanny de maroon 
 
 
Nanny 
see-far woman 
of mountain dream 
fire-woman struggle 
hopeful stream 
to freedom river 
 
Dem tell me bout Lord Nelson and Waterloo 
but dem never tell me bout Shaka de great Zulu 
Dem tell me bout Columbus and 1492 
but what happen to de Caribs and de Arawaks too 
 
Dem tell me bout Florence Nightingale and she lamp 
and how Robin Hood used to camp 
Dem tell me bout ole King Cole was a merry ole soul 
but dem never tell me bout Mary Seacole 
 
From Jamaica 
she travel far 
to the Crimean War 
she volunteer to go 



and even when de British said no 
she still brave the Russian snow 
a healing star 
among the wounded 
a yellow sunrise 
to the dying 
 
Dem tell me 
Dem tell me wha dem want to tell me 
But now I checking out me own history 
I carving out me identity 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Compare the ways poets present political conflict in Checking Out Me History and in one other poem from Power and Conflict. 

 
 
 
 
 
 



One Art 

 

The art of losing isn’t hard to master; 

so many things seem filled with the intent 

to be lost that their loss is no disaster. 

 

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster 

of lost door keys, the hour badly spent. 

The art of losing isn’t hard to master. 

 

Then practice* losing farther, losing faster: 

places, and names, and where it was you meant 

to travel. None of these will bring disaster. 

 

I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or 

next-to-last, of three loved houses went. 

The art of losing isn’t hard to master. 

 

I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster, 

some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent. 

I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster. 

 

– Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture 

I love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident 



the art of losing’s not too hard to master 

though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster. 

 

Elizabeth Bishop 

 

*practice – Please note the American spelling. English spelling: practise 

 

 

In ‘One Art,’ how does the speaker convey their feelings about the subject of loss? 

[24 marks] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Grief 

Trying to remember you 

is like carrying water 

in my hands a long distance 

across sand. Somewhere people are waiting. 

They have drunk nothing for days. 

 

Your name was the food I lived on; 

now my mouth is full of dirt and ash. 

To say your name was to be surrounded 

by feathers and silk; now, reaching out, 

I touch glass and barbed wire. 

Your name was the thread connecting my life; 

now I am fragments on a tailor's floor. 

 

I was dancing when I 

learned of your death; may 

my feet be severed from my body. 

Stephen Dobyns 

 

In both ‘One Art’ and ‘Grief’, the speakers describe the death of a loved one. What are the similarities and/or differences between the ways the poets 

present these feelings?                                                                                                                                                                                                                   [8 marks] 

The Rear-Guard 



(Hindenburg Line, April 1917) 

 

Groping along the tunnel, step by step, 

He winked his prying torch with patching glare 

From side to side, and sniffed the unwholesome air. 

 

Tins, boxes, bottles, shapes too vague to know, 

A mirror smashed, the mattress from a bed; 

And he, exploring fifty feet below 

The rosy gloom of battle overhead. 

 

Tripping, he grabbed the wall; saw someone lie 

Humped at his feet, half-hidden by a rug, 

And stooped to give the sleeper’s arm a tug. 

‘I’m looking for headquarters.’ No reply. 

‘God blast your neck!’ (For days he’d had no sleep.) 

‘Get up and guide me through this stinking place.’ 

 

Savage, he kicked a soft, unanswering heap, 

And flashed his beam across the livid* face 

Terribly glaring up, whose eyes yet wore 

Agony dying hard ten days before; 

And fists of fingers clutched a blackening wound. 

 



Alone he staggered on until he found 

Dawn’s ghost that filtered down a shafted stair 

To the dazed, muttering creatures underground 

Who hear the boom of shells in muffled sound. 

 

At last, with sweat of horror in his hair, 

He climbed through darkness to the twilight air, 

Unloading hell behind him step by step. 

 

Siegfried Sassoon 

 

*Livid = discoloured / furious 

 

In ‘The Rear-Guard,’ how does the poet present his ideas about the soldier’s journey? 

 

[24 marks] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Soldier 

 

If I should die, think only this of me;  

 That there's some corner of a foreign field  

That is for ever England. There shall be  

 In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;  

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,           5 

 Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,  

A body of England's breathing English air,  

 Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.  

 And think, this heart, all evil shed away,  

 A pulse in the eternal mind, no less      10 

   Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;  

Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;  

 And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,  

   In hearts at peace, under an English heaven. 

 

Rupert Brooke 

 

In both ‘The Rear Guard’ and ‘The Soldier’, the speakers describe the experience of a soldier. What are the similarities and/or differences between the 

ways the poets present their ideas about being a soldier? 

[8 marks] 

 

 



In Mrs Tilscher's class 

You could travel up the Blue Nile 
with your finger, tracing the route 
while Mrs Tilscher chanted the scenery. 
”Tana. Ethiopia. Khartoum. Aswan.” 
That for an hour, 
then a skittle of milk 
and the chalky Pyramids rubbed into dust. 
A window opened with a long pole. 
The laugh of a bell swung by a running child. 
 
This was better than home. Enthralling books. 
The classroom glowed like a sweetshop. 
Sugar paper. Coloured shapes. Brady and Hindley 
faded, like the faint, uneasy smudge of a mistake. 
Mrs Tilscher loved you. Some mornings, you found 
she'd left a gold star by your name. 
The scent of a pencil slowly, carefully, shaved. 
A xylophone's nonsense heard from another form. 
 
Over the Easter term the inky tadpoles changed 
from commas into exclamation marks. Three frogs 
hopped in the playground, freed by a dunce 
followed by a line of kids, jumping and croaking 
away from the lunch queue. A rough boy 
told you how you were born. You kicked him, but stared 
at your parents, appalled, when you got back 



home 
 
That feverish July, the air tasted of electricity. 
A tangible alarm made you always untidy, hot, 
fractious under the heavy, sexy sky. You asked her 
how you were born and Mrs Tilscher smiled 
then turned away. Reports were handed out. 
You ran through the gates, impatient to be grown 
the sky split open into a thunderstorm. 
 

Carol Anne Duffy 

 

 

In ‘In Mrs Tilscher’s Class,’ how does the poet present ideas about childhood memories? 

[24 marks] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Extract from The Cry of the Children 

 

Do ye hear the children weeping, O my brothers, 

Ere the sorrow comes with years? 

They are leaning their young heads against their mothers--- 

And that cannot stop their tears. 

The young lambs are bleating in the meadows; 

The young birds are chirping in the nest; 

The young fawns are playing with the shadows; 

The young flowers are blowing toward the west--- 

But the young, young children, O my brothers, 

They are weeping bitterly!--- 

They are weeping in the playtime of the others 

In the country of the free. 

 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning 

 

 

 

In both ‘In Mrs Tilscher’s Class’ and ‘The Cry of the Children’, the speakers describe childhood. What are the similarities and/or differences between the 

ways the poets present childhood?                                                                                                                                                              [8 marks] 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 


