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  Name:  ______________________________________________________ 

 

  School:  _____________________________________________________ 

 

 

 

 
 Time allowed:    1 hour 30 minutes 
 

Equipment needed:    Pen, pencil, lined paper, eraser. 
 

Information for candidates: 
 
1. Write your name and school on this page. 
2. Write your answers on the separate paper provided.  Please put your name 

on all the sheets of paper you use. 
3. There are 2 questions in this paper.  You should attempt both of them. 
4. The paper will be marked out of 60.  The marks for each question or part 
 question are indicated in square brackets [ ]. 
5. There are two passages overleaf. Read them both and answer the questions 

on the final page. 
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Read both passages and answer the questions that follow: 

 

 

Passage 1 

 

It was a pleasure to burn. 

 

It was a special pleasure to see things eaten, to see things blackened and changed. 

With the brass nozzle in his fists, with this great python spitting its venomous 

kerosene upon the world, the blood pounded in his head, and his hands were the 

hands of some amazing conductor playing all the symphonies of blazing and 

burning to bring down the tatters and charcoal ruins of history. With his symbolic 

helmet numbered 451 on his stolid head, and his eyes all orange flame with the 

thought of what came next, he flicked the igniter and the house jumped up in a 

gorging fire that burned the evening sky red and yellow and black. He strode in a 

swarm of fireflies. He wanted above all, like the old joke, to shove a marshmallow on 

a stick in the furnace, while the flapping pigeon-winged books died on the porch and 

lawn of the house. While the books went up in sparkling whirls and blew away on a 

wind turned dark with burning. 

 

Montag grinned the fierce grin of all men singed and driven back by flame. 

 

He knew that when he returned to the firehouse, he might wink at himself, a minstrel 

man, burnt-corked, in the mirror. Later, going to sleep, he would feel the fiery smile 

gripped by his face muscles, in the dark. It never went away, that smile, it never ever 

went away, as long as he remembered. 

 

Fahrenheit 451,  Ray Bradbury 

 

 

 

Passage 2 

 

After a time he was aware of the first far-away signals of sensation in his beaten 

fingers. The faint tingling grew stronger till it evolved into a stinging ache that was 

excruciating, but which the man hailed with satisfaction. He stripped the mitten from 

his right hand and fetched forth the birch bark. The exposed fingers were quickly 

going numb again. Next he brought out his bunch of sulphur matches. But the 

tremendous cold had already driven the life out of his fingers. In his effort to 

separate one match from the others, the whole bunch fell in the snow. He tried to 

pick it out of the snow, but failed. The dead fingers could neither touch nor clutch. 

He was very careful. He drove the thought out of his freezing feet, and nose, and 

cheeks, out of his mind, devoting his whole soul to the matches. He watched, using 
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the sense of vision in place of that touch, and when he saw his fingers on each side of 

the bunch, he closed them – that is, he willed to close them, for the wires were down, 

and the fingers did not obey. He pulled the mitten on the right hand, and beat it 

fiercely against his knee. Then with both mittened hands he scooped the bunch of 

matches, along with much snow, into his lap. Yet he was no better off. 

 

After some manipulation he managed to get the bunch between the heels of his 

mittened hands. In this fashion he carried it to his mouth. The ice crackled and 

snapped when by a violent effort he opened his mouth. He drew the lower jaw in, 

curled the upper lip out of the way, and scraped the bunch with his upper teeth in 

order to separate a match. He succeeded in getting one, which he dropped on his lap. 

He was no better off. He could not pick it up. Then he devised a way. He picked it up 

in his teeth and scratched it on his leg. Twenty times he scratched before he 

succeeded in lighting it. As it flamed he held it with his teeth to the birch bark. But 

the burning brimstone went up his nostrils and into his lungs, causing him to cough 

spasmodically. The match fell into the snow and went out. 

 

To Build a Fire, Jack London 

 

 

 

 

Answer both questions 1 and 2: 

 

 

1. Compare and contrast the two passages, in which two characters are shown 

interacting with natural elements.  You could consider such things as: 

 

 The presentation of the two characters and the feelings they display 

 The portrayal of tone and atmosphere 

 The way language and literary style create particular effects 

 

[30 marks] 

 

 

2. What do the four elements of fire, water, air and earth mean to you?  Write 

either a short story or piece of personal reflection, real or imagined, inspired by 

either one or more of them. 

 

[30 marks] 

 

 


