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Induction Tasks are not optional for students; they form part of the College’s
formal assessment and completed tasks will assist staff in identifying the
students’ ability for independent study and meeting home learning deadlines.

In A level English Literature, you will be expected to write comparatively about unseen
poetry and prose. Read the poems and then answer the question that follows. Then read
the prose extract and answer the following question:
1. Compare and contrast how the poets in these two poems present their attitudes to
love. (600-800 words)

O my Luve is like a red, red rose
That’s newly sprung in June;
O my Luve is like the melody
That’s sweetly played in tune.
So fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in luve am I;
And I will luve thee still, my dear,
Till a’ the seas gang dry.
Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun;
I will love thee still, my dear,
While the sands o’ life shall run.
And fare thee weel, my only luve!
And fare thee weel awhile!
And I will come again, my luve,
Though it were ten thousand mile.
By Robert Burns 1794

Valentine
Not a red rose or a satin heart.
I give you an onion.
It is a moon wrapped in brown paper.
It promises light
like the careful undressing of love.
Here.
It will blind you with tears
like a lover.
It will make your reflection
a wobbling photo of grief.

I am trying to be truthful.
Not a cute card or a kissogram.
I give you an onion.
Its fierce kiss will stay on your lips,
possessive and faithful
as we are,
for as long as we are.
Take it.
Its platinum loops shrink to a wedding ring,
if you like.
Lethal.
Its scent will cling to your fingers,
cling to your knife.
By Carol Ann Duffy 1993

2. Now read the extract below. Answer the following question in no more than three
sides of A4. (600-800 words)
Critics have said, “ Waugh’s novel deals with the themes of cultural confusion, moral
disorientation and social bedlam.” To what extent do you agree?
Include in your answer:
· how the author conveys his ideas
· how the text might reflect historical, social or literary ideas of the time
· how far it is typical of the time in which it was written
· how a modern day reader might receive this text

Prose extract from the 1928 novel: ‘A Decline and Fall’ by Evelyn Waugh. It is a social satire
lampooning British society in the 1920s.
PRELUDE Alma Mater
Mr Sniggs, the Junior Dean, and Mr Postlethwaite, the Domestic Bursar, sat alone in Mr
Sniggs's room overlooking the garden quad at Scone College. From the rooms of Sir Alastair
Digby-Vaine-Trumpington, two staircases away, came a confused roaring and breaking of
glass. They alone of the senior members of Scone were at home that evening, for it was the

night of the annual dinner of the Bollinger Club. The others were all scattered over Boar's
Hill and North Oxford at gay, contentious little parties, or at other senior common-rooms, or
at the meetings of learned societies, for the annual Bollinger dinner is a difficult time for
those in authority.
It is not accurate to call this an annual event, because quite often the club is suspended for
some years after each meeting. There is tradition behind the Bollinger; it numbers reigning
kings among its past members. At the last dinner, three years ago, a fox had been brought in
in a cage and stoned to death with champagne bottles. What an evening that had been! This
was the first meeting since then, and from all over Europe old members had rallied for the
occasion. For two days they had been pouring into Oxford: epileptic royalty from their villas
of exile; uncouth peers from crumbling country seats; smooth young men of uncertain
tastes from embassies and legations; illiterate lairds from wet granite hovels in the
Highlands; ambitious young barristers and Conservative candidates torn from the London
season and the indelicate advances of debutantes; all that was most sonorous of name and
title was there for the beano.'
'The fines!' said Mr Sniggs, gently rubbing his pipe along the side of his nose. 'Oh, my! the
fines there'll be after this evening!'
There is some very particular port in the senior common-room cellars that is only brought
up when the College fines have reached £50.
'We shall have a week of it at least,' said Mr Postlethwaite, 'a week of Founder's port.'
A shriller note could now be heard rising from Sir Alastair's rooms; any who have heard that
sound will shrink at the recollection of it; it is the sound of the English county families baying
for broken glass. Soon they would all be tumbling out into the quad, crimson and roaring in
their bottle-green evening coats, for the real romp of the evening.
'Don't you think it might be wiser if we turned out the light?' said Mr Sniggs.
In darkness the two dons crept to the window. The quad below was a kaleidoscope of dimly
discernible faces.
'There must be fifty of them at least,' said Mr Postlethwaite. 'If only they were all members
of the College! Fifty of them at ten pounds each. Oh my!'
'It'll be more if they attack the Chapel,' said Mr Sniggs. 'Oh, please God, make them attack
the Chapel.'
'It reminds me of the communist rising in Budapest when I was on the debt commission.'
'I know,' said Mr Postlethwaite. Mr Sniggs's Hungarian reminiscences were well known in
Scone College.
'I wonder who the unpopular undergraduates are this term. They always attack their rooms.
I hope they have been wise enough to go out for the evening.'

'I think Partridge will be one; he possesses a painting by Matisse or some such name.'
'And I'm told he has black sheets in his bed.'
'And Sanders went to dinner with Ramsay MacDonald once.'
'And Rending can afford to hunt, but collects china instead.'
'And smokes cigars in the garden after breakfast.'
'Austen has a grand piano.'
'They'll enjoy smashing that.'
'There'll be a heavy bill for tonight; just you see! But I confess I should feel easier if the Dean
or the Master were in. They can't see us from here, can they?'
It was a lovely evening. They broke up Mr Austen's grand piano, and stamped Lord
Rending's cigars into his carpet, and smashed his china, and tore up Mr Partridge's sheets,
and threw the Matisse into his lavatory; Mr Sanders had nothing to break except his
windows, but they found the manuscript at which he had been working for the Newdigate
Prize Poem, and had great fun with that. Sir Alastair Digby-Vaine-Trumpington felt quite ill
with excitement, and was supported to bed by Lumsden of Strathdrummond. It was halfpast eleven. Soon the evening would come to an end. But there was still a treat to com

