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You are advised to spend about 20 minutes reading the question paper and 
planning your answer.  

 
Answer either Question 1 or Question 2. 

 
Either 
 
1. Read carefully the following poem. The poem’s speaker is talking to a loved 

one and imagining parting from them.  
 
How does the poet make the speaker’s thoughts and feelings so vivid for you? 
 
To help you answer the question, you might consider: 
 

● how the poet presents the parting between the speaker and their loved one 
● how the poet explains the speaker’s wishes 
● how the speaker’s wishes change during the poem 
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Remember  

 
Remember me when I am gone away,  
         Gone far away into the silent land;  
         When you can no more hold me by the hand,  
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.  
Remember me when no more day by day  
         You tell me of our future that you plann'd:  
         Only remember me; you understand  
It will be late to counsel then or pray.  
Yet if you should forget me for a while  
         And afterwards remember, do not grieve:  
         For if the darkness and corruption leave  
         A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,  
Better by far you should forget and smile  
         Than that you should remember and be sad. 
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Or 
 
2. Read carefully the following extract from a short story. Before this extract, 

the wealthy Sheridan family have held a garden party. Laura Sheridan thinks 
they should have cancelled the party because one of their less well off 
neighbours has just died. Laura takes a basket of leftovers to the man’s 
grieving family. 

 
How does the writer make this moment so memorable for you? 
 
To help you answer the question, you might consider: 
 

● how the writer describes Laura’s visit 
● how the writer strikingly reveals Laura’s feelings  
● how the writer creates a contrast between Laura and her surroundings 

 

It was just growing dusky as Laura shut their garden gates. A big dog                           
ran by like a shadow. The road gleamed white, and down below in the                           
hollow the little cottages were in deep shade. How quiet it seemed                       
after the afternoon. Here she was going down the hill to somewhere                       
where a man lay dead, and she couldn’t realize it. Why couldn’t she?                         
She stopped a minute. And it seemed to her that kisses, voices, tinkling                         
spoons, laughter, the smell of crushed grass were somehow inside her.                     
She had no room for anything else. How strange! She looked up at the                           
pale sky, and all she thought was, “Yes, it was the most successful                         
party.” 

Now the broad road was crossed. The lane began, smoky and dark.                       
Women in shawls and men’s tweed caps hurried by. Men hung over the                         
palings; the children played in the doorways. A low hum came from the                         
mean little cottages. In some of them there was a flicker of light, and a                             
shadow, crab-like, moved across the window. Laura bent her head and                     
hurried on. She wished now she had put on a coat. How her frock                           
shone! And the big hat with the velvet streamer—if only it was another                         
hat! Were the people looking at her? They must be. It was a mistake to                             
have come; she knew all along it was a mistake. Should she go back                           
even now? 

No, too late. This was the house. It must be. A dark knot of people                             
stood outside. Beside the gate an old, old woman with a crutch sat in a                             
chair, watching. She had her feet on a newspaper. The voices stopped                       
as Laura drew near. The group parted. It was as though she was                         
expected, as though they had known she was coming here. 
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Laura was terribly nervous. Tossing the velvet ribbon over her                   
shoulder, she said to a woman standing by, “Is this Mrs. Scott’s house?”                         
and the woman, smiling queerly, said, “It is, my lass.” 

Oh, to be away from this! She actually said, “Help me, God,” as she                           
walked up the tiny path and knocked. To be away from those staring                         
eyes, or to be covered up in anything, one of those women’s shawls                         
even. I’ll just leave the basket and go, she decided. I shan’t even wait                           
for it to be emptied. 

Then the door opened. A little woman in black showed in the gloom. 

Laura said, “Are you Mrs. Scott?” But to her horror the woman                       
answered, “Walk in please, miss,” and she was shut in the passage. 

“No,” said Laura, “I don’t want to come in. I only want to leave this                             
basket. Mother sent—” 

The little woman in the gloomy passage seemed not to have heard her.                         
“Step this way, please, miss,” she said in an oily voice, and Laura                         
followed her. 

She found herself in a wretched little low kitchen, lighted by a smoky                         
lamp. There was a woman sitting before the fire. 

“Em,” said the little creature who had let her in. “Em! It’s a young lady.”                             
She turned to Laura. She said meaningly, “I’m ’er sister, miss. You’ll                       
excuse ’er, won’t you?” 

“Oh, but of course!” said Laura. “Please, please don’t disturb her. I—I                       
only want to leave—” 

But at that moment the woman at the fire turned round. Her face,                         
puffed up, red, with swollen eyes and swollen lips, looked terrible. She                       
seemed as though she couldn’t understand why Laura was there. What                     
did it mean? Why was this stranger standing in the kitchen with a                         
basket? What was it all about? And the poor face puckered up again. 
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Mark Scheme  
 
Please refer to the specimen mark scheme provided by Cambridge International 
Education (CIE), which is available here:  
 
https://www.cambridgeinternational.org/Images/414784-2020-specimen-paper-4-
mark-scheme.pdf 
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