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And I would Ii[mf_I to tell you a feh‘f:uwnd es about what I like to
,\.: SM‘_M/:EHQ F thesinglestory.” I grew up on a university campus in eastern Nigeria.
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From The Danger of a Single Story, Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie

Adichie, a successful novelist, delivered this speech at a TED conference. She
speaks about the power of storytelling and the danger of a single view.

-prﬁbahl\?‘ﬂlfe"to‘the truthyj So I was an early reader, and what I read were British and

call

mother says that I started reading at the age of two, @ T&muﬁm
t

American children's books, Bo

bablshes credblld

I was also an early writer, and when I began to write, at about the age of seven, stories
in pencil with crayon illustrations that mypoormother was obligated to I wrote
exactly the kinds of stories I was reading: @ik my characters were white ol '
ithey played in the snow, they ate apples, and they talked a lot about the weather, how
Tovely it was that the sun had come out}

Now, this despite the fact that I lived in Nigeria. I had never been outside Nigeria. We
didn't have snow, we ate mangoes, and we never talked about the weather, because
there was no need to. ...

What this demonstrates, I think, is how impressionable and vVulnerabld wélare in the face
of a story, particularly as'childrenaBecause all | had read were books in which characters
were foreign, I had become convinced that books by their very nature had to have

foreigners in them and had to be about things with which I could not personally identify .
Now, things changed when I discovered African books. There weren't many of them
available, and they weren't quite as easy to find as the foreign books.

But because of writers like Chinua Achebe and Camara Laye, I went through a mental
shift in my perception of literature, I realized that people like me, girls with skin the
colour of chocolate, whose kinky hair could not form ponytails, could also exist in
literature. I started to write about things I recognized.

Now, I loved those American and British books I read. They stirred my imagination. The
opened up new worlds for me. But the unintended consequence was that | did not know
that people like me could exist in literature. So what the discovery of African writers di«
for me was this: it saved me from having a single story of what books are,

1 come from a conventional, middle-class Nigerian family. My father was a professor. ™
mother was an administrator. And so we had, as was the norm, live-in domestic /elp,
who would often come from nearby rural villages. So, the year I turmned eight, we got :
new house boy. His name was Fide. The only thing my mother told us about him was
that his family was very poor. My mother sent yams and rice, and our old clothes, to |
ramiy, bndwaen [didnt @ochoy Zinnes, my mother would say, “Finish your food!
Don't you know? People like Fide's family have nothing.” So I felt enormous pity for
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tucked the hood o o her head. Tharu was a brle! Intlmatlon of a thin, angular skull®
under her feathers, - froF, then I drew the

45 braces closed. We checked the ring number; aaalnst the furm. |
_'Tu"g fovt—{twasithe:wrongibird. This was the younger one. This was not my
. hawk,

Unsion = anbopre fhe
{0 be morg Jef .3

i?i e o Expressions kean/shock

Ypibchidtag=om,

thing in pain, and t ur IWEE.)M
telllng myself and it was oul She I:ao was bareheaded, and I

all.l.:__ﬂ,dn_tn-bmﬂihﬂ
55 grabbed the hood from the box as before. But as I brought it up to her face I looked into
e XSS and M Some fiadness from a distany

ueuei-o —ry ﬁmmm-:u JER L yhawk. The hood was on, the ring numbers

50~ was a monstrous breach of etiquette, ‘This is really awkward,’ I began. 'But I really liked
(the first one. Do you think there’s any chance I could take that one instead ed

know this is out of order, but [l Could I? Would it be all right, do you th ?" And on
65 and on, a desperate, crazy barrage of incoherent appeals. b =
an

ion I m sure ﬂﬂthlng I sald persuaded hlm more than the Iook on my face as | sald it. ’l

ona quayside,hands held out asi she were in a seasude prm:luctlan ofMedea Lnoking
at me he must have sensed that my stuttered request wasn't a simple one.
. t. There was a moment of total silence.
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A
'Disabled - mel replac Ly ['dent;
o N N ) e

v&i:m " , waiti
f:f el "“‘ And shivered in his ghastly suit nrm ﬂ«-'u a W\ wieng,
Legless, Seynishort at elbow. Through the park ﬁ-ugmh nd
\on of Voiss Voices of b‘oﬁ rang saddening
= ho's e oqv *50‘5 Voices of play: 2 asures after day,

an them from him.
are Vows In '&b s T adion = Seep 16 e . flrlgnmm
ime Town vsed £o swing so gay has
y When glow-lamps budded in the lightiblieitrees,~ “cleor —> W can’s Socp
v M And girls glanced lovelier as the air grew dim — . of ho PTSD. ¢

“'f‘f"_“ﬂ it 3

10 dntheoldtimes,

Now he will never feel again how slim
Girls' waists are, or how warm their subtle hands;
All of them touch him

There was an artist silly for his face,

15  For it was ' VOURGERtRARKISYOULE last year.

Now m his back will never brace;

l'dnﬁ: it down she tj the velns ran dry,
“'%d a-nreume lapsed in the §8Wrace,
’“ " 20 d leap of purple spurted from his thigh.

One time he I'lked a m his leg,

lt was mu when he'd drunk a peg,
i ettepioie. —H& wonders why.
ad said he'd look a god in Kilts; -
That's why, and maybe, too, to please his Meg;

Aye, that was it, foipleasethegidayuiis
He asked to join. He didn't have to beg;

Smiling they WSIEHIENE aged GiEteenivess. .
1{# “mﬁg Germans he Scarcely thoughtag all their guilt, s
bo dratt e Ang Austria's, gidinotimoveshim. And no fears

OfFegr came yet. He thought of jeseliedihiitsy

-

For daggers in jplaidisocks: of

smart salutes; -
; and leave; and payiarrears;

14 @niyaselénp man who brought him fruits

‘ Thanked himj and then inquired about his sou).

40  Now, he will spend a felISIcKIyEarsInIIASHtULEs,
do what things the rules consider wige,

And

e
Toright he noticed

Vassad fisdsLinsea = 1115 8P that Werenwholes
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solled cloth as your gaze turns towards her. Or the old and dying man who keeps his hoe
ext to the mat with which, one day soon, they will shroud his corpse, as if he means to
5 |gooutand tllLtI;e soll once all this Is over.

fur‘only p few seconds, a fleeting meeting of eyes before the face turned fegebn>
away, as its owner retreated Into the darkness of another hut. In those brief moments Preocad
there had been a §fill&)i not from me, but from the face. It was not aigmilef greeting, it
was not a Siilléof joy — — but It was a smile nonetheless. It touched

p meinawaylcou explain. It moved me in a way that went beyond pity or

revul f%’,\i’d -"""‘ﬁﬁd Rees queskens b the feakr ‘
I had to find out. I urged my translator to ask the man .
why he had smiled. He came back with an answer. "It's just that he was embarrassed to

be found in this condition,’ the translator explained. That's what the
5 smile had been about. It was.the feeble smile that goes with apology, the kind of smile
you might give if you felt you had done something wrong. w\d soMence = quy

Normally inured? to stories of suffering, accustomed to the evidence of deprivation, 1
was unsettled by this one smile in a way I had never been before. There is an unwritten
code between the journalist and his subjects in these situations

X he tables on that taci agreent. Without utte
pPSe&d a question tha& of the relationship

But this smile had

ga slngle word, the man had q"’“

If he was embarrassed to be

4 t . -8
: ;
I resolved there and then that I would write the story“ﬁf Gufgaduud with all the power W‘!ﬁ":

and purpose I could muster. It seemed at the time, and still does, the only adequate [~
answer a reporter can give to the man's question.

I have one regret about that brief encounter in Gufgaduud. Having searched through my
p notes and studied the dispatch that the BBC broadcast, I see that I never found out what

the man's name was. Yet meeting him was a seminal moment in the gradual collection of

experiences we call context. Facts and figures are the easy part of journalism. Knowing

where they sit in the great scheme of things is much harder. So, * if
you are still alive, I owe you one. ‘5 S,
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knew her husband instinctively and watch ir intently; it was crucial to her
lt.t_na; her husband catch a narwhal — it was part of their staple diet, and some of the
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rom The Explorer’s Daughter, Kari Herbert

As a small child, Herbert lived, with her family, among the Inughuit people
(sometimes called Inuits, or Eskimos) In the harsh environment of the Arctic.

In 2002 she revisited the area, staying near Thule, a remote settlement in
North Greenland. In this passage she writes about her experience of watching a
hunt for the narwhal, a toothed whale, and what she thought and felt about it.

Two hours after the last of the hunters had returned and eaten, narwhal were spotted
again, this time very close, Within an hour even those of us on shore could with the
naked eye see the plumes of spray from the narwhal catching the light in a spectral play
of colour, Two large pods! of narwhal circled in the fjord?, often looking as if they were
going to merge, but always slowly, methodically passing each other by, Scrambling back
up to the lookout I looked across the glittering kingdom in front of me and took a sharp
intake of breath. The hunters were dotted all around the fjord. The evening light was
turning butter-gold, glinting off man and whale and catching the soft billows of smoke
from a lone hunter’s pipe. From where we sat at the lookout it looked as though the
hunters were close enough to touch the narwhal with their bare hands and yet they
never moved. Distances are always deceptive in the Arctic, and I fell to wondering if the
narwhal existed at all or were instead mischievous tricks of the shifting light. ...

e narwhal rarely stray from High Arctic waters, escaping only _to_the slightly more
mperate waters towards the Arctic Ciccle in the dead of winter, but never entering the
outhern seas. In summer the hunters of Thule are fortunate to witness the
annyal return of the narwhal to the Inglefield Fiord, on the side of which we now sat.

The narwhal ... is an essential contributor to the survival of the hunters in the'High
[Arctic. The mattak ac blubber? of the whale is rich in necessary minerals and vitamins,
and in a place where the climate prohibits the gro it, this rich
itamin C was the one reason that the Eskimos have never suffered from
Scurvy®. ... For centuries the blubber of the whales was also the only source of light and
heat, and the dark fich meat is still a valuable part of the diet for both man and dogs (a
single narwhal can feed a team of dogs for an entire month). Its single ivory tusk, which
can grow up to six feet in length, was used for harpoon tips and handles for other

hunting implements (although the ivory was found to be brittle and not hugely
satisfactory as a weapon), for carving protective tupilaks®, and even as a central beam
for their small ancient dwellings. Strangely, the tusk seems to have little use for the
narwhal itself; they do not use the tusk to break through ice as a breathing hole, nor will
they use it to catch or attack prey, but rather the primary use seems to be to disturb the
top of the sea bed in order to catch Arctic halibut for which they have a particular

ilection®. Often the ends of their tusks are worn down or even broken from such
usage.

The women clustered on the knoll of the lookout, binoculars pointing in every direction,
each woman focusing on her husband or family member, occasional n
a small gasp or jump as one of the women saw a hunter near a narwhal, ... Each wife

! pods: small groups of whales

2 fiord: a long, narrow inlet of the sea with steep sides

T macrak or bluhbar: the Sty okip of tha phalp
= - <urvy: a painful, weakening gisease caused by a lack of vitamin C

* tupilaks: figures with magical powers, charms
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From A Passage to Africa, George Alaglah

Alagiah writes about his experlences as a television reporter during the war In
Somalia, Africa in the 1990s. He won a special award for his report on the
r Incldents described in this passage.
o - Wieguea the teaier

e oF aljechueg s
1 saw a thousandilUngry)les sed Somalia
between the end of 1991 and er forget.

rtde |1 was in a little hamlet just outside Gufgaduud, a village inithiébackiafbeyond, 2 place
o) Lshiae = | the aid agencies had yet to reach. In my notebook I had jotted down instructions on how
m‘ 5 "Badale Road fo ew kllometres till theend o tarr ure

-{ to get there, ' )

fifteeniminutesapprox. — like a'gips \Ell_aaa;a padh b age cholee ff;&q{‘?
In thelghoulish mnWst striking pictures, my
cameraman ... and [ ut to another. What might have appalled us
5 1'2 ,_When we'd started our trip just a few days before pllongeRimpressedusimiich:. The
£me = search for the shocking you require heavier and more

Digmiggre * frequent doses the longer you're at it. Pictures that stun the editors one day are written
Aehuronizes O as the same the next. This sounds callous, but it is just a fact of life. It's how
#e sjeasof we collect and compile the images that so move people in the ERfGH of their sitting
Yoz 148 rooms back home. e ' Conbrast

icc
= There was Amina Abdirahman, who had gaﬂ: a%at morning in search of wild, edible

roots, leaving her two young girls lying orny/the dirt floor of their hut. They had been sick ™
for days, and were reaching the final, stages of terminal hunger, Habiba was
gen years old and her sister, Ayaan, was nine. By the time Amina returned, she had only

‘r'd':P?zu o NoragenoWhimpernng, just a passing away — that
nieat ] onless, motit deliVérance from a state of o0 death itself. It was,
a vision of ‘famine away from the headlines, a

famine of quiet suffering ang lonely death’. lagguoge choee

(There was the old woman Whnfay in her hut, abandoned by relations who were too weak
25 | to carry her on their journey to find food. It was the smell that drew me to her doorway:
the smell of decaying flesh. Where her shinbone should have been there was a festering
wound the size of my hand. She'd been shot in the leg as the retreating army of the
ﬂfﬁnl &— deposed dictator ... took revenge on whoever it found in its way. The shattered leg had

to 4en%s  |fused into th V-shape of a boomerang. ' . You could
30 |seeiti r sick, yellow eyes and smell it in the putrid air she recycled with every
. Al3traggling breath she took. callel semence Stuckure
LMHEH g?: : Repehion lottshy credié
My reaction to everyone else I met that day was a mixture of pity and . Yes,
One sentzhee w The degeneration of the human body, sucked of its natural vitality by the twin
Wﬁ”‘i vils of hunger ana disease, is a disgusting thing. We never say so in our TV reports.[ft's
a taboo that has yet to be breached. To be in a feeding centre is to hear and smell the
M‘nl!J 4 excretion of fluids by people who are beyond controlling their bodily functions. To be in a

feeding centre is surreptitiously? to wipe your hands on the back of your trousers after
- you‘ve held the clammy palm of a mother who has just cleaned vomit from her child’s

40 [mouth)

+ There’s pity, too, because even in this state of utter despair they aspire to a dignity that
is almost impossible to achieve, An old woman will cover her shrivelled body with a

- —— C—
=

! revulsion: disgust
? sy-reptitiously: secretly

Pearson Edexcel Internationa] GCSE Enalish Anthelogy B
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from H Is for Hawk, Helen Macdonald

when Macdonald's father died suddenly of a heart attack, Macdonaid was

n experienced falconer, she adopted a goshawk to distract her)
. In this extract Macdonald meets her hawk for the first time.

‘We'll check the ring numbers against the Article 10s,’' he explained, pulling a sheaf of
yellow paper from his rucksack and unfolding two of the official forms that accompany

captive-bred rare birds throughout thelr lives.

For tshardans
Plob hiat
We noted the numbers. We stared down at the boxes, at thelr parcel-tape handles, their

doors of thin plywood and hinges of carefully tied string. Then he kneit on the concrete, ...fn\nﬁ -
untied a hinge on the smaller box and squinted into its dark Interior. A suddenithump of V%3 ‘oson

feathered shoulders and the boxghook as if someone hadq from within.
‘Shes gnt her hood off, he sald andq That fightileather Noodh wps To'keepithe

;awk from fearf ereiioges coveem - Vie\grce and pous » < lerikon
“ﬁ'*: fs- . m
:not ’:&nnge untied. Conceutratlun Inﬁnlte caution. Daylig tlrrlgatlng the box.
' | Scratching talons), - e air turned syrupy, slow

“flecked with dust. Thellast few secont 5attl€. And with the last bow pulled

free, he reached inside, and amldst a whlrring, an wing nm it
alons ﬂa hugh-pltched twittering @fdit's all happening at once, the man pulls an

enormous, enormous | awk out of the hox and ina strange colncidem:e of world and i

e "n-"‘-ue“';- -

ner. Two
. oA €

T Snmething bright an.d ""'J

8 . . A Broken mafioghtte? of wings, legs and light-  shs

splashed Eeathers She is we ring jesses?, and the man hnlds them. For one awful, long ‘&5on

- om}nt she is hanging head-downward, wings open, like a turkey in a butcher’s shop,

, only her is tumed right-way-up and she Is seeing more than she has ever seen
before in her e short life.
it was a box. But now it is this; and she can see everything: the point-source glitter on
the waves, a diving cormorant a hundred yards out; pigment flakes under wax on the

lines of parked cars; far hills and the heather on them and miles and miles of sky where

the sun spreads on dust and water and illegible things mwmg m it that are whrte scraps
of qulls. Euerythlng startling and new-stamped on he shed brz

nen u her wings, anehiorng her broad feathered back against his chest,
iher scaled yellow legs in one hand. ‘Let’s get that hood back on,’ he said SVt mt;t

as acd. It was born of care. This hawk had been hatched in an
mcubal:ur_. had broken from a frail quIsh eggshell Inta a humld perspex box, and for the
first few days of her life ! - 1

' ot € ad in the Allatunce—-mamqhg
. I grabbed the hood from the box rned to the hawk. reliant 2n Kia

! porpentine: a type of porcupine animal : ;
? pestiary: a (medieval) descriptive passage on various kinds of animals
3 marionette: a puppet worked by strings

4 jesses: a short leather strap fastened to the leg
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5 Andsohetold Lydia that he came rrum Au 3d worked In the Baryn sawmlil untll It

1 two years agc d since then he'd.found no. i and his family - his g
mnther, his ﬂve-yeur-old dauuhtnr and he - had Ilved oﬂ' the money his mother made ¢
selling jewellery manufactured from tin.

'‘oh,' sald Lydla. ‘I think that's very resourceful, to make jewellery from tin.'

)  'Sure,’ sald Lev. (BUEIEISRESHONGNY > Joqpe rals

Tucked into his boot was a small flask of §i5dka. He extracted the flask and took a long
swig. Lydia kept eating her@y&breag. Lev wiped his mouth with the red handkerchief
and saw his face reflected In the coach window, He looked away. Since the death of
Marina, he didn't like to catch sight of his own reflectlon, because what he always saw in
It was "

* - "Why did the sawmill at Baryn close?' asked Lydla.

‘They fan GUE GFEFeesy sald Lev.

"Very bad,’ said Lydia. "What other work can you do?'

Lev drank again. Someone had told him that in England vodka was too expensive to
i drink. Immigrants made their own alcohol from potatoes and tap water, and when Ley
thought about these Industrious immigrants, he imagined them sitting by G688 In a

tall house, talking and laughing, with* the window and red buses going
past and a television flickering in a comer of the room. He sighed and said: 'I will do any .

work at all. My daughter Maya needs

Towards ten o'clock, red blankets were given out to the coach passengers, some of

whom were already sleeping. Lydia put away the remnants of her meal, covered her

body with the blanket and switched on a fierce little light above her under the baggage

rack and began reading a faded old paperback, printed in English. Lev saw that the title
| of her book was d His longing for a cigarette had grown steadily

since he'd drunk the vodka and now it was acute. He could feel the

&ndTn his BIggd, and and he felt a tremor Inm
. Everyone on the bus would be
asleep by then, except him and one of the two drivers. Only they would keep a lonely,

exhausting the driver's body tensed to the moods and alarms of the dark,
unravelling road; his own aching for the comfort of nicotine or oblivion - and getting
neither.

He envied Lydia, immersed in her English book. Lev knew he had to distract himself with
something.... In desperation, he took from his wallet a brand new British twenty-pound
“note and reached up and switched on his own little reading light and began to examine
the note. On one side, the frumpy Queen, E 11 R, with-her diadem, her face grey on a
purple ground, and on the othe some personage from the past, with a dark
drooping moustache and a

wlsnceralingoRBIFIRNEIEaNNiEs. The British venerate their history,' Lev had been
told in his English class, 'chiefly because
Only intermittently do they see that some of their past deeds were not good.' . P

The indicated lifespan of the man on the note was 1857-1934. He looked like a banker, .u.
but what had he done to be on a twenty-pound note in the twenty-first century? Lev s
stared at his determined jaw, squinted at his name written out in a scrawl beneath the
wing collar, but couldn't read it. He thought that this was a person who

- New York had jumped out of windows and off roofs.
s A M eSS, bofare Surope was torn apart. Right

4 Q Pearson Edexcel International GCSE English Anthology
Issue 4 — April 2020 ® Pearson Education Limited 2020
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Whistle and I'll Come to You (from The Woman in Black " ‘i‘
[l domonee and pallehc bllacy -suspenee  Tirsh Qaved Pnm - prd-ags, ' s
. As(Dhad lain readln@had become aware of the stronger

gusts that blew every so often against the casements. But when
early hours It had Increased greatly in force. The house felt
@ the gale that came g@Hiilg 2cross,the open marsh. Windows were
and there was the sound o down all the chimneys of the house and

through every nook and Tnﬁ;}oﬂ P i e
(-1

I reflected on how longllg
WSTSIIEGGER had stood here, BEYIESTIIGHENGUS?, quiteralonerand/expusey, bearing
the brunt of of gales and @iVINgItalNTAN Sleetand:spray It was
unlikely to blow away tonight. And then, those sgifiifigs, of childhood began to be
stirred again and I dwelt nggiSIgIealiyaupon all those nights when I had lain In the warm
and of my bed In the nursery at the top of our family house In Sussex,

hearing the wind rage SEEIREIKESNIGH, t the doors and beating upon the
windows but

Then from somewhere, out of that =!darkness, Mame to my ears, pigpuiting

me back Into the present and banishing all tranqulllity.
senience dnd minor dentence edprs EMabE Modmedas

. The tumult of the wind, —and the banging and uunf
rattling of the window in its old, ill-fitting frame. Then yes, again, a that familia

of UESEEmaMOMBaNtEnguish, 2 Cny)for help from a child somewhere out on the marsh.

There was no child. I knew that.

Suparagatal elements
‘Rest in peace,’ I thought, but this poor one did not, could not.

I got up. I would go down Into the kitchen and gEkEImSEif=

drink, stir up the fire a little and sit beside it to shut out that calling voice
been gble to do anything fow

for which I could do nothing, and no one had
QBT Wrehorical question creats Mhisue Repetan

As I went out onto the landing, SHIEEENENN following me at once, two things
happened together. I had the impression of

oneone who Tad TUSt thagyenyrsecont. Wt
EENDNEREER on their way fﬁe top of the stairs to one of the other rooms, fereonifical :.'.-n

and, as e house so that it all but seemed to rock at the
impact, the . 1 had not bothered to pick up my torch frum the bedside
table and now I stood in the sure for a m beaﬂngs
.y lﬁ-aunm h&h" of

@the person who had gone by @ng o was ngw In this huuse wlth e? I had seen eouctions
no one, felt nothing. There had been of a sleeve against mine,
@IENIREENRS: of the air, I had not even heard a footstep. I had simply the absolutely

certain ISR just having passed close to me and gone away down the

corridor. Down the corridor that led to the nursery whose door had been so
firmly locked and then, , opened.

For a moment, I actually began to conjecture!® that there was indeed sumeoneé)a'nuﬂmr
human belng@iwng here in this house, a person who hid themselves away in that
mysterious nursery and

Ruenthest s
Yeveals nle
: Mdﬂ&c

? Had red some reclusive old

sister or retainer, had she left behind her a mad friend that no one had known about?
% all manner of wild, incoherentilMBNP 25 1 tried desperately to provide a 3
explanation for the presence I had been so aware of. But then they ceased.

There was no living occupant of Eel Marsh House other than myself and Samuel Daily’s

Liorsect:ve: sr asiian formzd on e h3sis of incomplets Information
44 Fearson Edexcel International GCSE English Anthology
Issue 4 — April 2020 © Pearson Education Limited 2020
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she became used to heavy domestic work and all kinds of ghastly kitchen chores. 5;1_1 :‘
washed dishes, wearing down her pink nalls on the greasy pots and saucepans, She Contpasts
washed the dirty sheets, shirts, and floorcloths by hand and hung them up to dry ona | *¢ her dréam,
line; each morning she took the rubbish down to the street and carried the water up,
pausing for breath on each landing. And, dressed |lke any working-class woman, she
shopped at the fruiterer’s, the grocer’s, and the butcher’s, with a basket over her arm,
haggling, frequently abused and always counting every penny. !

—

thr-. c:tt%‘5 R e aociants, renew others, and bargain for time.

Her husband 37 orked In the evenings doing accounts for a shopkeeper and quite
frequently sat up Into the early hours doing copying work at five sous! a page.

They lived like this for ten years.

By the time ten years had gone by, they had repaid everything, with not a penny
outstanding, in spite of the extortionate conditions and Including the accumulated 0 ) h

interest. 1o of povetty nhrests with
A She had turned Into the “ Graomorols

housewife who rules working-class homes. Her hair was@ily, her skirts were WSKEN) W"‘*@

and her hands were f8 She spoke in a@RINBIES and scrubbed floors on her ha

and knees. But sometimes, when her husband had gone to the office, she would sit by

the window and think of that evening long ago m—-éﬁl\‘ dﬂgdnmr.
SO (yoohions - celechue Jpegrothl €
what might not have happened had she not lost the necklacd@iwho could tell@Who

could possibly tell@jLife is so strange, so ﬁckl. Huw little is i‘eg to make or break ush
meatlon —
One Sunday, needing a break from her heawaworklng week, she went out for a stroll on

the Champs-Elysées’ Suddenly she caught sight of a woman pushing a child in a pram.
It was Madame Forestier, still young, still beautiful, and still attractive.

Madame Loisel felt apprehensive. Should she speak to her? Yes, why not? Now that she

had paid In full, * Why not? She went up to her.

'Hello, Jeanne.’

The friend did not recognize her and was taken aback at being addressed so familiarly by
a common woman in the street, She _‘Bu I'm snrry’l don't I-tnov-
There's some mistake.’ Bhpses refe

‘No mistake. I'm Mathilde Loisel.’
Her friend gave a cry: ‘But my poor Mathilde, how you've changed!’

Yes, I've been through some hard times since I saw you, very hard times. And it was all
on your account.”

*On my account? Whatever do you mean?’

‘Do you remember that diamond necklace you lent me to go to the reception at the
Ministry?’

\fes. What about it?’
‘Well 1iost ity
‘Lost it? But you returned it to me.’

*No, I returned another one just like it. And we've been paying for it these past ten
years. You know, it wasn't easy for us. “ - But it's over and done with
now, and I'm glad.’ d}q ﬂ

[F/]

% (2,
 #9ust & =i 3F very rna vaye “E-M‘
¥ unamps-Elysées: a fomous street in Paris

arson

mmm
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jivén’up for lost. Marina had Immersed her body obediently In the scummy water, lain
there looking at a female stork returning to Its high nest, and said to Lev: 'If only we

werelStOrkal' > Syntel elernal e
'Why d'you say that?' Lev had asked.

'Because you never see a stork dying. It's as though they didn't die.’

If only we were storks,

On the woman's knee a clean cotton napkin was spread and her white hands smoothed |
and she unwrapped rye bread and a twist of sait,

My RameTs'Ley,' sald Lev.

'My name Is Lydla,' sald the woman. And they shook hands, Lev's hand holding the
scrunched-up kerchlef, and Lydla's hand rough with salt and smelling of egg, and then
Lev askeﬁ' 'what are you pranning to du In England?' and Lydia sald: (Thave some

"That snundsn

'1 0. I was a teacher of English at School 237 in Yarbl, so my language is very
colloquial.'

Lev looked at Lydia. It wasn't difficult to Imagine her standing in front of a class and
writing words on a blackboard. He said: 'I wonder why you're leaving our country when
you had a good job at School 237 in Yarbl?'

'Well,' said Lydia. 'T became very tired of the view from my window. Every day, summer
and winter, I looked out at the school yard @il the high fence @fiflithe apartment block
beynnd ‘I began to Imaglne I wuuld die seeing these things, gnd I didn't want this. I

Lev took off his leather cap and ran his fingers through his thick grey hair. He saw Lydia tui
to him for a moment and look very seriously into his eyes. He said: 'Yes, I understand.’

Then there was a silence, while Lydia ate her hard-boiled ggg. She chewed very quietly.
When she'd finished the egg, Lev said: "My English Isn't DEM I took some classes In
Baryn, but my teacher told me my pronunciation wasn't yery good. May I say some
words and you can tell me if I'm pmnnuncfng them correctiy?‘

'Yes, of course,' said Lydia.
Lev said: 'Lovely. Sorry. ] .am legal.
'May I help you,' corrected Lydia.

'May I help you,' repeated Lev.

B86h, said Lydia.

'Stork," said Lev, 'Stork's nest. Rain.Qi8fllest. I wish for an interpreter. BEESSRE=HES""
'Be-and-be?" sald Lydia. 'No, no. You mean (GiBE/ornotto.be .

'No,' said Lev. 'Bee-and-bee. Family hotel, quite cheap.'

'Oh, yes, I know, B &B.'

Lev could now see that darkness was falling outside the window and he thought how, in
his village, darkness had always arrived In precisely the Samg way, from the same
direction, above the same trees, whether early or late, whether in summer, winter or
enring, far the whale of h's fife, This darkness ~ particular to that place, Auror - was
how, in Lev's heart, darkness would always fall.
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fropeun ol Hrdug
dog. Whatever I had seen, and heard rocking, and who had passed

a
' e

.mal?w vy e e
The first thln@'n st have was a an@gmped my way back across to my bed,

reached over it and got my hand to the torch at last, took a step back, stumbled over
the dog who was at my heels and dropped the torch, It went th

—q e
QRIS somewhere by the window with a @ik and the faint sound of breaking

glass, I cursed but managed, by crawling about on my hands and knees, to find it again
and to press the switch. (EIGIEEEIEtOrE D

For a moment{was as near to
, as{Dhad ever been since my childhood. But instead of crying I drummed my

fists u'po' n the floorboards, EEERANSlenEEmEy until they throbbed.

It was S who brought me'to m by SSBD 2 little at my arm and then by

"Cking the hand I stretched out to her.
: thoroughly ashamed of myself, caimer and relieved, while

, an I heard that child’s IR

Cry borne on the gusts towards me.
susan Hill
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ol
v They looked at each other in dismay. Finally Loisel got dressed again. 'I'm going to go

R back the way we came,’ he said, 'to see if I can find it." He went out. She remained as
* 145  she was, still wearing her evening gown, not having the strength to go to bed, sitting
disconsolately on a chair by the empty grate, her mind a blank.

Her husband returned at about seven o'cdock. He had found nothing.

HEAWERE to the police station, GBS newspaper offices where iS0VeRIsed a reward,
toured the cab companies, and®iédlianywhere where the faintest of hopes led him. SHg

150 w4 for him all day long In the same distracted condition, thinking of the appalling-
catastrophe which had befallen them.

Loisel came back that evening, hollow-cheeked and very pale. He had not come up with
anything, :

‘Look,’ he said, ‘you'll have to write to your friend and say you broke the catch on her
155  necklace and you are getting it repaired. Thatll give us time to work out what well have

to do.’

{She virote to his dictatiod.
A week later they had lost all hope.

| 4° Loisel, who had aged five years, sald: ‘We'll have to start thinking about replacing the
160  necklace.'

: The next day W) took the case in which it had come and called on the jeweller whose
mﬂ name was inside, He looked through his order book.

“,;‘a 'It wasn't me that sold the actual necklace. I only supplied the case.’

Alter this, ghey trailed round jeweller's shops, looking for a necklace just like the other
165 one, trying to remember it, and both ill with worry and anxiety.

In a shop in the Palais Royal thgy found a diamond collar which #§#j thought was
identical to the one giily were looking for. It cost forty thousand francs. The jeweller was
prepared to let them have it for thirty-six.

They asked him not to sell it for three days. And Wiy got him to agree to take It back for
170  thirty-four thousand if the one that had been lost tuned up before the end of February,

Loisel had *wm his father had left him, He would have to
borrow the rest. Mw

He the money, a thousand francs here, five hundred there, sometimes a S Qi
hundred and as little as sixty. He signed notes, agreed to pay gxrbitantiratenol m
175 resorted to usurers and the whole tribe of qpmeyienders. He oHgagEd the

Lsh of his life, signed papers without knowing if he would ever be able to honour his
© commitments, and then, sick with worry about the future, the

aﬂf& , and the prospect of all the physical privation and mental torture ahead,

he went round to the jeweller’s to get the new necklace with the thirty-six thousand

180 |francs which he put on the counter.

When Madame Lolsel took it round, Madame Forestier said in a huff: ‘You ought really to
have brought it back sooner. I might have needed it.’

She did not open the case, as her friend had feared she might. If she had noticed the
. substitution, what would she have thought? What would she have said? Would she not
- i85  have concluded she was athief? .\ \ b,y puphasiees ids o Mens
A*»:L mmbeganforﬂadmnwm*Iﬁdmmmﬂﬂmﬂumv
and QEIEENY, she resigned herself to what she could not alter: their appalling debt

wLmaiwould have to be repaid. Shigiwas determined to pay. They dismissed the maid’
T raovad out of tholr apcatmant and ierted 310N room. gk selenes - dhe ls m
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his days, the angel's radiance had probably stione on this man's brow and on his fu
clothes, because It was known acmss the world: t e ng Ish were luc Well mouoht
Lev, I'm going to thglr country now and.Lm.anlnu.mmkn.__sh_m_ftﬂmm thefr

-  I've left Auror and that leaving of my home was hard and bitter, but my
' 150 timels mmlng

Rose Tremalrs
G““:;:" deas tho (e fesent the Ehweiey of lov s ﬂa"m“ﬂ; 6{',”“{”3
In four ansoer yoy hould wrke abouk!
- Lev's ) q about-Hicwg
- Lous a'uaui e Rt
-t ue b a- w o
JM" anden
= Refenence +o=: :
i vehon - 3 4 feell Hee Adu =
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up. She fastened it around her throat over her high-necked dress and sat looking st
herself in rapture, Then, diffidently, apprehensively, she asked: ‘Can you lend me this?
Nothing else. Just this,’

'gut of coursei;ﬁ hange 10 Emeanour reveds hep 4icK\enass

she &&-—— RISSEd Heraxtravagantly, and then ran home,
taking her treasure with her.

The day of the reception arrived. '
vemamthene, elegant, graceful, radlant, a . All the men looked at
her, enquired who she was, and asked to be Introduced. All the cabinet secretaries and

under-secretaries wanted to waltz with her \SHEWIFEVETRGUcE by S MInstE
himsell.
She danced gEstaticallyPWIdIMINORICSIE WIS plsasure, giving no thought to anything

else, swept along on her VISIHPESULy an , and ”
SERappinesy composed of and the

of complete and (EEEEEUMP@which Is so sweet to a woman's heart.

_ She left at about four in the morning. Since midnight her husband had been dozing in a
small, empty side-room with three other men whose wives were having an enjwabte
time.

He helped her on with her coat which he had fetched when It was time to go, il
SVERVAEY coat, a UIIONPISER coat violently at odds with the elegance of her dress. It
brought her down to earth, and she would have preferred to slip away quietly and avoid
being noticed by the other women who were being arrayed in rich.furs. But Loisel
grabbed her by the arm: ‘Wait a sec. You'll catch cold outside, 1'll go and get a cab.’

But and ran quickly down the stairs. When they were outside in the
street, there was no cab in sight. They began looking for one, hailing all the cabbies they
saw driving by in the distance.

They walked down to the Seine In desperation, . There, on the

embankment, they at last found one of those aged nocturnal hackney cabs which only
emerge In Paris after dusk,
It bore them back to their front door in the and they walked to"
their apartment,

Standing In front of the mirror, she took off the coat she had been wearing over her
shoulders, to get a last look at herself in all her glory, Suddenly she gave a cry. The
necklace was no longer round her throall

Her husband, who was already half undressed, asked: ‘What's up?’
She turned to him in a panic: ‘I TegMadame Forestier's necklacegg haven't got it!’
He straightened up as if thunderstruck: ‘What? ... But ... You can't have lost it!’

They looked In the pleats of her dress, in the folds of her coat, and In her pockets. They
- looked everywhere. They did not find it.

*Are you sure you still had it when you left the ballroom?’ he asked. ~ O\ Shontoent
‘Yes, I remember fingering it in the entrance hall.’ ,,--qﬁe,} huike
'But i you'd lost it in the street, we'd have heard it fall, So it must be in the cab,’ | ension
‘That’s right. That’s probably it. Did you get his number?’

‘No. Did you happen to notice it?’ ol e
—-— :

Pwsun Edexr.el International GcSE Engnsh Anthology
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after them; they’re very much In demand and not many are handed out to us clerks,
You'll be able to see all the big nobs there,’

She looked at him \gitablgjand sald ghomiys ‘And what am [ supposed to wear If I
do go?’

He had not thought of that. He blustered: ‘What about the dress you wear for the

theatre? It looks all right to me ..’ ThewordsusimNStHoamHENstotaly

UiSSCERedenddismayediby the sight of his wife who had begun to cry. w

mouth.
"What's up?' he stammered, 'What's the matter?’

Making a supreme effort, she controlled her sorrows and, wiping her damp cheeks,

replied quite calmly:

méodnamaky
Hent- He went on: ‘Oh come on, Mathilde, Look, what could it cost to get
% something sultable that would do for other occaslons, something falrly simple?’

She thought for a few moments,

and pained protests
some hesitation, she

said: 'I can't say precisely, but I daresay I could eg b’ﬁ 3?&5“,‘,‘,," Jnundred francs.’

N T
He turned slightly pale, for he had been ktﬂ buy a gun and
finance hunting trips the following summer in the flat landscape around Nanterre with a
few friends who went shooting larks there on Sundays. But he said: 'Very well. HIGHE

\OUVOUmfoURNURGREANTANGS. But do try and get a decent dress.”

The day of the reception drew near and Madame Loisel appeared sadpworiSianuious:;
Yet all her clothes were ready. One evening her husband said: *‘What’s up? You haven’t

half been acting funny these last few days.’

She replied: ‘It vexes me that I haven't got a single plece of jewellery, not one stone,
that I can put on.ﬂtﬂ almost as Soon not go to the
reception.’ D Smig- akic

‘Wear a @B’ he said. 'It’s all the rage this year, You could get two or three magnificent
roses for ten francs.’

She was not convinced. "No. ..When you're
with women who are rich.’ Preocaypled wiih apearances

But her husband exclaimed: ‘You aren't half silly! Look, go and see your friend, Madame
Forestier, and ask her to lend you some jewellery. You know her well enough for that.’

She gave a delighted cry: ‘You're right! I never thought of that!’

The next day she called on her friend and told her all about her problem, Madame
Forestier went over to a mirror-fronted wardrobe, took out a large casket, brought it
over, unlocked it, and said to Madame Loisel: ‘Choose whatever you like.”

At first she saw bracelets, then a rope n‘ and a Venetian cross made of Guigsand
admirably fashioned. She tried on the necklaces in the mirror, and could

hardly bear to take them off and give them back. She kept asking: | ENENOIGON
enpthifIBIRER, Gueotion vaueuld Insatiadle dest i

‘Yes, of course. Just look. I can't say what sort of thing you'll like best.’

\rony
All of a sudden, In a black satinwood case, she found a
ang ner lnea” Jegaito daut vl 'mraccerits Jesire. Her hands shook as she picked it
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N6 r@ge &fod v 09 3E‘Juﬂ: of Eﬁmf.rt“:u; “:Th he q
mnlﬂuntﬂﬁ-um The Road Home),. J
heoc! o v
On the coach, Lev chose a seut%md he sat phorch V
staring out at the land he was leaving: at the fields ofgunflowers '

ming; at the pig farms, at the quarries and rivers and at the wild @arlic
the edge of the road.

Lev wore a
handsome face wa and In his hands he

Wlﬂ old red
cotton handkerchfef and a dented pack o T He would be forty-
three. \ilcation of adhicHon/hard e ol m‘&"‘f’/ we of nervousNeor

After some miles, as the sun came up, Lev took out a cigarette and stuck It between his

lips, and the woman sitting next to him, a plump, contained person with moles like q
splashes of mud on her face, sald quickly:

y 7. lonelnras

Lev knew this, had kngWwn it in advance, had tried to prepare himself mentally for the
" long agony of it. But - something to
something thathaupromiSEimin - and all he could be bothered to do now was to nod,

just to show the woman that he'd heard what she'd said, reassure her that he wasn't
going to cause trouble; because there they would have to sit fo

ﬁ_mdl-m—w

by side with their separate aches and dreams, e Ush
r | paiprors e lon

jourrey @

nd then later, when they finally arrived in London, they would probabl Beaned exper‘erc

d or a look, walk out into a rainy moming,

- : was odd but necessary and already- q,,p;.‘huq -
fin which he wouldWireak hls alien o m
. He would hold himself

hadows in which to sit and smoke, demonstrate that he
: --}D\ on MEUCa

£ separotio
B0s) : I alli 6 ﬂngd?sn‘r-m f‘tﬂ{-, ’
There were two coz2 These men woulﬂ také tums to drive ahd to sleep. There 6?
was an on-board lavatory, so the only stops the bus would make would be for gas. At

as stations, the passengers would be able to clamber off, walk a few paces, GESINll#
h _. sun or rain on the road. They might

stretch up their arms, put on dark glasses against the onrush of nature's light, [SEKIGES
ABVERIEAN smoke and stare at the cars rushing by. Then they would be herded back
onto the coach, resume their old attitudes, for the next hundred miles,
for the , or the sudden gleam of a lake, for rain and

sunset and the approach of darkness on silent marshes. [fiEfENouI B EmHEsWRERH:

Sleeping upright was not something Lev was practised in. The old seemed to be able to i Pasklachs -
do It, but forty-two was not yet old. Lev's father, Stefan, sometimes used to sleep - [ ¥e of Yary
upright, in summer, on a hard wooden chair in his lunch break at the , with
the hot sun falling onto the slices of sausage wrapped In paper on his knee and onto his

.flask of tea. Both Stefan and Lev could slee

1 L
when s!e was i|| or agl!. m when his wife, , he'd

on an area of linoleum flooring no wider than his outstretched arm, between Marina's
nd a curtain patterned with pink and purple daisies, and sleep had come
and gone in @ mystifying kind of way, painting strange pictures in Lev's brain that had
' never completely vanished.,

Towards evening, after two stops for gas, the mole-flecked woman unwrapped a hard-

bolled egg. She peeled it silently. The smell of the egg reminded Lev of the sulphur

SPrirgs at or, where hie'd miar M2rina, FPESRatuscouidEure whatmamhad —> A
Pearson Edexcel International GCSE English Anthology
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' (3

KL eiiEes | dout on ojec
_>hiesvadlectac
she was one of those giféitty, deligh
themselves born the daughters of

Sl secial Qositie”

girls who, apparently by some error of fistg, get
. She had

Important man who would understand,

love, and marry her. So she went along with a proposal made by wpjunionsiamun the
Ministry of Education.

She dressed simply, being unable to afford anything better, but she was every whit as
unhappy as any daughter of good famlly who has come down In the world, Women have
nelther rank nor class, an

. Natural guile, instinctive elegance, and adaptabllity are what determines
their place in the hierarchy, and a girl of no birth to speak of may easily be the equal of
any society lady. Tegleds lnadicat® foua On sunfnes adeibukes

She was unhappy all the time, for she felt that she was lntended*
@NEBIIRUR). She was made unhappy by the run-down apartment they lived In, the
[EElRg walls, the GEESAEA chairs, and the Wilicurtains. Now all this, which any other
woman of her station might never even have noticed, was gagiaiiiko her and made her
very@IEI} The spectacle of the younBretoRSpEESENg girl who did the household chores
stirred sad regrets and impossible fancies. Siuipsamey of silent antechambers hung
with oriental tapestries, lit by tall, bronze candelabras, and offivo il footmen in liveried
breeches asleep in the huge armchairs, dozing in the fipavyfleat of a stove. il
QIEEMEEER great @awing-rooms@iressed with old silk, filled with fine furniture which
showed off trinkets beyond price, and of pretty little @iarlours, filled with ggrfumes and
just made for intimate talk at five in the afternoon with one’s closest friends who would
be the most famous and sought-after men of the day whose attentions were much
coveted and desired by all women.

When she sat down to dinner at the round table spread with aﬂfﬂdﬂﬂ
her husband who always lifted the lid of the soup-tureen and declared delightedly: gl
Stew! Splendid) ..", SHEIInSam of elegant
dinners, gleaming silverware, and tapestries which peopled the walls with sl
characters and strange birds in &iEMENNEY forests; she GHEEEN of exquisite dishes

served on fabulous china plates, of pretty compliments whispered into willing ears and
recelved with Sphinx-like smiles over the pink flesh of a trout or the wings of a hazel

hen.

And that was all she cared about; @ik
She would have given anything to be

popular, envied, attractive, and in demand.

She had a friend who was rich, a friend from her convent days, on whom she never

called now, for she was always so unhappy afterwards. Sometlr!'les, for days on end, she
would weep tears of - Lﬂ:? =Me\odramgl ¢

One evening her husband came home looking tHERIAiessENINIIRNSEN. In his hand he
brandished a large envelope.

‘Look,’ he said, ‘1've got something for you.’

She tore the paper flap eagerly and extracted a printed card bearing these words:

"The Minister of Education and Madame Georges Ramponneau request the pleasure
of the company of Monsieur and Madame Loisel at the Ministry Buildings on the

evening of 18 January.’

* Instead of being delighted 2s her husband had hoped, shegiiiii the invitation gEEuiSly
onto the table and ‘What earthly use is that to me?’

© ‘Bt darling 1 thought yau'd be hapav. You never go anywhere and it's an opportunity,

4 [niPngjd opportunity! {had the dickens of 2 Jobigetting titid afian invite, E‘ftw@y's

PBasarnn Edavieral Inkassablac ol @i = & &
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Madame Forestier stopped. ‘You mean you. bought a diamond. necklace to replace mine?
35 'Yes. And you pever noticed the difference, did you? They were exactly alike.’ And she

smiled » Innocent smile. |
Madame Forestler looked very upset and, taking both her hands In hers, sald:
'Oh, my poor Mathilde! But It was only a ecklace, It couldn't have been worth

much more than five hundred francs! .. g e 3
“& poes guy de Hauplmm

l?ﬁ&,éﬂﬂ\ﬁl ':-mm
:mv&ﬂﬂ.n ' \# 7" - ; Sea g

lwa

{



5

10

L=

-

W

—

‘She sat with
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\

The Story of an Hour

gnowing thatiMrs; Mallard was affiicted with a hegif trouble, great care was taken to
preak to her as gently as possible the news of.her hushand's death.

Jt was her sister dosephine who told her, in BrOKENSENIENEEY; velled hints that revealed
in half concealing. Her husband's friend RIENEREE was there, too, near her. It was he who
had been in the newspaper office when Intelligence of the ¥éllroadldisastes was received,
withm name leading the list of "killed," He had only taken the time to
assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and iidiNasten@dito forestall any €88
garefdl, less tender friend in bearing the sad message,

at once, with sudden,
she went away to her room

her sister's arms. When
alone.

—-——-——-——-—u-—--u Into this Sesanky,
préssed down by a PySIEE) exhaustion that haunted her body and Seemeditoreachuinte

She could see in the open square before her house the tops u@hat were all SHUIVER
ﬂ The as In the air. In the street below a
peddler was crying his wares. The notes of which some one was singing

reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were _ in the eaves.

There were qshowing here and there through (Pthat had met

and piled one above the other in the west facing her window.

back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless,

except when a: ame up into her throat and shook her, (SEEEG_G_—— itse!f

to sleep continues to in its dreams.

, whose lines bespoke fEpFESSIGR and even a

GErainistrénath. But now there was a dull stare in hEr whose gaze was fixed away
off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but

rather indicated a
There was SSieEHIRg coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfull q

ShETnomknoy; it was s(too)subtle and elusive to name. But she fel@B creeping out of
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(keen)and(Brighl. Her

oRLERGN that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed
puiseSIBEANAESY, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body.

at held her. A clear and

She did not stop to ask if it were or were

~ exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.

She knew that she would weep again when@s_aw the kind, tender W) folded in :
death; the Wl that had never looked save with Tove upon her,
But she saw S IESEENEmomenNaieno procession of years to come that would

belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.
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