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1. Write an essay on any one of the following topics:     30 

a) The Pleasures of Poetry 

b) Shakespeare’s tragic heroes 

c) Literature and Film 

d) Social media and the teenage student 

2. Write a substance of the following and add a critical note:   12+8 

 

a)   Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art— 

Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night 

And watching, with eternal lids apart, 

Like nature’s patient, sleepless Eremite, 

The moving waters at their priestlike task 

Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores, 

Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask 

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors— 

No—yet still stedfast, still unchangeable, 

Pillow’d upon my fair love’s ripening breast, 

To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest, 

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 

And so live ever—or else swoon to death. 

 

      Or 

 

b) I still remember the day my father took me to the Cemetery of Forgotten Books for the first 

time. It was the early summer of 1945, and we walked through the streets of a Barcelona trapped 



beneath ashen skies as dawn poured over Rambla de Santa Mònica in a wreath of liquid copper. 

Shortly after the Civil War, an outbreak of cholera had taken my mother away. We buried her in 

Montjuïc on my fourth birthday. The only thing that I can recall is that it rained all day and all 

night, and that when I asked my father whether heaven was crying, he couldn’t bring himself to 

reply. Six years later my mother’s absence remained in the air around us, a deafening silence that 

I had not yet learned to stifle with words. My father and I lived in a modest apartment on Calle 

Santa Ana, a stone’s throw from the church square. The apartment was directly above the 

bookshop, a legacy from my grandfather, that specialized in rare collectors’ editions and 

secondhand books – an enchanted bazaar, which my father hoped would one day be mine. I was 

raised among books, making invisible friends in pages that seemed cast from dust and whose smell 

I carry on my hands to this day. As a child I learned to fall asleep talking to my mother in the 

darkness of my bedroom, telling her about the day’s events, my adventures at school, and the 

things I had been taught. I couldn’t hear her voice or feel her touch, but her radiance and her 

warmth haunted every corner of our home, and I believed, with the innocence of those who can 

still count their age on their ten fingers, that if I closed my eyes and spoke to her, she would be 

able to hear me wherever she was. Sometimes my father would listen to me from the dining room, 

crying in silence.   

 

 


