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Instructions to candidates

	Do not open this examination paper until instructed to do so.

	Write a literary commentary on one passage only.

 The maximum mark for this examination paper is [20 marks].

Instructions destinées aux candidats

	N’ouvrez pas cette épreuve avant d’y être autorisé(e).

	Rédigez un commentaire littéraire sur un seul des passages.

 Le nombre maximum de points pour cette épreuve d’examen est de [20 points].

Instrucciones para los alumnos

	No abra esta prueba hasta que se lo autoricen.

	Escriba un comentario literario sobre un solo pasaje.
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Write a literary commentary on one of the following:

1.
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2.

Five Lemons
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Here are five lemons from the poet’s garden,
the colour of white gold and icy sunshine,
flooded with green around the pointed nipples.
My younger daughter cuts one into quarters,
careful of fingers, bites the white-furred pith out,
devours the quartz-white segments with her eyes shut,
sighing and swaying in the sharp enjoyment.

Here are four lemons from the poet’s garden:
one perched on three, a perfect tetrahedron.
The poet’s widow showed me where to pick them,
kindly and shrewd, helping me find the best ones,
holding the branch down while I snapped the stalks off,
the cold breeze in our faces from the mountain.
We’ll halve this one and squeeze it over couscous.

Here are three lemons from the poet’s garden
still in the bowl, turned in a neat triangle,
yellower now.  My elder daughter chooses,
after long thought, one for her still-life painting,
the twisted leaves like green airplane-propellers
with a Cezanne pear and a Braque violin,
fractured into art-deco Cubist slices.

Here are two lemons from the poet’s garden
below his tall house on the terraced hillside,
red earth black-pitted with his fallen olives
between the gnarled trunks trailing silver foliage,
beside the boulders of the dusty torrent
rainless above that sea of sparkling turquoise.
The juice is perfect for a tuna salad.

Here is a lemon from the poet’s garden,
the last of them.  Long is the poet gone,
silent his grave on the hilltop under the cypress,
long the shadows drawn by moon and sun
out from the low walls and high gate of the graveyard.
I press the waxy peel to my face and breathe it.
There are no words for what the fragrance tells me.

Grevel Lindop, Playing With Fire, Carcanet Press Ltd 2006
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