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War of the Worlds
You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to
answer this question.

Write about how Wells presents the Martians. How are they important to the novel as a
whole?

In your response you should:

» refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
» show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
+ refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

And this thing | saw! How can | describe it? A monstrous tripod, higher than many
houses, striding over the young pine trees, and smashing them aside in its career; a
walking engine of glittering metal, striding now across the heather; articulate ropes of
steel dangling from it, and the clattering tumult of its passage mingling with the riot of
the thunder. A flash, and it came out vividly, heeling over one way with two feet in the
air, to vanish and reappear almost instantly as it seemed with the next flash, a hundred
yards nearer. Can you imagine a milking-stool tilted and bowled violently along the
ground? That was the impression those instant flashes gave. But instead of a milking-
stool imagine it a great body of machinery on a tripod stand.

Then suddenly the trees in the pine-wood ahead of me were parted, as brittle
reeds are parted by a man thrusting through them; they were snapped off and driven
headlong, and a second, huge tripod appeared, rushing, as it seemed, headlong
towards me. And | was galloping hard to meet it! At the sight of the second monster
my nerve went altogether. Not stopping to look again, | wrenched the horse’s head
hard round to the right, and in another moment the dog-cart had heeled over upon
the horse; the shafts smashed noisily, and | was flung sideways and fell heavily into a
shallow pool of water.

| crawled out almost immediately, and crouched, my feet still in the water, under a
clump of furze. The horse lay motionless (his neck was broken, poor brute!), and by
the lightning flashes | saw the black bulk of the overturned dog-cart, and the silhouette
of the wheel still spinning slowly. In another moment the colossal mechanism went
striding by me, and passed uphill towards Pyrford.

Seen nearer, the thing was incredibly strange, for it was no mere insensate machine
driving on its way. Machine it was, with a ringing metallic pace, and long flexible
glittering tentacles (one of which gripped a young pine tree) swinging and rattling about
its strange body. It picked its road as it went striding along, and the brazen hood that
surmounted it moved to and fro with the inevitable suggestion of a head looking about
it. Behind the main body was a huge thing of white metal like a gigantic fisherman’s
basket, and puffs of green smoke squirted out from the joints of the limbs as the
monster swept by me. And in an instant it was gone.

So much | saw then, all vaguely for the flickering of the lightning, in blinding high
lights and dense black shadows.

© WJEC CBAC Ltd. (C720U20-1)




20

War of the Worlds

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to
answer this question.

Write about how Wells presents the narrator at different points in the novel.

In your response you should:

* refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
» show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
« refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

Abruptly | heard a noise without, the run and smash of slipping plaster, and the
triangular aperture in the wall was darkened. | looked up and saw the lower surface
of a Handling Machine coming slowly across the hole. One of its gripping limbs curled
amidst the débris; another limb appeared, feeling its way over the fallen beams. |
stood petrified, staring. Then | saw through a sort of glass plate near the edge of the
body the face, as we may call it, and the large dark eyes of a Martian peering, and
then a long metallic snake of tentacle came feeling slowly through the hole.

| turned by an effort, stumbled over the curate, and stopped at the scullery door.
The tentacle was now some way, two yards or more, in the room, and twisting and
turning with queer sudden movements, this way and that. For a while | stood fascinated
by that slow, fitful advance. Then, with a faint, hoarse cry, | forced myself across the
scullery. | trembled violently; | could scarcely stand upright. | opened the door of the
coal-cellar, and stood there in the darkness, staring at the faintly lit doorway into the
kitchen, and listening. Had the Martian seen me? What was it doing now?

Something was moving to and fro there, very quietly; every now and then it tapped
against the wall, or started on its movements with a faint metallic ringing, like the
movement of keys on a split-ring. Then a heavy body — | knew too well what — was
dragged across the floor of the kitchen towards the opening. Irresistibly attracted, |
crept to the door and peeped into the kitchen. In the triangle of bright outer sunlight |
saw the Martian in its Briareus of a Handling Machine, scrutinizing the curate’s head.
| thought at once that it would infer my presence from the mark of the blow | had given
him.

| crept back to the coal-cellar, shut the door, and began to cover myself up as
much as | could, and as noiselessly as possible, in the darkness, among the firewood
and coal therein. Every now and then | paused rigid, to hear if the Martian had thrust
its tentacle through the opening again.
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War of the Worlds

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to
answer this question.

Write about some of the ways people react to the Martian invasion. How are these
reactions presented at different points in the novel?

In your response you should:

« refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
» show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
« refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

The arrival of a second fighting-machine drove us from our peephole into the
scullery, for we feared that from his elevation the Martian might see down upon us
behind our barrier. At a later date we began to feel less in danger of their eyes, for
to an eye in the dazzle of the sunlight outside our refuge must have been blank
blackness, but at first the slightest suggestion of approach drove us into the scullery
in heart-throbbing retreat. Yet terrible as was the danger we incurred, the attraction
of peeping was for both of us irresistible. And | recall now with a sort of wonder that,
in spite of the infinite danger in which we were between starvation and a still more
terrible death, we could yet struggle bitterly for that horrible privilege of sight. We
would race across the kitchen in a grotesque way between eagerness and the dread
of making a noise, and strike each other, and thrust and kick, within a few inches of
exposure.

The fact is that we had absolutely incompatible dispositions and habits of thought
and action, and our danger and isolation only accentuated the incompatibility. At
Halliford | had already come to hate the curate’s trick of helpless exclamation, his
stupid rigidity of mind. His endless muttering monologue vitiated every effort | made
to think out a line of action, and drove me at times, thus pent up and intensified,
almost to the verge of craziness. He was as lacking in restraint as a silly woman. He
would weep for hours together, and | verily believe that to the very end this spoiled
child of life thought his weak tears in some way efficacious. And | would sit in the
darkness unable to keep my mind off him by reason of his importunities. He ate more
than | did, and it was in vain | pointed out that our only chance of life was to stop in the
house until the Martians had done with their pit, that in that long patience a time might
presently come when we should need food. He ate and drank impulsively in heavy
meals at long intervals. He slept little.

As the days wore on, his utter carelessness of any consideration so intensified
our distress and danger that | had, much as | loathed doing it, to resort to threats, and
at last to blows. That brought him to reason for a time. But he was one of those weak
creatures, void of pride, timorous, anaemic, hateful souls, full of shifty cunning, who
face neither God nor man, who face not even themselves.
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War of the Worlds

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to
answer this question.

War of the Worlds is about the struggle for survival. Write about the struggle for survival
at different points in the novel and how H.G. Wells presents this.

In your response you should:

« refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
» show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
« refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

‘Very likely these Martians will make pets of some of them,; train them to do tricks
- who knows? — get sentimental over the pet boy who grew up and had to be Kkilled.
And some, maybe, they will train to hunt us.’

‘No, | cried, ‘that’s impossible! No human being—"’

‘What'’s the good of going on with such lies?’ said the artilleryman. ‘There’s men
who'd do it cheerful. What nonsense to pretend there isn’t!’

And | succumbed to his conviction.

‘If they come after me,” he said - ‘Lord! if they come after me!’ and subsided into a
grim meditation.

| sat contemplating these things. | could find nothing to bring against this man’s
reasoning. In the days before the invasion no one would have questioned my
intellectual superiority to his — I, a professed and recognized writer on philosophical
themes, and he, a common soldier — and yet he had already formulated a situation
that | had scarcely realized.

‘What are you doing?’ | said presently. ‘What plans have you made?’

He hesitated.

‘Well, it’s like this,” he said. ‘What have we to do? We have to invent a sort of life
where men can live and breed, and be sufficiently secure to bring the children up.
Yes — wait a bit, and I'll make it clearer what | think ought to be done. The tame ones
will go like all tame beasts; in a few generations they’ll be big, beautiful, rich-blooded,
stupid - rubbish! The risk is that we who keep wild will go savage — degenerate
into a sort of big savage rat. ... You see, how | mean to live is underground. I've
been thinking about the drains. Of course, those who don’t know drains think horrible
things; but under this London are miles and miles — hundreds of miles — and a few
days’ rain and London empty will leave them sweet and clean. The main drains are big
enough and airy enough for anyone. Then there’s cellars, vaults, stores, from which
bolting passages may be made to the drains. And the railway tunnels and subways.
Eh? You begin to see? And we form a band - able-bodied, clean-minded men. We're
not going to pick up any rubbish that drifts in. Weaklings go out again.’

‘As you meant me to go?’

‘Well - | parleyed, didn’'t I?’

‘We won't quarrel about that. Go on.

‘Those who stop obey orders. Able-bodied, clean-minded women we want also
- mothers and teachers. No lackadaisical ladies — no blasted rolling eyes. We can’t
have any weak or silly. Life is real again, and the useless and cumbersome and
mischievous have to die. They ought to die. They ought to be willing to die. It’s a sort
of disloyalty, after all, to live and taint the race.
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War of the Worlds

You have one hour to answer this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to
answer this question.

Write about how Wells presents the destruction and panic caused by the Martians at
different points in the novel.

In your response you should:

« refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
» show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
« refer to the contexts of the novel [40]

If one could have hung that June morning in a balloon in the blazing blue above
London every northward and eastward road running out of the tangled maze of
streets would have seemed stippled black with the streaming fugitives, each dot a
human agony of terror and physical distress. | have set forth at length in the last
chapter my brother’s account of the road through Chipping Barnet, in order that
my readers may realise how that swarming of black dots appeared to one of those
concerned. Never before in the history of the world had such a mass of human
beings moved and suffered together. The legendary hosts of Goths and Huns, the
hugest armies Asia has ever seen, would have been but a drop in that current. And
this was no disciplined march; it was a stampede—a stampede gigantic and terrible—
without order and without a goal, six million people unarmed and unprovisioned,
driving headlong. It was the beginning of the rout of civilisation, of the massacre of
mankind.

Directly below him the balloonist would have seen the network of streets far and
wide, houses, churches, squares, crescents, gardens—already derelict—spread out
like a huge map, and in the southward blotted. Over Ealing, Richmond, Wimbledon,
it would have seemed as if some monstrous pen had flung ink upon the chart.
Steadily, incessantly, each black splash grew and spread, shooting out ramifications
this way and that, now banking itself against rising ground, now pouring swiftly over
a crest into a new-found valley, exactly as a gout of ink would spread itself upon
blotting paper.

And beyond, over the blue hills that rise southward of the river, the glittering
Martians went to and fro, calmly and methodically spreading their poison cloud over
this patch of country and then over that, laying it again with their steam jets when it
had served its purpose, and taking possession of the conquered country. They do
not seem to have aimed at extermination so much as at complete demoralisation
and the destruction of any opposition.

They exploded any stores of powder they came upon, cut every telegraph,
and wrecked the railways here and there. They were hamstringing mankind. They
seemed in no hurry to extend the field of their operations, and did not come beyond
the central part of London all that day. It is possible that a very considerable number
of people in London stuck to their houses through Monday morning. Certain it is that
many died at home suffocated by the Black Smoke.

Until about midday the Pool of London was an astonishing scene. Steamboats
and shipping of all sorts lay there, tempted by the enormous sums of money offered
by fugitives, and it is said that many who swam out to these vessels were thrust
off with boathooks and drowned. About one o'clock in the afternoon the thinning
remnant of a cloud of the black vapour appeared between the arches of Blackfriars
Bridge. At that the Pool became a scene of mad confusion, fighting, and collision,
and for some time a multitude of boats and barges jammed in the northern arch
of the Tower Bridge, and the sailors and lightermen had to fight savagely against
the people who swarmed upon them from the riverfront. People were actually
clambering down the piers of the bridge from above.

© WJEC CBAC Ltd. (C722U20-B)



18

War of the Worlds

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this question.

You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole novel to
answer this question.

In War of the Worlds the Martian invasion causes law and order to break down. Write
about some of the times that law and order breaks down and how Wells presents this
in the novel.

In your response you should:

* refer to the extract and the novel as a whole
» show your understanding of characters and events in the novel
* refer to the contexts of the novel. [40]

He saw few fugitives until, in a grass lane towards High Barnet, he happened
upon two ladies who became his fellow travellers. He came upon them just in time
to save them.

He heard their screams, and, hurrying round the corner, saw a couple of
men struggling to drag them out of the little pony-chaise in which they had been
driving, while a third with difficulty held the frightened pony’s head. One of the
ladies, a short woman dressed in white, was simply screaming; the other, a dark,
slender figure, slashed at the man who gripped her arm with a whip she held in her
disengaged hand.

My brother immediately grasped the situation, shouted, and hurried towards the
struggle. One of the men desisted and turned towards him, and my brother, realising
from his antagonist’s face that a fight was unavoidable, and being an expert boxer,
went into him forthwith and sent him down against the wheel of the chaise.

It was no time for pugilistic chivalry and my brother laid him quiet with a kick,
and gripped the collar of the man who pulled at the slender lady’s arm. He heard
the clatter of hoofs, the whip stung across his face, a third antagonist struck him
between the eyes, and the man he held wrenched himself free and made off down
the lane in the direction from which he had come.

Partly stunned, he found himself facing the man who had held the horse’s head,
and became aware of the chaise receding from him down the lane, swaying from
side to side, and with the women in it looking back. The man before him, a burly
rough, tried to close, and he stopped him with a blow in the face. Then, realising
that he was deserted, he dodged round and made off down the lane after the
chaise, with the sturdy man close behind him, and the fugitive, who had turned now,
following remotely.
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