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2 6  Compare how poets present the ways that people are affected by war in 
‘War Photographer’ and in one other poem from ‘Power and conflict’.

 [30 marks]
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War Photographer

In his darkroom he is finally alone 
with spools of suffering set out in ordered rows.
The only light is red and softly glows,
as though this were a church and he
a priest preparing to intone a Mass.
Belfast. Beirut. Phnom Penh. All flesh is grass.

He has a job to do. Solutions slop in trays
beneath his hands, which did not tremble then
though seem to now.  Rural England.  Home again 
to ordinary pain which simple weather can dispel, 
to fields which don’t explode beneath the feet
of running children in a nightmare heat.

Something is happening. A stranger’s features 
faintly start to twist before his eyes,
a half-formed ghost.  He remembers the cries 
of this man’s wife, how he sought approval 
without words to do what someone must 
and how the blood stained into foreign dust.

A hundred agonies in black-and-white 
from which his editor will pick out five or six 
for Sunday’s supplement. The reader’s eyeballs prick 
with tears between the bath and pre-lunch beers. 
From the aeroplane he stares impassively at where
he earns his living and they do not care.

Carol Ann Duffy
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2 6  Compare how poets present the ways people are affected by difficult experiences in 
‘Remains’ and in one other poem from ‘Power and conflict’.

 [30 marks] 
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Remains
 
On another occasion, we get sent out 
to tackle looters raiding a bank.
And one of them legs it up the road, 
probably armed, possibly not.

Well myself and somebody else and somebody else
are all of the same mind,
so all three of us open fire.
Three of a kind all letting fly, and I swear
 
I see every round as it rips through his life –
I see broad daylight on the other side.
So we’ve hit this looter a dozen times 
and he’s there on the ground, sort of inside out,
 
pain itself, the image of agony.
One of my mates goes by 
and tosses his guts back into his body. 
Then he’s carted off in the back of a lorry.
 
End of story, except not really. 
His blood-shadow stays on the street, and out on patrol 
I walk right over it week after week. 
Then I’m home on leave.  But I blink 
 
and he bursts again through the doors of the bank. 
Sleep, and he’s probably armed, possibly not.
Dream, and he’s torn apart by a dozen rounds. 
And the drink and the drugs won’t flush him out –

he’s here in my head when I close my eyes,
dug in behind enemy lines,
not left for dead in some distant, sun-stunned, sand-smothered land
or six-feet-under in desert sand, 
 
but near to the knuckle, here and now,
his bloody life in my bloody hands.

  Simon Armitage

 

Turn over for Section C 
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0 2  Compare how poets present ideas about power and control in ‘London’ and in one other 
poem from ‘Power and conflict’. 

[30 marks]
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London 

I wander through each chartered street, 
Near where the chartered Thames does flow, 
And mark in every face I meet
Marks of weakness, marks of woe.
 
In every cry of every man,
In every infant’s cry of fear,
In every voice, in every ban, 
The mind-forged manacles I hear: 
 
How the chimney-sweeper’s cry 
Every black’ning church appalls,
And the hapless soldier’s sigh 
Runs in blood down palace walls.
 
But most through midnight streets I hear
How the youthful harlot’s curse 
Blasts the new-born infant’s tear, 
And blights with plagues the marriage hearse.

  William Blake 

  

END  OF  QUESTIONS  
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0 2 Compare how poets present ideas about conflict in ‘Bayonet Charge’ and in one other 
poem from ‘Power and conflict’. 

[30 marks] 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   Poem not reproduced here due to third-party copyright restrictions

 

END  OF  QUESTIONS  
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2 6 Compare how poets present the effects of power in ‘My Last Duchess’ and in one other 
poem from ‘Power and conflict’.

  [30 marks] 
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My Last Duchess

Ferrara 
 
That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall,
Looking as if she were alive.  I call 
That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf’s hands 
Worked busily a day, and there she stands.
Will’t please you sit and look at her?  I said 
‘Frà Pandolf’ by design, for never read 
Strangers like you that pictured countenance,
The depth and passion of its earnest glance, 
But to myself they turned (since none puts by 
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)
And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst, 
How such a glance came there; so, not the first 
Are you to turn and ask thus.  Sir, ’twas not 
Her husband’s presence only, called that spot 
Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps 
Frà Pandolf chanced to say ‘Her mantle laps 
Over my lady’s wrist too much,’ or ‘Paint 
Must never hope to reproduce the faint 
Half-flush that dies along her throat’: such stuff 
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 
For calling up that spot of joy. She had 
A heart – how shall I say? – too soon made glad, 
Too easily impressed; she liked whate’er 
She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 
Sir, ’twas all one! My favour at her breast,
The dropping of the daylight in the West, 
The bough of cherries some officious fool 
Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule
She rode with round the terrace – all and each 
Would draw from her alike the approving speech, 
Or blush, at least. She thanked men, – good! but thanked
Somehow – I know not how – as if she ranked 
My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 
With anybody’s gift.  Who’d stoop to blame 
This sort of trifling?  Even had you skill 
In speech – (which I have not) – to make your will 
Quite clear to such an one, and say, ‘Just this 
Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss,
Or there exceed the mark’ – and if she let 
Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set
Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse, 
– E’en then would be some stooping; and I choose 
Never to stoop.  Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt, 
Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without 
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Much the same smile?  This grew; I gave commands; 
Then all smiles stopped together.  There she stands 
As if alive. Will’t please you rise? We’ll meet
The company below, then.  I repeat, 
The Count your master’s known munificence 
Is ample warrant that no just pretence
Of mine for dowry will be disallowed; 
Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed 
At starting, is my object. Nay, we’ll go
Together down, sir.  Notice Neptune, though, 
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 
Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me!

   Robert Browning

Turn over for Section C 


