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Section A: Poetry

WILLIAM BLAKE: Songs of Innocence and Experience

1 Either (a) With reference to two poems, discuss ways in which Blake presents adults in 
positions of care or responsibility for children.

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following poem, paying particular attention to the poetic 
methods by which it presents the story.

The Little Girl Found

All the night in woe,
Lyca’s parents go:
Over vallies deep,
While the desarts weep.

Tired and woe-begone,
Hoarse with making moan:
Arm in arm seven days,
They trac’d the desart ways.

Seven nights they sleep,
Among shadows deep:
And dream they see their child
Starv’d in desart wild.

Pale thro’ pathless ways
The fancied image strays,
Famish’d, weeping, weak
With hollow piteous shriek

Rising from unrest,
The trembling woman prest,
With feet of weary woe;
She could no further go.

In his arms he bore,
Her arm’d with sorrow sore:
Till before their way,
A couching lion lay.

Turning back was vain,
Soon his heavy mane,
Bore them to the ground;
Then he stalk’d around.

Smelling to his prey,
But their fears allay,
When he licks their hands:
And silent by them stands.
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They look upon his eyes
Fill’d with deep surprise:
And wondering behold,
A spirit arm’d in gold.

On his head a crown
On his shoulders down,
Flow’d his golden hair.
Gone was all their care.

Follow me he said,
Weep not for the maid:
In my palace deep,
Lyca lies asleep.

Then they followed,
Where the vision led:
And saw their sleeping child,
Among tygers wild.

To this day they dwell
In a lonely dell
Nor fear the wolvish howl,
Nor the lions growl.
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SYLVIA PLATH: Ariel

2 Either (a) Referring to two poems in your answer, discuss ways in which Plath presents 
extreme emotional states.

 Or (b) Comment closely on how the structure and language of the following poem develop 
its meaning.

The Night Dances

A smile fell in the grass.
Irretrievable!

And how will your night dances
Lose themselves. In mathematics?

Such pure leaps and spirals—
Surely they travel

The world forever, I shall not entirely
Sit emptied of beauties, the gift

Of your small breath, the drenched grass
Smell of your sleep, lilies, lilies.

Their flesh bears no relation.
Cold folds of ego, the calla,

And the tiger, embellishing itself—
Spots, and a spread of hot petals.

The comets
Have such a space to cross,

Such coldness, forgetfulness.
So your gestures flake off—

Warm and human, then their pink light
Bleeding and peeling

Through the black amnesias of heaven.
Why am I given

These lamps, these planets
Falling like blessings, like flakes

Six-sided, white
On my eyes, my lips, my hair

Touching and melting.
Nowhere.
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Songs of Ourselves

3 Either (a) ‘… Woman! Rise, assert thy right!’

   In the light of this quotation, discuss ways in which two poems present a woman’s 
voice.

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following poem, considering ways in which its language 
and imagery present the complexities of a relationship.

Marrysong

He never learned her, quite. Year after year
that territory, without seasons, shifted
under his eye. An hour he could be lost
in the walled anger of her quarried hurt
on turning, see cool water laughing where
the day before there were stones in her voice.
He charted. She made wilderness again.
Roads disappeared. The map was never true.
Wind brought him rain sometimes, tasting of sea –
and suddenly she would change the shape of shores
faultlessly calm. All, all was each day new;
the shadows of her love shortened or grew
like trees seen from an unexpected hill,
new country at each jaunty helpless journey.
So he accepted that geography, constantly strange.
Wondered. Stayed home increasingly to find
his way among the landscapes of her mind.

Dennis Scott
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Section B: Prose

HENRY JAMES: Washington Square

4 Either  (a) ‘At a late stage of the novel, Catherine recognizes her aunt’s meddlesome folly.’

   In the light of this, discuss the role and characterization of Mrs Penniman.
   
 Or (b) Comment closely on the following passage, paying particular attention to ways in 

which it presents Dr Sloper’s attitudes to Catherine and Morris Townsend.

It was a regular custom with the family in Washington Square to go and spend 
Sunday evening at Mrs Almond’s. On the Sunday after the conversation I have just 
narrated this custom was not intermitted; and on this occasion, towards the middle of 
the evening, Doctor Sloper found a reason to withdraw to the library with his brother-
in-law, to talk over a matter of business. He was absent some twenty minutes, and 
when he came back into the circle, which was enlivened by the presence of several 
friends of the family, he saw that Morris Townsend had come in, and had lost as 
little time as possible in seating himself on a small sofa beside Catherine. In the 
large room, where several different groups had been formed, and the hum of 
voices and of laughter was loud, these two young persons might confabulate, as 
the Doctor phrased it to himself, without attracting attention. He saw in a moment, 
however, that his daughter was painfully conscious of his own observation. She 
sat motionless, with her eyes bent down, staring at her open fan, deeply flushed, 
shrinking together as if to minimize the indiscretion of which she confessed herself 
guilty.

The Doctor almost pitied her. Poor Catherine was not defiant; she had 
no genius for bravado; and as she felt that her father viewed her companion’s 
attentions with an unsympathizing eye, there was nothing but discomfort for her 
in the accident of seeming to challenge him. The Doctor felt, indeed, so sorry for 
her that he turned away, to spare her the sense of being watched; and he was so 
intelligent a man that, in his thoughts, he rendered a sort of poetic justice to her 
situation.

‘It must be deucedly pleasant for a plain, inanimate girl like that to have a 
beautiful young fellow come and sit down beside her, and whisper to her that he 
is her slave – if that is what this one whispers. No wonder she likes it, and that she 
thinks me a cruel tyrant; which of course she does, though she is afraid – she hasn’t 
the animation necessary – to admit it to herself. Poor old Catherine!’ mused the 
Doctor; ‘I verily believe she is capable of defending me when Townsend abuses me!’

And the force of this reflection, for the moment, was such in making him feel 
the natural opposition between his point of view and that of an infatuated child, 
that he said to himself that he was perhaps after all taking things too hard, and 
crying out before he was hurt. He must not condemn Morris Townsend unheard. He 
had a great aversion to taking things too hard; he thought that half the discomfort 
and many of the disappointments of life come from it; and for an instant he asked 
himself whether, possibly, he did not appear ridiculous to this intelligent young man, 
whose private perception of incongruities he suspected of being keen. At the end of 
a quarter of an hour Catherine had got rid of him, and Townsend was now standing 
before the fireplace in conversation with Mrs Almond.

‘We will try him again,’ said the Doctor. And he crossed the room and joined his 
sister and her companion, making her a sign that she should leave the young man 
to him. She presently did so, while Morris looked at him, smiling, without a sign of 
evasiveness in his affable eye.

‘He’s amazingly conceited!’ thought the Doctor; and then he said, aloud, ‘I am 
told you are looking out for a position.’
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‘Oh, a position is more than I should presume to call it,’ Morris Townsend 
answered. ‘That sounds so fine. I should like some quiet work – something to turn an 
honest penny.’

‘What sort of thing should you prefer?’
‘Do you mean what am I fit for? Very little, I am afraid. I have nothing but my 

good right arm, as they say in the melodramas.’
‘You are too modest,’ said the Doctor. ‘In addition to your good right arm you 

have your subtle brain. I know nothing of you but what I see; but I see by your 
physiognomy that you are extremely intelligent.’

‘Ah,’ Townsend murmured, ‘I don’t know what to answer when you say that. You 
advise me, then, not to despair?’

And he looked at his interlocutor as if the question might have a double 
meaning. The Doctor caught the look and weighed it a moment before he replied. ‘I 
should be very sorry to admit that a robust and well-disposed young man need ever 
despair. If he doesn’t succeed in one thing, he can try another. Only, I should add, 
he should choose his line with discretion.’

 Chapter 9
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MAXINE HONG KINGSTON: The Woman Warrior

5 Either (a) ‘My American life has been such a disappointment.’

   Discuss ways in which the narrator’s perception of America is presented in the novel.

 Or (b) Discuss in detail the writing of the following passage, commenting on ways in which 
it presents the Mother’s strength and determination in her fight with the ghost.

She did not know whether she had fallen asleep or not when she heard 
a rushing coming out from under the bed. Cringes of fear seized her soles as 
something alive, rumbling, climbed the foot of the bed. It rolled over her and landed 
bodily on her chest. There it sat. It breathed airlessly, pressing her, sapping her. ‘Oh, 
no. A Sitting Ghost,’ she thought. She pushed against the creature to lever herself 
out from underneath it, but it absorbed this energy and got heavier. Her fingers 
and palms became damp, shrinking at the ghost’s thick short hair like an animal’s 
coat, which slides against warm solidity as human flesh slides against muscles and 
bones. She grabbed clutches of fur and pulled. She pinched the skin the hair grew 
out of and gouged into it with her fingernails. She forced her hands to hunt out eyes, 
furtive somewhere in the hair, but could not find any. She lifted her head to bite but 
fell back exhausted. The mass thickened.

She could see the knife, which was catching the moonlight, near the lamp. Her 
arm had become an immensity, though, too burdensome to lift. If she could only 
move it to the edge of the bed, perhaps it would fall off and reach the knife. As if 
feeding on her very thoughts, the ghost spread itself over her arm.

A high ringing sound somewhere had grown loud enough so that she heard 
it, and she understood that it had started humming at the edge of her brain before 
the ghost appeared. She breathed shallowly, panting as in childbirth, and could not 
shout out. The room sang, its air electric with the ringing; surely someone would 
hear and come help.

Earlier in the night, on the other side of the ringing, she could hear women’s 
voices talking. But soon their conversations had ceased. The school slept. She could 
feel that the souls had gone travelling; there was a lightness not in the dormitory 
during the day. Without looking at the babies on her back or in their cribs, she had 
always been able to tell – after the rocking and singing and bedtime stories and 
keeping still not to startle them – the moment when they fell asleep. A tensing goes 
out of their bodies, out of the house. Beyond the horror in the ghost room, she felt 
this release throughout the dormitory. No one would come to see how she was 
doing.

‘You will not win, Boulder,’ she spoke to the ghost. ‘You do not belong here. And 
I will see to it that you leave. When morning comes, only one of us will control this 
room, Ghost, and that one will be me. I will be marching its length and width; I will be 
dancing, not sliding and creeping like you. I will go right out that door, but I’ll come 
back. Do you know what gift I will bring you? I’ll get fire, Ghost. You made a mistake 
haunting a medical school. We have cabinets full of alcohol, laboratories full. We 
have a communal kitchen with human-sized jars of oil and cooking fat, enough to 
burn for a month without our skipping a single fried meal. I will pour alcohol into my 
washbucket, and I’ll set fire to it. Ghost, I will burn you out. I will swing the bucket 
across the ceiling. Then from the kitchen my friends will come with the lard; when 
we fire it, the smoke will fill every crack and corner. Where will you hide, Ghost? I will 
make this room so clean, no ghost will ever visit here again.

‘I do not give in,’ she said. ‘There is no pain you can inflict that I cannot endure. 
You’re wrong if you think I’m afraid of you. You’re no mystery to me. I’ve heard of 
you Sitting Ghosts before. Yes, people have lived to tell about you. You kill babies, 
you cowards. You have no power over a strong woman. You are no more dangerous 
than a nesting cat. My dog sits on my feet more heavily than you can. You think 
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this is suffering? I can make my ears ring louder by taking aspirin. Are these all the 
tricks you have, Ghost? Sitting and ringing? That is nothing. A Broom Ghost can 
do better. You cannot even assume an interesting shape. Merely a boulder. A hairy 
butt boulder. You must not be a ghost at all. Of course. There are no such things as 
ghosts.’

 Shaman

50
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Stories of Ourselves

6 Either (a) Compare the presentation of violence in two stories from the selection.

 Or (b) Paying close attention to the writing of the following passage, discuss ways in which 
it presents Mr Mitra’s view of the gathering.

He felt bored; and he noticed a few others, too, some of whom he knew, looking 
out of place. Shraddh ceremonies weren’t right without their mixture of convivial 
pleasure and grief; and he couldn’t feel anything as complete as grief. He’d known 
Anjali slightly; how well do you know your wife’s distant relations, after all? He’d 
known more about her academic record, one or two charming anecdotes to do 
with her success at school, her decent first-class degree, and about her husband, 
Gautam Poddar, diversifying into new areas of business, than about her.

‘Saab?’
Thank God! A man was standing before him with a platter of sandesh – he 

picked up one; it was small and soft; he took a tiny bite. It must be from Banchharam 
or Nepal Sweets; it had that texture. There was another man a little farther away, 
with a tray of Fanta and Coca-Cola. Mr Mitra hesitated for a second and then walked 
towards the man. He groped for a bottle that was less cold than the others; he had a 
sore throat developing.

‘Mr Mitra!’
There was a man smiling widely at him, a half-empty Coke bottle with a straw 

in one hand.
‘I hope you remember me; or do I need to introduce myself?’
‘No, I don’t remember you; but I spoke to someone at the club just the other day 

who looks very like you, a Mr Amiya Sarbadhikari,’ said Mr Mitra jovially, taking a 
sip of faintly chilled Fanta. A large painting of a middle-aged woman holding flowers 
faced them.

They talked equably of recent changes in their companies, catching up 
from where they’d left it in their last exchange; then to their children, and a brief 
disagreement about whether civil engineering had a future as a career today.

‘Oh, I think so,’ said Mr Sarbadhikari, ‘certainly in the developing world, in the 
Middle East, if not in the West.’ His Coke bottle was now almost empty; he held 
it symbolically, putting off finishing the dregs to a moment later. There was an 
uneasiness in their conversation, though, as if they were avoiding something; it 
was their being here they were avoiding. Of course, people never remembered the 
dead at shraddh ceremonies; they talked about other things; but that forgetfulness 
occurred effortlessly. In this case, the avoidance was strategic and self-conscious; 
the conversation tripped from subject to subject.

‘Mr Mitra, all this Coke has swollen my bladder,’ said Sarbadhikari suddenly, 
‘and, actually, from the moment I stepped in …’

From his manner it looked like he was familiar with Talukdar’s flat. Gathering the 
folds of his dhuti in one hand, he turned histrionically and padded off in the direction 
of a bathroom door. A child, the only one among the people who’d come, ran from 
one end of the hall to the other. There were a few people on the balcony; Mr Mitra 
decided to join them.

‘I told them,’ a woman was saying to a companion, ‘this is no way to run a shop; 
if you don’t exchange a purchase, say so, but don’t sell damaged goods.’

He quietly put down the bottle of Fanta on the floor. There wasn’t much of a 
view; there was the wall, which ran towards the street you couldn’t see, and another 
five-storeyed building with little, pretty balconies. Below him was the porch to the 
left, and the driveway, which seemed quite close. A young woman, clearly not a 
maidservant, was hanging towels from the railing in one of the balconies opposite.

 Real Time
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Turn to page 12 for Question 7.
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Section C: Drama

ARTHUR MILLER: All My Sons

7 Either (a) ‘Mother:  Joe, Joe…it don’t excuse it that you did it for the family.
   Keller:  It’s got to excuse it.’

   With this exchange in mind, write about Miller’s dramatic presentation of the Keller 
family in the play.

 Or (b) Making close reference to the language and action of the extract below, discuss how 
an audience might react as the play draws to a close.

Keller [pleading]: Christ, a man can’t be a Jesus in this world!

Chris: I know all about the world. I know the whole crap story. 
Now listen to this, and tell me what a man’s got to be! 
[Reads] “My dear Ann: …” You listening? He wrote this 
the day he died. Listen, don’t cry … listen! “My dear Ann: 
It is impossible to put down the things I feel. But I’ve got 
to tell you something. Yesterday they flew in a load of 
papers from the States and I read about Dad and your 
father being convicted. I can’t express myself. I can’t tell 
you how I feel—I can’t bear to live any more. Last night I 
circled the base for twenty minutes before I could bring 
myself in. How could he have done that? Every day 
three or four men never come back and he sits back 
there doing business. … I don’t know how to tell you 
what I feel … I can’t face anybody … I’m going out on 
a mission in a few minutes. They’ll probably report me 
missing. If they do, I want you to know that you mustn’t 
wait for me. I tell you, Ann, if I had him here now I could 
kill him—” [KELLER grabs letter from CHRIS’s hand 
and reads it.] [After a long pause] Now blame the world. 
Do you understand that letter?

Keller [he speaks almost inaudibly]: I think I do. Get the car, 
I’ll put on my jacket. [He turns and starts slowly for the 
house, MOTHER rushes to intercept him.]

Mother: Why are you going? You’ll sleep, why are you going?

Keller: I can’t sleep here. I’ll feel better if I go.

Mother: You’re so foolish. Larry was your son too, wasn’t he? 
You know he’d never tell you to do this.

Keller [looking at letter in his hand   ]: Then what is this if it isn’t 
telling me? Sure, he was my son. But I think to him they 
were all my sons. And I guess they were, I guess they 
were. I’ll be right down. [Exits into house.]

Mother [to CHRIS, with determination]: You’re not going to take 
him!

Chris: I’m taking him!

Mother: It’s up to you, if you tell him to stay he’ll stay. Go and tell 
him!

Chris: Nobody could stop him now.
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Mother: You’ll stop him! How long will he live in prison?—are 
you trying to kill him?

Chris [holding out letter   ]: I thought you read this!

Mother [of Larry, the letter   ]: The war is over! Didn’t you hear?—
it’s over!

Chris: Then what was Larry to you? A stone that fell into the 
water? It’s not enough for him to be sorry. Larry didn’t 
kill himself to make you and Dad sorry.

Mother: What more can we be!

Chris: You can be better! Once and for all you can know there’s 
a universe of people outside and you’re responsible to 
it, and unless you know that you threw away your son 
because that’s why he died.

 [A shot is heard in the house. They stand frozen for a 
brief second. CHRIS starts for porch, pauses at step, 
turns to ANN.]

Chris: Find Jim! [He goes on into the house and ANN runs up 
driveway. MOTHER stands alone, transfixed.]

Mother [softly, almost moaning]: Joe … Joe … Joe … Joe …

 [CHRIS comes out of house, down to MOTHER’s arms.]

Chris [almost crying]: Mother, I didn’t mean to …

Mother: Don’t, dear. Don’t take it on yourself. Forget now. Live. 
[CHRIS stirs as if to answer.] Shhh … [She puts his 
arms down gently and moves towards porch.] Shhh … 
[As she reaches porch steps she begins sobbing, as]

THE CURTAIN FALLS

Act 3
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: Measure for Measure

8 Either (a) Discuss the presentation and dramatic significance of Escalus in the play.

 Or (b) Making close reference to the language and action of the extract below, discuss how 
an audience might react as the following exchange develops.

Duke: I never heard the absent Duke much detected 
for women; he was not inclin’d that way.

Lucio: O, sir, you are deceiv’d.

Duke: ’Tis not possible.

Lucio: Who – not the Duke? Yes, your beggar of fifty; 
and his use was to put a ducat in her clack-
dish. The Duke had crotchets in him. He would 
be drunk too; that let me inform you.

Duke: You do him wrong, surely.

Lucio: Sir, I was an inward of his. A shy fellow was 
the Duke; and I believe I know the cause of his 
withdrawing.

Duke: What, I prithee, might be the cause?

Lucio: No, pardon; ’tis a secret must be lock’d within 
the teeth and the lips; but this I can let you 
understand: the greater file of the subject held 
the Duke to be wise.

Duke: Wise? Why, no question but he was.

Lucio: A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow.

Duke: Either this is envy in you, folly, or mistaking; 
the very stream of his life, and the business he 
hath helmed, must, upon a warranted need, 
give him a better proclamation. Let him be but 
testimonied in his own bringings-forth, and 
he shall appear to the envious a scholar, a 
statesman, and a soldier. Therefore you speak 
unskilfully; or, if your knowledge be more, it is 
much dark’ned in your malice.

Lucio: Sir, I know him, and I love him.

Duke: Love talks with better knowledge, and 
knowledge with dearer love.

Lucio: Come, sir, I know what I know.

Duke: I can hardly believe that, since you know not 
what you speak. But, if ever the Duke return, 
as our prayers are he may, let me desire you 
to make your answer before him. If it be honest 
you have spoke, you have courage to maintain 
it; I am bound to call upon you; and I pray you 
your name?

Lucio: Sir, my name is Lucio, well known to the Duke.

Duke: He shall know you better, sir, if I may live to 
report you.

Lucio: I fear you not.
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Duke: O, you hope the Duke will return no more; or 
you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite. But, 
indeed, I can do you little harm: you’ll forswear 
this again.

Lucio: I’ll be hang’d first. Thou art deceiv’d in me, friar. 
But no more of this.

 Canst thou tell if Claudio die to-morrow or no?

Duke: Why should he die, sir?

Lucio: Why? For filling a bottle with a tun-dish. I would 
the Duke we talk of were return’d again. This 
ungenitur’d agent will unpeople the province 
with continency; sparrows must not build in 
his house-eaves because they are lecherous. 
The Duke yet would have dark deeds darkly 
answered; he would never bring them to light. 
Would he were return’d! Marry, this Claudio is 
condemned for untrussing. Farewell, good friar; 
I prithee pray for me. The Duke, I say to thee 
again, would eat mutton on Fridays. He’s not 
past it yet; and, I say to thee, he would mouth 
with a beggar though she smelt brown bread 
and garlic. Say that I said so. Farewell.

[Exit.

Duke: No might nor greatness in mortality
 Can censure scape; back-wounding calumny
 The whitest virtue strikes. What king so strong
 Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue?

Act 3, Scene 2
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TENNESSEE WILLIAMS: The Glass Menagerie

9 Either (a) Discuss Williams’s presentation of different kinds of selfishness in the play.

 Or (b) With close reference to the language and action of the following extract, discuss 
Williams’s dramatic presentation of the tension between dreams and reality at this 
point in the play.

Legend on Screen: ‘ANNUNCIATION’. Fade with music.

 [It is early dusk on a spring evening. Supper has just 
been finished in the Wingfield apartment. AMANDA 
and LAURA in light-coloured dresses are removing 
dishes from the table, in the upstage area, which is 
shadowy, their movements formalized almost as a 
dance or ritual, their moving forms as pale and silent 
as moths.

 TOM, in white shirt and trousers, rises from the table 
and crosses towards the fire-escape.]

Amanda [as he passes her]: Son, will you do me a favour?

Tom: What?

Amanda: Comb your hair! You look so pretty when your hair is 
combed! [TOM slouches on sofa with evening paper. 
Enormous caption ‘Franco Triumphs’.] There is only 
one respect in which I would like you to emulate 
your father.

Tom: What respect is that?

Amanda: The care he always took of his appearance. He 
never allowed himself to look untidy. [He throws 
down the paper and crosses to fire-escape.] Where 
are you going?

Tom: I’m going out to smoke.

Amanda: You smoke too much. A pack a day at fifteen cents a 
pack. How much would that amount to in a month? 
Thirty times fifteen is how much, Tom? Figure it 
out and you will be astounded at what you could 
save. Enough to give you a night-school course 
in accounting at Washington U! Just think what a 
wonderful thing that would be for you, Son!

 [TOM is unmoved by the thought.]

Tom: I’d rather smoke. [He steps out on the landing, letting 
the screen door slam.]

Amanda: [sharply]: I know! That’s the tragedy of it. …

 [Alone, she turns to look at her husband’s picture.]

 [DANCE MUSIC: ‘ALL THE WORLD IS WAITING 
FOR THE SUNRISE!’]

Tom [to the audience]: Across the alley from us was the 
Paradise Dance Hall. On evenings in spring the 
windows and doors were open and the music came 
outdoors. Sometimes the lights were turned out 
except for a large glass sphere that hung from the 
ceiling. It would turn slowly about and filter the dusk 
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with delicate rainbow colours. Then the orchestra 
played a waltz or a tango, something that had a slow 
and sensuous rhythm. Couples would come outside, 
to the relative privacy of the alley. You could see 
them kissing behind ash-pits and telegraph poles.

 This was the compensation for lives that passed like 
mine, without any change or adventure.

 Adventure and change were imminent in this year. 
They were waiting around the corner for all these 
kids.

 Suspended in the mist over Berchtesgaden, caught 
in the folds of Chamberlain’s umbrella –

 In Spain there was Guernica!

 But here there was only hot swing music and liquor, 
dance halls, bars, and movies, and sex that hung in 
the gloom like a chandelier and flooded the world 
with brief, deceptive rainbows. …

 All the world was waiting for bombardments!

 [AMANDA turns from the picture and comes 
outside.]

Amanda [sighing]: A fire-escape landing’s a poor excuse for a 
porch. [She spreads a newspaper on a step and sits 
down gracefully and demurely as if she were settling 
into a swing on a Mississippi veranda.] What are you 
looking at?

Tom: The moon.

Amanda: Is there a moon this evening?

Tom: It’s rising over Garfinkel’s Delicatessen.

Amanda: So it is! A little silver slipper of a moon. Have you 
made a wish on it yet?

Tom: Um-hum.

Amanda: What did you wish for?

Tom: That’s a secret.

Amanda: A secret, huh? Well, I won’t tell mine either. I will be 
just as mysterious as you.

Tom: I bet I can guess what yours is.

Amanda: Is my head so transparent?

Tom: You’re not a sphinx.

Amanda: No, I don’t have secrets. I’ll tell you what I wished 
for on the moon. Success and happiness for my 
precious children! I wish for that whenever there’s a 
moon, and when there isn’t a moon, I wish for it, too.

Scene 5
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