English Department Unit 2 & 3 reading tasks September 2017

Tho wu Feelings

‘\.)

haviours

Impress‘l’ons

Practice questions

Key points to remember:

v Impressions = what do you think and feel about....

v' Highlight what is asked for in question;

v’ Track through the text from top to bottom;

v’ Systematically work through — point (adjective) /evidence
(quote);

v A range of points need to be made — consider personality/
appearance/ interaction with others/ description of place;

v’ Consider title/ tone/ language choices/ images/
presentational devices and structure in the text and respond
to these ideas in your answer. (consider the whole text)

v’ Time and marks:

* 5 marks = 7-8 minutes reading and answering the question;

* 10 marks = 15 minutes reading and answering the question;
v’ You’re aiming for:

* 4-5 points = 5 mark questions

*8-10 points = 10 mark question

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details
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Q: What impressions does Paul Birmingham give about kite-flying in this extract? [5 marks]

The joy of kite-flying — who knew?

It's taken me 34 years on pianet Earth to experience the thrili of flying 3 kie. | know, | know, what was
| doing as 3 child? Sadly, It seeme | Bved an unfulfiied, kReless childhood...

Homemade heaven

Earlier In the year my kitelessness ended when the family and | attended 3 local kite festival. Apart
from It being an awesome spectacle with giant oclopus, sharks and dragons fling the skies (3
speciacie 50 good it kept my Kids away from the fiashing swords and Ice cream selers %or a record-
breaking half an hour!) we got to make our own Kites. For Just 3 couple of pounds and the assistance
of some friendly folk on the stand, the chikiren had thelr very own kites and It was time 1o give them
ago...

Disappointingly, the kites were graat and the kids loved them. Yes, | did s3y ‘Gisappointingly’ and
the reason being that the kide required no help from me. They were happy with Just themeelves and
their new toys and | gidn’t get 3 look In! Even my three-year-0id %0id me, “Get off Daddy. Go away!”
Charming. But seriously, what joy from 3 piece of piastic, 3 coupie of sticks, tape and string. And
never faar, leave the kids long encugh and It's inevitabie that they'll get tangled-up, giving you the
perfact excuse 10 3sslst and show them how It's done!

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details
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Q: What impressions does Bill Bryson create of Llandudno in this extract? [10 marks]

33

A View of Llandudno

Liandudno is truly a fine and handsome place, built on a genercusly proportioned bay and lined
along its front with a huddic of prim but gracious nineteenth-century hotels. It was built as a
holiday resort in the mid-1800s and it cultivates a mice old-fashioned air,

When I arrived, 1 discovered that the town was packed with weekending pensioners. Coaches
from all over were parked along the side-streets. Every hotel [ called at was fu!l and in every
dining room T could see crowds of nodding white heads spooning soup and conversing happily.

Further along the front there stood a clutch of guesthouses and a few of them had vacancy signs
perched in their windows. 1 selected a place that looked reasonable enough from the outside — it
promised colour TV and coffee-making facilities, about all I require these days for a lively
Saturday night — but from the moment I set foot in the door and drew in the mildewy smell of
damp plaster and peeling wallpaper, I knew it was a bad choice, 1 was about to flee when the
proprietor appeared and revealed that a single room with breakfast could be had for £19.50 - little
short of a swindle, It was entirely out of the question that 1 would stay the night in such a dismal
place at such an extortionate price, so I said, “That sounds fine,” and signed in. Well, it’s so hard to
&y fo. :

My room was everything I expected it to be — cold and cheerless, with ugly furniture, grubbily
matted carpet and those mysterious efling stains that bring to mind a neglected corpse in the room
above. Pingers of icy wind slipped through the single, ill-fitting window. The curtains had to be
vanked violently hefore they would budge and came nowhere near meeting n the middle. There
was a tray of coffee things but the cups were disgusting and the spoon was Ism:l: to the tray. The
bathroom, faintly illuminated by a distant light activated by a length of string, had curling floor
tiles and years of accumulated muck packed into every comer and crevice. A bath was out of the
question, so [ threw some cold water on my face, dried it with a towel that had the texture of a
Weetabix and gladly went out. _

I had a long stroll along the prom to boast my appetite and pass an hour. It felt wonderful. The
nirwassﬁﬂgdaharpandtbcmwmn‘la soul about, though there were still lots of white heads in
the hotel lounges, all bobbing merrily about. T walked nearly the length of The Parade, enjoying
the chill autumn air and the trim handsomeness of the setting: a soft glow of hotels to the left and
an inky void of restless sea to my right.

I dined simply in a small, nondescript restaurant and afterwards set off to hunt for a pub.
Llandudno had surprisingly few of these vital institutions. I walked for some time before I found

one that looked even vaguely approachable. It was a typical town pub j::.-a:bﬂe_- stale, smoky, noisy
and busy: I sat at the bar for a while and, as sometimes happens in these circumstances, I had a

sudden urge to return to my seafront lodgings for an early mght.

In the morning, [ emerged from the guesthouse into a world drained of colour. The sky was low
and heavy and the sea vast, lifeless and grey. As [ walked along, rain began to fall.

{Adapted from ‘Notes from a Small Island" by Bill Bryson)

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details
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Al. Look at lines 15-31.
What impressions do you get of work in the mines from these lines?

You must refer to the text to SUppOIT VOUr ENSWer. [10]

In Johannesburg they spent two weeks waining us. We were all quite fit and strong, but nobody
could be sent down the mines until he had been made even s stronger. 50 they took us to a building
which they had heated with steam and they made us jump up and down on the benches for four
hours each day. They told us how we would be tken down into the mines and about the work we
would be expected to do. They talked to us about safety, and how the rock counld fall and crush us
if we were careless. They carmried in 2 man with no legs and put him on a table and made us listen
to him as he told us what had happened to him.

They tanght us Funagalo, which is the language used for giving orders underground. Itis a
strange language. There are many words for push, shove, camry, load, and no words for love, or
happiness, or the sounds which birds make in the moming.

Then we went down the shafts. They put us in cages, beneath great wheels, and these cages
shot down as fast as hawks falling on their prev. They had small trains down there and they took
us to the end of long, dark tunnels, which were filled with ereen rock and dost. My job was w
load rock after it had been blasted and I did this for ten hours every day.

I worked for vears in those mines, and I saved all my money. Other men spent it on women,
and drink and fancy clothes. I bought nothing. I sent the money home and then I bought cattle
with it. Slowly my herd got bigger.

I would have stayed in the mines, I suppose, had I not wimessed a temible thing. It happened
after [ had been there fifteen years. I had been given a much better job, as an assistant to a blaster.
They would not give us blasting jobs, as that was a job the white men kept for themselves, but I
was given the job of camrying explosives for a blaster. This was a good job and I liked the man I
worked for.

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details
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Q: What impressions does Bill Bryson create of Manchester as a city? [10 marks]

I ipok a irain 0 Manchesier and, having lefi home Eie, it was four o'cdock and peiting on for dark
by the time I emerped (rom Piccadilly siaion. The sireeis were shiny with raim, and basy with
iraffic and hurrying pedesirians, which pave Manchesier an anractive big-city fesl. For some
tdally insane reason, 1 had booked & foom in an expensive hotel, My foom waz on the eleventh
NMoor, bat it seemed like the sghiy-fifth, soch were the views. Manchesier seemed enormous — a
boundless sprawl of dim yellow lighis and sireeis filled with slow-moving irallic,
I played wi mE'Wmﬂ'mBﬂmMmmm%u{m and pat a pair of rowsers
innlve:mrrlmrﬁf lhmprimlmsdmmﬂmdwmmlmnvm rom [he experience
ever though 1 that the trousers would come owl with permanent pleas in the L places.
That done, | weni owl lor a walk and 1o find a place 1o el
I walked for some distance bui the only places 1 could [md were either the kind of aaional chaing
with big plasiic menas and dismal lood, or hodel dining rooms where you had 1o pay £27.95 lor
three courses of pompous description and overcooked disappoitiment.
Eveniaally | ended up n Chinatown, which announces i I-Jutmrldwlmal}limlnm'ﬁﬂmh
and then almost mmediasely losss hean. The betier-looking restauranis were packed, so 1 ended
upgmnglnmupulanpfwmnhmﬂwﬂﬂ:mmmll{umd the lood banely DK When the bill
camie, 1 moticed an exira change marked “S.07, "What's tha™ 1 said o the waitress, who had, 1
ghould like io nole, béen uncommonly surly throughoal,
“Service charpe'
I looked al her in e “Ihen i% there also a space here for a np?
She gave me a MmmE-m.;rthilh.w nl'lrua.ap 3
“Thal's terrible,’ 1 gasd. “You'ne just incki le inlo Upping [wice.”
She gave a keavy gigh, agil nl'l-ejll'l“::rl heenulfle'r:ﬂl:tprnra TM| 10 5w managery?
The ofler was made in A lone Chal suggesied thal il | were Lo see the manager il wouald be wilh
soviie of hig boys in & back alley 1 decided nol to press the maner, and ingtead remarned w the
gireeld and had a long, purposeles: walk through Manchesters dank and sirangsly (l-lil ginresia 1
I:Hfl"l remh:ntﬂ' i d:ﬂ:-f:fl:rm‘t I couldn’l say where 1 went exacily becanse Manchesiers siress
riously inditinguishable wo me. 1 Gl 1 was just in a kind of urban limbao.
I'-'mruiﬂ;fm mdad up hestide the preal darkhulknhm Arndale Cenire. What 8 monamenial
hmlmppinfﬁwmuﬁbenmrﬂrn ullplﬂp;huml;mheﬂ:hm shop
undercover bal al s ACTEE 0 REEE, A MasIve impedimen] o A |
walk 1 hlhehT:flnufﬂEulymﬂummmdmmmeamluuuulmﬂluﬁm
the world's largest kvatory, and mdeed as 1 passed np Cannon Sireet three young men with close-
heads and taitpoed arma were nging an ouizide wall for that purpose. It
rrmrmd:nmnﬂl 1 was geming ke and the srreets were awlully emply of respectable-
chaps like me, 20 1 decided 10 gt back 1o my hoie before pu:mlu:rmmimur_
Iulm e early nthdmfl the siree1s determined 1o form some fixed impression of the cry, My
problem with Manchesier, you see, is that | have no image of it, none ai all. 11 is an airport with a
cty amached. I 1 haven't god a very clear image of the u::ly.li'u:nm entired fall. “Shaping
Tomormw's City ‘Today” is nl'ﬁus]hx:ﬂmntm,l:mm[mhluﬂﬂmn: of two mends
abowul 18 place in he wordd. Al Cagilahield, Unrmhuﬁ . 'Hl..l.l]'ll!lth}' Cleani
res q:n:m

up old warekounses, recobbling the quaysides, puttin ]:arm of the old anc
Iootbridges and ecaliening about a generows HE!-EITI.I!I'I:'I!IL of old-[a henches and lampposia

F.].' the tiene they have finmked, yvou will ba able 1o see what life would have been like in ninetsenth-
m’;Munuhml:rﬂ'ﬂt:yhdhdnﬁm—bam:udm4mlillﬂhimm Salford Qaaye, on (he
and, they have done everything they can 1o oblierae the pagt, creating a kind of mini-
TZI:-ll]as on The site of (he once-booming docks of The Manchesier Shap Canal. 108 the mosl
extraordinary place — a huddle of plassy modern office baildings and exacurive (s in the middle
of & vast urban nowhere, all of them seemingly emply.

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details
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Q: What impressions does Enzo Calzaghe give of his son, Joe? [10 marks]

Relative Values

Fnzo Calzaghe talks abowt hix som, the boxer Joe Calzaghe,

I was brought up in Sardinia amd Sardinian culture is very simple: you're a foothall player, a
boxer, a waiter, or a cook. That's about it. | wanted Joo to be a foothall player, but he wasn't
picked for this and that, and then when he was cight, | gave him a punchball and he was pretty
good. 1 took ham to the gym, agexd 10, and the tramner saud: * You have an open-class kad.” | sasd:
“What docs that mean™ He said: “It means he's very, very good.™

Now 1'm not stupid. 1 know class, People say don't push your kKid, Bot 1'm completely the
opposite. 15 you™ve pot a kid with class — whether it’s im0 tenmis, studying or whatever — they ve
got to be pushed, becanse the day they don’t make i, they will say; “It"s becanse of my old
man. He didn’t give me any cneouragement” But then, if it all gees wrong and you did push
them, 'l be “Dad romed my hife™, 've never been scared of pushing Joe, becanse my son 1s
not & run-of-the-mill talent, He's a genius. | noticed that, and 1 was not going to ket him live a
normal life and destroy what 1°d spotted. There was something unigue there, Obviously, he
wanted to play with other kids, but | was trying to make him understand hiz ability.
Encooragement becme an order,

I'm a dad onby to the door of the gym. Then we're purcly fighter and traomer. We switch off.
Maoody i the gym? Joe's a paycho. That works Tor ws, That chemistry 1s cxactly what we need
im orider For me o push him, and him to want to be pushed. That™s the beauty of it In the lead-
up tooa fght, 1 call him a chameleon, a snake of different colours, He changes all the time. His
cyes po from passionate amd warm to cold and ice. 1 don™t get any commuonication oui of him.
He"s what you'd call amogant and psyched op. That's what 1 want o see

I mever think of the danger. At the end of the day, boxing s a sport, no worse than driving a car.
I"'ve got no reasen to be anxious or stressed. 10: his job and he does it well. Because [Mve
trancd him, | know he's better than the other guy so 1"ve never had the eyes of a father in the
ring. It sounds as if I'm a sadist but we love cach other to bits, 1 would never be training Joe if |
didn’t have the ability for it. A few years ago, there were some sclfish remarks in a newspaper.
They were saving he wasn't performing, even though he won, They were saying: “Change your
father as a tramer.” That hurt me becanse they wanted Joo to kave me. I'd got a win out of him
so what was the problem? 1 smd to Joe: “IT you want 1o go, go. But | don't deserve this.” Bt
wie roide that storm.

I don™t kmow why Joe has never got the recognition he deserves. The problem in Britain is they

love losers amd Joe has never had the respect. He's oo good for les own good < that's the
bevttom limes.

We've never been fempied o leave Wales, When you've got encugh, you've got enough, and
the warmth we have as a family — you couldn’t get that if you were a billonaire. You can't buy
lowe, The family i the most important thing, 1T the Gghting Gnished tomommow, my job is done.
I've been rewarded as a father and as a trainer. 1"'m happy — absolutely over the moon with

mysell.

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details
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Q: What impressions does James Cracknell give of what it was like to take part in the race? [10 marks]

Telephone interview with James Cracknell

In 2005, Olympic zold medal wirmer fames Cracknell and televizion presenter Ben Fopgla veere
rowing v the Afloudic Rowing Bace towards Anfizug in the Wesr Indies, Theyr Blisters and
pifer mjuries were 50 bad thar Fogls, with o nwollen finger, WasA T sine Bow minch lomger he
would ke able to corvy o Hogf thelr matn worry was (e fooricane bearidg down on the 237
hoat thut cowld blow them back toward: their storfing poi, the Canary Tslands. This is wihaf
James Crackeel] said n a telephones Daarviow daring e raos:

Since la=t Satarday, we have hardly made amy progress — just 100 miles in almost 2 week
We've experienced the worst weather they've ever had in the race and it looks as if it will
cortimee ol next Toesday

The burricane it=elf dida't kit us, et we got caught by stromg winds blowing in exactly the
arong direction 5o we had to put dowm the sea anchor For twa and 2 half davs we wers stuck
im our cabin, which is like beimg shut in 2 car boot. When the wind eased off, we were able 1o
sef off at midwight and rowr for seven hours, which took us over the 2,000 miles-{o-g0 mark
e celebrated with a chocolate bar But we keep having 1o stop beeause of the weather We've
lost 5o mary daye that we are starting having to ration our food. We wantad to do the race in
farty davs, and took enough food for fifty, but that looks optmistic now, 0 we've out our daily
ratiom of 3,000 czlores by $00. By the time we get to the last few davs, we will be having a
homrible time hecanse we've laft all the food we dom't 1ike arl then.

We've been thirsty as well 2= hmery, Earlier in the week, the machine which removes salt
from seawater broke and we nearly had to break into the fresh waater we camy &= ballast. We
could only drink fve to six litres 2 day, instead of ten

We haven't seen another boat since the day we s2t off s0 we dom't bnowr our position in the
race. The weather has brought out the differences in our competitive attitudes, so there has
been a bit of terciom. [ mind about being overtaken and I'm Eeemer to row in the rain than Ben
iz; he just wanis to get to the end. The race is a batde with vour mind and lile things can
become rezlly annoring.

I'm mot looking forward to the mext four days becasss we'rs poing to be stuck in the cabin
again. We're bored with tzlking to ach other, we've only pot ome pack of cands, and we've
plarad all the games we now We need to sleep 2= much as we can, but it gets really hot in the
cabin because the wind s so stromg that we have o Eeep the windows and hatch shut Out of 2
twelve-houar night we probably sleep for only two hours and spend the rest of the nizht trving to
zef com fortable. We slesp head to toe om 2 shelf that iz only the width of 2 shoulder and, just as
I am dozing off, I find Ben's foot in my mouth. It has been such a hard slop that both of = ane
strugzling wo find the excitem ant in this adveniare.

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details
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Q: What impressions does Orwell create of the working conditions in a coal mine? [10 marks]

The Road to Wigan Pier

The book from wikdch this extroct s fobex was firsf pubiished m 1937 giter Creorpe Oneil had wisied
the indwstrigl morth of Enpland.

When yon g0 down 2 coal mine it i important to oy and get to the coal face nhen the “Alles” are
at work. The machines are roaring and the air i Black with coal dust amd ywou can achzally ces
what the mimers have to do. At thoee times the place iz like kell, ar at any rate like my oon mental
pictare of hell. hiost of the things one imapines in hell are there, except the fire, for there is no fire

5 doem there except the fesble beams of lamps amd electric torckes whick searcely pemetrate the
clouds of coal dust

When you have finally sot there - and getiimz there iz a job in fself - vou crawd thromsh the last
lime of pit props and s== opposite you a shimy black wall thres o four feet kizh, This & the ooal
face. Overhead is the smeath ceiling made by the rock from whick the coal has been coat;

10 umdemeath ic the rock apain, so that the space vou are in is only as hizh 2z the ledgze of coal miself,
probably mot much more than three feet Most chocking of all & the friphtfol, deafening din from
the conveyer helt which carries the coal away. The air & foul, the heat is unbearable and you
caemct pee very far, becawce the fop of coal dust throws back the beam of your lamp, but wow can
see the line of kneeling mean drving their chovels usder the fallen @oal and finging it eeifty aver

15  their left cshomlders. They are fosding it oo o the comveyor belt, 2 movimz rubber belt a couple of
feet wide which nms belied thers, Diowe this belt a glittaring river of coal races constandy. Ina
biz mine it ks carmyving away several toos of coal every minute. The coal & shat imdo tubs and then
drapsed to the capes and haisted o the outer 2ir

It is mpossible to watch the “fillers’ 2t work without feeling 2 pang of envy for thedr touphness. It

2] & a dreadfid job that they do, an alwmost supsrhmman job by the standards of an crdimary person.
They are mot only shifting monstroos quastities of coal, but they also kave to rexsain kneeling all
the while. They could handly rise from their keess wathoot hittep the ceiling, and vou can sasily
see by trying it what 2 remendows effort this means. Shovelling is comparatively easy when you
are standing up; keesling dowm, the whole of the soein is throem on your 2mm and somach

25 museles And the other conditioss do not exzcidy make things easier There iz the heat - it varies
but i some mines it is suffocating - and the coal dwst that sheffs up wour throat amd nostrils and
collects alonz vour syelids, and the umending ractle of the conveyar belt, whick in that confined
space iz rather like the rattle of 2 machine-zum. Bat the fillers look and work 2 though they were
made of inom.

3 It is omly whes vou bepin making 2 fewr calonlaticns that vou realise what 2 shependous sk the
'fillers" are performing. Eack man is shifting @oal at a speed of about toe tons an bour. T have just
enguph experience of working =itk a skavel to be 2ble to prasp wiat this mearns, When I diz my
garden I mipht shift two tons of earth in an aftemoon. Baot I dor't bave to work Eneeling down, a
thouzard feet underpronnd, n suffocating bheat and swallondnp coal dust with every breath I rake.

35 The miner’s job would be 2 moch beyond my power as it would be to perform oo the flving
trapere or to ik the Gramd Mational 1 am mot & mangal labourer apd please God [ never skall be
one, bat teere are come kinds of manual werk that I cowld do if T kad to. At a pinch I coald be a
tolerable road-sweeper or am inefficient sardemer or even a tenth-rate farm hand. But by =0
coneeivable amount of effort or traimng conld I become a poal-miner; the woek would kGl me in a

Al fewrmeeks

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details
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Q: What impressions does Orwell give of Sheffield in these lines? [10 marks]

SHEFFIELD

The passage printed below was written by George (drwell in 1937 after he
visited the industrial north of England.

ShefMicld, | suppose, could justly claim o be called the upliest town in the world, Tis
inhabitanis, whis waml it b be preseminent in everything, very likely do make thal claim Gor it.
It has a populsion of hall a million amd it contamns fewer decent bulldings than the average
East Anglian village of Gve hndred, And the stench! IT @ mre moments yoo stop smelling
sulphner it 15 becanse you have bepum smelbhing gas. BEven the shallow mver thid mons throegh the
town 15 wsually bright yellow with some chemical or olber. Once [ halied n the strest and
counted the factory chimneys | could see; there were thirty-three of them, bot there would have
heen far more il the @ir had nol been obsoored by smokee, Une scene especially Imgers in my
mind. A frightful patch of waste groand (somchow, op thene, a paich of waste groansd atians a
squalor thal would be impossible even in London) trampled hare of prass and liftered with
newspapers and old scepans, To the fight an solated row of gaunt foor-roomesd. booses, dark
red, blackened by smoke. To the left an interminable vista of factory chimmeys, chimbey
beyomd chimney, fading away into a dim blackish haze. Behind me a railway embankment
maidle of the slag from Termaces. In frond, acmoss the patch of waste proand, o bailding: of med
and yellow brick, with the gign “Thomas Groocock, Haulsge Contractor”. AL night, when you
canmol see (he hideous shapes of the hooses and the blackness of everything, a town like
Shelheld asomes a kind of sinister magnificence. Sometimes the drifis of smoke e msy wilh
sulphuor, and serrated lames, like circular saws, squeese themselves oul of the factory
chimneys, Through the open doors of the foundries youo ses lery serpents of iron being haoled
to anl fro by redBt boys, and you hear the whaz and thamg of sieam kammers and the scream
of the iron ander the blow.

I do mot helieve that there is anything inherently or unavoidably ugly ahowt industrinlism.
A [actory of even a gasworks B ool obliged of s own sabure o be ugly, any moe than a
palace or a dog-kennel or a cathedral. It all depends on the architectaral tradition of the period.
The industrial towns of the Morth are ugly becasse they happen to have heen haill ot a time
when modern owthods of steel-constrocton aml smoke-abatement were umknown, and when
cveryone was oo busy making money 1o think about anything else. They go on being ugly
larpely becase the Morthemers have pol nsed io that kind of thing and dio nol nolbice it Many
of the people m Sheffield, or Manchester, if they smelled the ar aloag the Comish cliffs would
probably declare that it had no taste in il Buot gince the war, industry has tended 1o shifi
simibward and in doing so has prown almost attractive. The typical post-war [@chory 15 nol a
gaual barrack o an awial chaos of Mackness and belching clhanmeys; il s a glitering wihate
structure of concrete, glass and steel, surrounded by green lawns and beds of talips. Look at ihe
laciories youo pass as you travel ool of London. They may not be aesthetic iromphs, bail
certainly they are nod ugly in the same way as the Sheffeld gasworks.

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details
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Q: What impressions do you get of Ambreen Sadiq? [10 marks]

Ambreen Sadig, Muslim Girl Boxer, aims to

combat prejudice to succeed in the ring
Ruth Gledhill

Few mirls, kel albone Mushim girls, can expect 1o pick up a pair of boxing gloves and
go oul fighting. Bui Ambreen Sadig, a 154ear-old schoolgirl from Bradford, has
overcome opposition from her community o win her latest fight, and = aiming for the
2012 Clympics, having already atlended one raning sessson wilth the Englamnd squad.
Hailed as a *pioneer’ by the Amateur Boxing Association, Ambreen has already won the
national female championship for her age and weight.

She first became involved with the sport three years ago when she accompanied her
brother to a local boxing club, and has now been nominated in the female category of
the Junsor Sports Personaliny of the Year al this years Brilish Asian Sports Awards,
Her coach, MNaz Jalil, said, “I think it%s brilliant that one of my pupils has been selected,
You get some mixed feedback from the Asian community, but with this being the Asian
aports Awards, there is now an acceplance of what she 13 doing; 10 gives her a patl on the
hack and the support she needs.”®

He said Ambreen paid no atlention 1o those who disapproved of her boxing lor
cultural reasons, and she would continue 1o compete in preparation for June's national
championships and work towards competing internationally. “Ambreen i= a talented
and dedicated boxer, but she’s alzo a strong and determined character and knows she's
g the support of her family, friends and coach, and that's all she needs. She doesn't
listen o negative comments.”

In the ring, Ambreen transforms from a shy Muoslim girl in traditional dress o a
rapid-fire Mghting machine in shorts, vest and ponytail. She admits, though, her colture
and religion sometimes make it hard for her. *People go to my mum and dad and say
“Tell your danghier not o box. Ii's not good. I brings shame to the culiure.” When they
say stull hke that, 1 do feel really down. 1 feel like they should be supporting me and be
prowd of me, It's what I want to do and [ think I'm good atic Tt really upsets me and pets
to me, 1 just want to prove them wrong.”

A spokesman for the Muslim Council of Britain sasd, “We would not take a position
against this" He did say some Muslim scholars, however, did regard boxing as
“inhumane’. Ayesha Abdeen, vice-chair of the Mushm Womens Sports Foundation,
said: *“We believe thal women should have an opportunity 1o take part in sport and keep
fit and healthy, A Muslim woman boxer | would say is quite rare”

Martin LRley, regional coach for the Amsteur Boxing Association, said Ambreen Sadig
was one of the vop female boxers in Britain: “There are other Muslim girl hoxers but
nol al thes competitive level. She 13 proneering as far a8 Mushim s are concerned n
boxing.”

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details
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English Department Unit 2 & 3 reading tasks September 2017

Read lines 1 to 30.

111 What impressions do you get of Colum’s mother in these lines? [10 marks]

You must use the fext to support yvour answer.

The narrator of this passage is Colum McCann and he is looking back on his childhood
in Ireland.

One of the many things my brother, Corrigan, and | loved about our mother was that she was
a fine musician. She kept a small radio on top of the piano in the living room of our house in
Dublin and on Sunday afternoons, after scanning through whatever radio stations we could find,
she raised the lid of the piano, spread her dress out at the wooden stool and tried to follow the
piece of music from memory. Our mother played with a natural touch, even though she suffered
from a hand which she had broken many times. We never knew the origin of the break; it was
something left in silence. When she finished playing, she would lightly rub the back of her wrist.
After all these years | can still sit in the museum of those afternoons and recall the light spilling
across the carpet. At times our mother put her arms around us both, and then guided our hands
s0 we could clang down hard on the piano keys. It is not fashionable anymore, | suppose, to
have a regard for one’s mother in the way my brother and | had then, in the mid-1950s, when
the noise outside the window was mostly wind and sea. One looks for the chink in the armour
such as the leg of the piano stool shorter than the other or the sadness that would detach us
from her, but the truth is we enjoyed each other, all three of us, and never so evidently as those
Sundays when the rain fell grey over Dublin and the squalls blew against the window.

Our father, a physicist, had left us years before. A cheque, postmarked in London, arrived
through the letter box once a week. Never a note, just a cheque which spun in the air as it fell.
We ran to bring it fo our mother. She slipped the envelope under a flowerpot on the kitchen
windowsill and the next day it was gone. Nothing was ever said.

The only other sign of our father was a wardrobe full of old suits in our mother's bedroom. Our
mother found us one afternoon, dressed in his grey suits with the sleeves rolled up and the
trousers held up by elastic bands. We were marching round when she came in and froze in the
doorway, the room so quiet we could hear the radiator tick.

‘Well' she said, as she knelt on the ground in front of us. Her face spread out in a grin that
seemed to pain her. 'Come here.” She kissed us both on the cheek. "Now run along. We slipped
out of our father's old clothes and left them in a puddle on the floor. Later that night we heard
the clang of the coat hangers as she hung the suits.

Over the years there were the usual tantrums and bloody noses and our mother had to deal with
the whispers of the neighbours, sometimes even the attentions of the local widowers but for the
most part things stretched comfortably in front of us.

*Remember to join the HWB class — see your teacher for further details




