A-level English Language and Literature
Transition activities

Task 1
Read the two passages below, then
Either
Write 400-500 words on how Viv Albertine describes her first encounter with the music of the Beatles. Comment on her use of language and any contextual factors that may be significant.

Or
Write 400-500 words on how Beatrice Grimshaw describes her first experience of diving. Comment on her use of language and any contextual factors that may be significant.


Task 2
Write an article or blog post of 400-500 words about your first experience of something that made a big impression on you.
(One of the things you will be asked to do on the English Language and Literature course is to write a piece of ‘creative non-fiction’ – that is, to write about something real in a creative way. Try to use a range of techniques to make your writing vivid and engaging.)
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Glossary

the tender — the man who looks after the diving equipment
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In this chapter from her book Clothes, Clothes, Clothes, Music, Music, Music, Boys,
Boys, Boys, published in 2014, musician and writer Viv Albertine recalls her first
introduction, at the age of 10, to the music of The Beatles.

I'm at my babysitter Kristina’s house, my first time in a big girl’s room. There are no dolls
or teddy bears anywhere. On her bed is a‘gonk; a round red cushion with a long black
felt fringe, no mouth, big feet. Her bedspread is purple and she’s painted her furniture
purple too. In the middle of the floor is a record player, a neat little box covered in white
leatherette, it looks a bit like a vanity case. Flat paper squares with circles cut out of the
middle are scattered around the floor. Kristina opens the lid of the record player and
takes a shiny liquorice-black disc out of one of the wrappers, puts it onto the central
spindle and carefully lowers a plastic arm onto the grooves. There’s a scratching sound. |
have no idea what'’s going to happen next.

Boys' voices leap out of the little speaker - ‘Can’t buy me love!’No warning. No
introduction. Straight into the room. It’s the Beatles.

I don’t move a muscle whilst the song plays. | don’t want to miss one second of it. | listen
with every fibre of my being. The voices are so alive. | love that they don't finish the word
love - they give up on it halfway through and turn it into a grunt. The song careens
along, only stopping once for a scream. | know what that scream means: Wake up! We've
arrived! We're changing the world! | feel as if I've jammed my finger into an electricity
socket, every part of me is fizzing.

When the song finishes, Kristina turns the record over - What's she doing? - and plays the
B-side, "You Can't Do That'.
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This song pierces my heart, and | don’t think it will ever heal. John Lennon’s voice is

so close, so real, it’s like he's in the room. He has a normal boy’s voice, no high-falutin’
warbling or smoothed-out creamy harmonies like the stuff Mum and Dad listen to on the
radio. He uses everyday language to tell me, his girlfriend, to stop messing around. | can
feel his pain, | can hear it in his raspy voice; he can't hide it. He seesaws between bravado
and vulnerability, trying to act cool but occasionally losing control. And it’s all my fault. It
makes me feel so powerful, affecting a boy this way - it's intoxicating. | ache to tell him,
I'm so sorry | hurt you, John, I'll never do it again. | play the song over and over again for an
hour until Kristina cant stand it any more and takes me home.

| already know ‘You Can’t Do That' by heart and sing it to myself as | trail my hand along
the privet hedges, pulling off the leaves and digging my thumbnail into the rubbery
green flesh every time | get to the chorus, ‘Ooooh, you can’t do that!’| can still hear
John Lennon’s voice in my head. Not a scary rumble like my dad’s, but familiar and
approachable, a bit nasal, like mine. That'’s it! He's like me, except a boy. Through tree-
lined streets, past the terraced houses, | float, catching glimpses of those other, happier,
families through the illuminated squares of their little brick boxes. But today I'm not
jealous, I'm not looking in windows for comfort any more. Under lamp posts and cherry
trees | glide, stepping on the cracks between the paving stones and squashing pink
blossom under my Clarks sandals - | no longer have time for childish things.
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YOU CANT DO THAT





image4.jpeg




image5.png
Beatrice Grimshaw recounts her first experience of diving in her 1910 travel book,
The New New Guinea. As the passage begins, she is being helped into a metal diving
suit.

They lifted my feet for me and put them down singly on the ladder. They helped me a
step or two down into the water. They took that horrible lead necklace and laid it gently,
almost caressingly, round my copper and iron neck. And then they said ‘Good-bye] and
put the glass window in, and screwed down the coffin—I mean the helmet. Their faces
were faint through the glass, but they smiled and signalled (for | could hear no longer),
and | knew that they were asking ‘Are you ready?’

Itis at this point that the novice usually clutches hold of the rail and insists on being
taken back. It was at this point that my fiction broke up, and | realised that | was
extremely afraid. The sober truth, | think, is that a woman always is afraid of doing
dangerous things. The cold courage of the male is not in any woman who ever was born.
We take our risks with a shrinking brute irrevocably chained to our side, dragging it
wherever we go.

The brute disliked that dive. It hated the plunge to the bottom—scarcely thirty feet, but
it might have been a thousand—that followed when | carefully slid those gigantic boots
off the ladder. It was disgusted when | landed—as all beginners do—on my head, and
had to struggle to get right. It told me that my hands were bare and that sharks could
nip them off, and that | had no knife as a diver should have, and that there might be
‘something’in every black cavern of the dead coral over which | found myself walking.
But it got interested in the surroundings by and by and forgot to nag ...
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Itis a strange sensation this ‘walking alone in the depths of the sea; and one that | think
no one could describe adequately. To get away from the laws of gravity as you have
known them all your life is in itself a somewhat disorganising experience. All that weight
of lead and iron that you bore so painfully up on deck barely suffices down here to keep
you on the ground. You walk with strange, soft, striding steps; your arms and legs obey
your will, but slowly and after consideration. Everything is muffled—your movements,
your breath, your sight, your hearing. You do not feel awake; you are not sure that you
are alive. You are conscious that your nose and ears are hurting you, and that your lungs
do not feel as they ought, but it seems somebody else’s pain rather than yours. Fish swim
past you, green and grey in the green water. You realise with something of a shock that
they are not afraid of you. You stretch out a hand to grasp them, and they avoid it quietly
and without haste. You look ahead through the darkling water for the swoop and rush
and horrible scythe-shaped tail of the monster that you fear, but there is no sign of it ...
Still—you have been down some minutes now, and honour is amply satisfied. It would
be very pleasant to see the light of day again. You stoop down, slowly and ‘disposedly;
as one moves under water, and gather up a bit of weed and a fragment of coral for a
souvenir; and then you pull the cord.

No sensation of movement follows, and for a moment your heart stands still. Has the
tender forgotten to tend after all? ... But in another second you notice that the air
bubbles are rushing in a long stream past the windows of your prison, and you realise
that you must be going although you do not feel it. ... The rungs of the ladder appear,
glide downwards, vanish. The light suddenly brightens—you are up!




