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ANSWER ONLY ONE OF THE FOLLOWING QUESTIONS:

1. Describe Susan’s character, and the main theme or themes in Alan
Bennett’s “Bed Among the Lentils”.
(extract from Alan Bennett’s “Bed Among the Lentils” attached)

2. “In Bernard MacLaverty’s Cal the future is always inhabited by the
actions of the past.” Discuss.

3. How do people cope with their pasts? Discuss this question
specifically in relation to the character, Lois, in Margaret Atwood’s
“Death by Landscape”. (extract from Margaret Atwood’s “Death by
Landscape” attached)



Extract from Alan Bennett’s “Bed Among the Lentils™:

Come up on Susan sitting in the vestry having a cigarelte. Afiernoon.

You never see pictures of Jesus smiling, do you? I mentioned this to Geoffrey once. 'Good
point, Susan,' is what he said, which made me wish I'd not brought it up in the first place. Said
I should think of Our Lord as having an inward smile, the doctrine according to Geoffrey being
that Jesus was made man so he smiled, laughed and did everything else just like the rest of us.
'Do you think he ever smirked?' I asked, whereupon Geoffrey suddenly remembered he was
burying somebody in five minutes and took himself off.

If Jesus is all man I just wish they'd put a bit more of it into the illustrations. I was
sitting in church yesterday, wrestling with this point of theology, when it occurred to me that
something seemed to have happened to Geoffrey. The service should have kicked off ages
ago but he's still in the vestry. Mr Bland is filling in with something uplifting on the organ
and Miss Frobisher, never one to let an opportunity slip, has slumped to her knees for a spot
of unscheduled silent prayer. Mrs Shrubsole is lost in contemplation of the altar, still adorned
with Forest Murmurs, a trail of ivy round the cross the final inspired touch. Mr Bland now
ups the volume but still no sign of Geoff. 'Arnold,' says Mrs Belcher, 'there seems to be
some hiatus in the proceedings,' and suddenly the fan club is on red alert. She's just levering
him to his feet when I get in first and nip in there to investigate.

His reverence is there, white-faced, every cupboard open and practically in tears. He
said, 'Have you seen it?' I said, "What?' He said, "The wine. The communion wine. It's gone.'
I said, That's no tragedy,' and offer to pop out and get some ordinary. Geoffrey said,
"They're not open. Besides, what does it look like?' I said, 'Well, it looks like we've run out of
communion wine.' He said, "We haven't run out. There was a full bottle here on Friday.
Somebody has drunk it.'

It's on the tip of my tongue to say that if Jesus is all he's cracked up to be why doesn't he
use tap-water and put it to the test when I suddenly remember that Mr Bland keeps a bottle of
cough mixture in his cupboard in case any of the choirboys gets chesty. At the thought of
celebrating the Lord's Supper in Benylin Geoffrey now has a complete nervous breakdown
but, as I point out, it's red and sweet and nobody is going to notice. Nor do they. I see Mr
Belcher licking his lips a bit thoughtfully as he walks back down the aisle but that's all.
"What was the delay?' asks Mrs Shrubsole. 'Nothing,' I said, 'just a little hiccup.'

Having got it right for once I'm feeling quite pleased with myself, but Geoffrey obviously
isn't and never speaks all afternoon so I bunk off Evensong and go into Leeds.

Mr Ramesh has evidently been expecting me because there's a bed made up in the
storeroom upstairs. I go up first and get in. When I'm in bed I can put my hand out and feel
the lentils running through my fingers. When he comes up he's put on his proper clothes.
Long white shirt, sash and whatnot. Loincloth underneath. All spotless. Like Jesus. Only not.
| watch him undress and think about them all at Evensong and Geoffrey praying in that
pausy way he does, giving you time to mean each phrase. And the fan club lapping it up,
thinking they love God when they just love Geoffrey. Lighten our darkness we beseech thee
O Lord and by thy great mercy defend us from all perils and dangers of this night. Like Mr
Ramesh who is twenty-six with lovely legs, who goes swimming every morning at Merrion
Street Baths and plays hockey for Horsforth. T ask him if they offer their sex to God. He isn't
very interested in the point but with them, so far as I can gather, sex is all part of God
anyway. I can see why too. It's the first time I really understand what all the fuss is about.
There among the lentils on the second Sunday after Trinity.

I've just popped into the vestry. He's put a lock on the cupboard door.



Extract from Margaret Atwood’s “Death by Landscape™

Now that the boys are grown up and Rob is dead, Lois has moved to a condominium
apartment in one of the newer waterfront developments. She is relieved not to have to worry
about the lawn, or about the ivy pushing its muscular little suckers into the brickwork, or the
squirrels gnawing their way into the attic and eating the insulation off the wiring, or about
strange noises. This building has a security system, and the only plant life is in pots in the
solarium.

Lois is glad she's been able to find an apartment big enough for her pictures. They are
more crowded together than they were in the house, but this arrangement gives the walls a
European look: blocks of pictures, above and beside one another, rather than one over the
chesterfield, one over the fireplace, one in the front hall, in the old acceptable manner of
sprinkling art around so it does not get too intrusive. This way has more of an impact. You
know it's not supposed to be furniture.

None of the pictures is very large, which doesn't mean they aren't valuable. They are
paintings, or sketches and drawings, by artists who were not nearly as well known when Lois
began to buy them as they are now. Their work later turned up on stamps, or as silk-screen
reproductions hung in the principals' offices of high schools, or as jigsaw puzzles, or on
beautifully printed calendars sent out by corporations as Christmas gifts, to their less
important clients. These artists painted mostly in the twenties and thirties and forties; they
painted landscapes. Lois has two Tom Thomsons, three A. Y. Jacksons, a Lawren Harris. She
has an Arthur Lismer, she has a J. E. H. MacDonald. She has a David Milne. They are
pictures of convoluted tree trunks on an island of pink wave-smoothed stone, with more
islands behind; of a lake with rough, bright, sparsely wooded cliffs; of a vivid river shore with
a tangle of bush and two beached canoes, one red, one gray; of a yellow autumn woods with
the ice-blue gleam of a pond half-seen through the interlaced branches.

It was Lois who'd chosen them. Rob had no interest in art, although he could see the
necessity of having something on the walls. He left all the decorating decisions to her, while
providing the money, of course. Because of this collection of hers, Lois's friends - especially
the men - have given her the reputation of having a good nose for art investments.

But this is not why she bought the pictures, way back then. She bought them because
she wanted them. She wanted something that was in them, although she could not have said at
the time what it was. It was not peace: she does not find them peaceful in the least. Looking at
them fills her with a wordless unease. Despite the fact that there are no people in them or even
animals, it's as if there is something, or someone, looking back out.

When she was thirteen, Lois went on a canoe trip. She'd only been on overnights
before. This was to be a long one, into the trackless wilderness, as Cappie put it. It was Lois's
first canoe trip, and her last.

Cappie was the head of the summer camp to which Lois had been sent ever since she was
nine. Camp Manitou, it was called; it was one of the better ones, for girls, though not the best.
Girls of her age whose parents could afford it were routinely packed off to such camps, which
bore a generic resemblance to one another. They favored Indian names and had hearty,
energetic leaders, who were called Cappie or Skip or Scottie. At these camps you learned to
swim well and sail, and paddle a canoe, and perhaps ride a horse or play tennis. When you
weren't doing these things you could do Arts and Crafts and turn out dingy, lumpish clay
ashtrays for your mother - mothers smoked more then - or bracelets made of colored braided
string.

" MacLaverty, B., Cal, Penguin, 1984, p. 188.



