
©Carina Bird 2013 
 

Paper 1 Reading 

Janet Street-Porter: Why I hate Facebook 

Social networking site Facebook is five years old this week, but I won't be wasting time 'poking' cyber friends  -  

that's contacting them to you and me  -  and celebrating online.  

Nothing sums up the shallow world we live in more than a group of people chatting away to each other for hours 

each day via sites like Bebo, MySpace and Facebook.  

Have these sad characters got nothing better to do? What is it about the real world that they find so unappealing?  

I am proud to say I have real friends, with their little weird ways, their shortcomings, their obsessions, their strange 

eating habits and their wonderful gossip.  

We have our feuds and periods of 'non-speakers' from time to time (I admit I am not the easiest person in the world 

to get on with), but I know that if I feel a bit lonely, or need cheering up, I can call one of them up, have a chat, meet 

for a meal or a drink, and afterwards I'll feel better.  

And  -  best of all  -  it's not something that anyone else need know about. I don't bore the rest of the world outside 

my best friends with my anxieties, my miseries and my objects of hatred. I have my own website  -  but it's not 

interactive. The time I spend each week in chat-rooms is precisely zero.  

I realise that according to today's rationale, I've committed social suicide by shunning social networking  -  because 

the sorry truth is that it couldn't be more fashionable. Everyone, from Lily Allen to David Miliband, does it.  

Facebook has been a runaway success because it allows people to create their own profile and welcome new 

'friends' with whom they can share their every waking thought.  

This, in turn, allows them to feel important and individual, no matter how humdrum their existence might be  -  by 

designing a far more interesting version of themselves online.  

In their pathetic chat-rooms, they can project a vicarious image to the world  -  of everything from their appearance 

to their social life  -  which generally bears little resemblance to mundane reality.  

Now, before you dismiss me as an old Luddite, be assured that I am not attacking the internet: it's a valuable tool 

which makes things like shopping and browsing news and information from around the world much easier.  

But social networking sites are a different beast altogether. They are pernicious because they delude users into 

thinking they are experiencing and managing real relationships, when in truth they are connecting with a gang of 

people  -  often strangers  -  tapping away to each other in cyber-space.  

Acquiring real friends is a delicate ritual which involves reading the other person's body language, carefully checking 

that you share the same interests and testing their sense of humour.  

It's fraught with difficulties and takes great patience; but ultimately it's thoroughly rewarding.  

Throughout our lives, we will acquire and shed friends; it's part of a natural process. Friendships wither after you 

leave school or university. But as you go through life's upheavals, both social and financial, you will have a core of 

true friends  -  even if you can count them on the fingers of one hand.  

I really believe that real friends are more important to my generation than our blood relatives.  

Taken from http://www.dailymail.co.uk/news/article-1138445/Janet-Street-Porter-Why-I-hate-Facebook.html 

http://www.dailymail.co.uk/news/article-1138445/Janet-Street-Porter-Why-I-hate-Facebook.html
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Now answer these questions in the spaces provided:  

1. (a) What does ‘poking’ mean? (1) 

(b) What does the writer think of chatrooms? (1) 

(c) What does the write believe you will have as you go through life’s troubles? (1) 

 

2. Give the meaning of these words as it is used in the passage. In each case give one word or short phrase.  

a. Shortcomings (1) 

b. Interactive (2) 

c. Pernicious  (3) 

d. Fraught (4) 

3. Add the missing punctuation to these sentences. (2) 

 

I love facebook said Janet  

Well youre stupid replied Paula its a waste of time  

 

4. Re-write this sentence adding a relative clause with further information from the passage. (1) 

Facebook wastes time.  

5. Combine these three sentences into one complex sentence. Do not use and or but.  

 

Facebook can distract students.  

It is entertaining. 

People can make friends online.  

 

6. Complete this sentence using two different forms of the same verb.  

When people ...................... Facebook, they can find themselves ............................. dangerous work.  

7. List the reasons that Janet Street Porter gives for why she hates Facebook. (6)  

8. Write a summary of 80-100 words using your list to explain why Janet hates Facebook. Use your own word 

as far as possible. (2) 

 

Section B: Writing 

Write an article for your school magazine persuading students to spend less time on Facebook.  

You could include some of the following:  

1) Things you could do instead 

2) Why Facebook is bad  

3) Long-term damage 

Make sure you plan and write 1-2 sides of your essay book.   
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Paper 2: writing + reading = 1 hour 10 minutes 

 

We were lulled by the blue skies perhaps, or by sheer boredom. Fritz seemed to have gone to sleep on 

us and as far as we were concerned that suited us fine. We thought we could go to sleep too. The 

awakening came suddenly. "Gas! Gas!" 

The cry goes up and is echoed all along the trench. For a moment we are frozen with panic. We have 

trained for this time and again, but nonetheless we fumble clumsily, feverishly with our gas masks. 

"Fix bayonets!" Hanley's yelling while we're still trying frantically to pull on our gas masks. We grab 

our rifles and fix bayonets. We're on the firestep looking out into no-man's-land, and we see it rolling 

towards us, this dreaded killer cloud we have heard so much about but have never seen for ourselves 

until now. Its deadly tendrils are searching ahead, feeling their way forward in long yellow wisps, 

scenting me, searching for me. Then finding me out, the gas turns and drifts straight for me. I'm 

shouting inside my gas mask. "Christ! Christ!" Still the gas comes on, through our wire, swallowing 

everything in its path. 

I hear again in my head the instructor's voice, see him shouting at me through his mask when we went 

out on our last exercise. "You're panicking in there, Peaceful. A gas mask is like God, son. It'll work 

bloody miracles for you, but you've got to believe in it." But I don't believe in it! I don't believe in 

miracles. 

The gas is only feet away now. In a moment it will be on me, around me, in me. I crouch down, hiding 

my face between my knees, hands over my helmet, praying it will float over my head, over the top of 

the trench, seek out someone else. But it does not. It's all around me. I tell myself I will not breathe, 

I must not breathe. Through a yellow mist I see the trench filling up with it. It drifts into the 

dugouts, snaking into every nook and cranny, looking for me. I see men running, staggering, falling. I 

see Pete shouting out for me. Then he's grabbing me and we run. Half-blinded by my mask I trip and 

fall, crashing my head against the trench wall, knocking myself half-senseless. My gas mask has come 

off. I pull it down, but I have breathed in and know already it's too late. My eyes are stinging. My 

lungs are burning. I am coughing, retching, choking. I don't care where I'm running so long as it is 

away from the gas. At last I'm in the reserve trench and it is clear of gas. I'm out of it. I wrench off 
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my mask, gasping for good air. Then I am on my hands and knees, vomiting violently. When at last the 

worst is over I look up through blurred and weeping eyes. A Hun in a gas mask is standing over me, his 

rifle aimed at my head. 

Taken from Michael Morpurgo’s ‘Private Peaceful’  

1. (a) From whose point of view does the writer tell the story? (1)  

(b) Give a reason to support your answer (2)  

2. (a)What sort of man is the narrator? Write one phrase in your own words about his character. (1) 

(b) Give a quotation from the passage to support your answer (1) 

 

3. (a) How does the narrator react when he hears the gas cry? Write one phrase in your own words. (1) 

(b)  Give a quotation from the passage to support your answer. (1)  

4. (a) How does the narrator feel when the gas has reached him? Write one phrase in your own words. (1) 

(b) Give a quotation from the passage to support your answer. (1)  

5. Give two impressions in your own words of what life is like in the trenches of WW1. (2)  

6. Give two quotations to describe the atmosphere: 

a. Before the attack 

b. After the attack  

c. What do you think the writer creates a contrast between the two?  

7. Give three words or phrases from the passage that the writer uses to create a sense of doom. (3)  

8. What effect is the writer trying to create by using the words highlighted in bold in these sentences?  

a.  Its deadly tendrils are searching ahead, feeling their way forward (2) (paragraph 3)  

b. Then I am on my hands and knees vomiting violently (2) (final paragraph)  

  

Section B: Writing 

Imagine you are a soldier in WW1. Write a story in which you experience the horrors of war. You should show how 

the emotions of your character changes throughout and consider their attitude towards war.  

Write between 1-2 sides of your essay book.  

 

(REMEMBER ALL YOUR STRUCTURAL TECHNIQUES and SHOW DON’T TELL!!!!!!) 

 

 


