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Year 10 – Term 5
Language Paper 2 – Non-fiction
Week One & Two
👨‍🏫
👂
🖐️
👀
Extension:
· Develop your descriptive notes by considering the senses of smell and taste in the scene.
Task (10 minutes)
· Complete a Y-frame to explore the character’s experience in that moment.
· (Sight, sound & touch.)
· Add as much detail as you can.
Watch this trailer for the film American Sniper.
https://youtu.be/99k3u9ay1gs
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· Imagine you could pause the scene here. What questions would you put to the character?
· Use this question matrix to generate five questions you could ask him.
👨‍🏫
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👩🏽‍🏫
· Today, you’ll develop your prior planning into a piece of creative, descriptive writing about the soldier’s surroundings as well as their thoughts and feelings as they walk through war-torn surroundings.
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Extract from American Sniper: The Autobiography of the Most Lethal Sniper in U.S. Military History by Chris Kyle with Scott McEwen and Jim DeFelice, published 2012

Late March 2003. In the area of Nasiriya, Iraq
I looked through the scope of the sniper rifle, scanning down the road of the tiny Iraqi town. Fifty yards away, a woman opened the door of a small house and stepped outside with her child.
	The rest of the street was deserted. The local Iraqis had gone inside, most of them scared. A few curious souls peeked out from behind curtains, waiting. They could hear the rumble of the approaching American unit. The Marines were flooding up the road, marching north to liberate the country from Saddam Hussein.
	It was my job to protect them. My platoon had taken over the building earlier in the day, sneaking into position to provide “overwatch”—prevent the enemy from ambushing the Marines as they came through.
	It didn’t seem like too difficult a task—if anything, I was glad the Marines were on my side. I’d seen the power of their weapons and I would’ve hated to have to fight them. The Iraq army didn’t stand a chance. And, in fact, they appeared to have abandoned the area already.
	The war had started roughly two weeks before. My platoon, “Charlie” (later “Cadillac”) of SEAL Team 3, helped kick it off during the early morning of March 20. We landed on al-Faw Peninsula and secured the oil terminal there so Saddam couldn’t set it ablaze as he had during the First Gulf War. Now we were tasked to assist the Marines as they marched north toward Baghdad.
	I was a SEAL, a Navy commando trained in special operations. SEAL stands for “SEa, Air, Land,” and it pretty much describes the wide ranges of places we operate. In this case, we were far inland, much farther than SEALs traditionally operated, though as the war against terror continued, this would become common. I’d spent nearly three years training and learning how to become a warrior; I was ready for this fight, or at least as ready as anyone can be.
	The rifle I was holding was a .300 WinMag, a bolt-action, precision sniper weapon that belonged to my platoon chief. He’d been covering the street for a while and needed a break. He showed a great deal of confidence in me by choosing me to spot him and take the gun. I was still a new guy, a newbie or rookie in the Teams. By SEAL standards, I had yet to be fully tested.
I was also not yet trained as a SEAL sniper. I wanted to be one in the worst way, but I had a long way to go. Giving me the rifle that morning was the chief’s way of testing me to see if I had the right stuff.
We were on the roof of an old rundown building at the edge of a town the Marines were going to pass through. The wind kicked dirt and papers across the battered road below us. The place smelled like a sewer—the stench of Iraq was one thing I’d never get used to.
	“Marines are coming,” said my chief as the building began to shake. “Keep watching.”
	I looked through the scope. The only people who were moving were the woman and maybe a child or two nearby.
	I watched our troops pull up. Ten young, proud Marines in uniform got out of their vehicles and gathered for a foot patrol. As the Americans organized, the woman took something from beneath her clothes, and yanked at it.
	She’d set a grenade. I didn’t realize it at first.
	“Looks yellow,” I told the chief, describing what I saw as he watched himself. “It’s yellow, the body—“
	“She’s got a grenade,” said the chief. “That’s a Chinese grenade.”
	“Hell.”
	“Take a shot.”
	“But—“
	“Shoot. Get the grenade. The Marines—“
	I hesitated. Someone was trying to get the Marines on the radio, but we couldn’t reach them. They were coming down the street, heading toward the woman.
	“Shoot!” said the chief.
	I pushed my finger against the trigger. The bullet leapt out. I shot. The grenade dropped. I fired again as the grenade blew up.
	It was the first time I’d killed anyone while I was on the sniper rifle. And the first time in Iraq—and the only time—I killed anyone other than a male combatant.
	It was my duty to shoot, and I don’t regret it. The woman was already dead. I was just making sure she didn’t take any Marines with her.
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The Charge of the Light Brigade, 1854, William Howard RussellTEXT A


"They swept proudly past, glittering in the morning sun in all the pride and splendour of war. We could hardly believe the evidence of our senses! Surely that handful of men were not going to charge an army in position? Alas! it was but too true - their desperate valour knew no bounds, and far indeed was it removed from its so-called better part - discretion.
	They advanced in two lines, quickening their pace as they closed towards the enemy. A more fearful spectacle was never witnessed than by those who, without the power to aid, beheld their heroic countrymen rushing to the arms of death. At the distance of 1200 yards the whole line of the enemy belched forth, from thirty iron mouths, a flood of smoke and flame, through which hissed the deadly balls. Their flight was marked by instant gaps in our ranks, by dead men and horses, by steeds flying wounded or riderless across the plain.
	The first line was broken - it was joined by the second, they never halted or checked their speed an instant. With diminished ranks, thinned by those thirty guns, which the Russians had laid with the most deadly accuracy, with a halo of flashing steel above their heads, and with a cheer which was many a noble fellow's death cry, they flew into the smoke of the batteries; but ‘ere they were lost from view, the plain was strewed with their bodies and with the carcasses of horses. They were exposed to an oblique fire from the batteries on the hills on both sides, as wed as to a direct fire of musketry.
	Through the clouds of smoke we could see their sabres flashing as they rode up to the guns and dashed between 'them, cutting down the gunners as they stood. . .We saw them riding through the guns, as I have said; to our delight we saw them returning, after breaking through a column of Russian infantry, and scattering them like chaff, when the flank fire of the battery on the hill swept them down, scattered and broken as they were.
	Wounded men and dismounted troopers flying towards us told the sad tale… At the very moment when they were about to retreat, an enormous mass of lancers was hurled upon their flank. Colonel Shewell, of the 8th Hussars, saw the danger, and rode his few men straight at them, cutting his way through with fearful loss. The other regiments turned and engaged in a desperate encounter. With courage too great almost for credence, they were breaking their way through the columns which enveloped them, when there took place an act of atrocity without parallel in the modem warfare of civilized nations.
	The Russian gunners, when the storm of cavalry passed, returned to their guns. They saw their own cavalry mingled with the troopers who had just ridden over them, and to the eternal disgrace of the Russian name the miscreants poured a murderous volley of grape and canister on the mass of struggling men and horses, mingling friend and foe in one common ruin. It was as much as our Heavy Cavalry Brigade could do to cover the retreat of the miserable remnants of that band of heroes as they returned to the place they had so lately quitted in all the pride of life.
	At twenty-five to twelve not a British soldier, except the dead and dying, was left in front of these bloody Muscovite guns."
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Letter to my mother – Wilfred Owen, 16th January 1917TEXT B


Although he had joined up in October1915, following his training, Owen had only been in France for two and a half weeks at the time he wrote this letter.

I can see no excuse for deceiving you about these last four days. I have suffered seventh hell. – I have not been at the front. – I have been in front of it. – I held an advanced post, that is, a ‘dug-out’ in the middle of No Man’s Land. 

We had a march of three miles over shelled road, then nearly three along a flooded trench. After that we came to where the trenches had been blown flat out and had to go over the top. It was of course dark, too dark, and the ground was not mud, not sloppy mud, but an octopus of sucking clay, three, four, and five feet deep, relieved only by craters full of water… 

Three quarters dead… we reached the dug-out, and relieved the wretches therein… 

My dug-out held twenty-five men tight packed. Water filled it to a depth of one or two feet, leaving say four feet of air. One entrance had been blown in and blocked. – So far, the other remained.

The Germans knew we were staying there and decided we shouldn’t. Those fifty hours were the agony of my happy life. – Every ten minutes on Sunday afternoon seemed an hour. - I nearly broke down and let myself drown in the water that was now slowly rising over my knees.

Towards 6 o’clock, when, I suppose, you would be going to church, the shelling grew less intense and less accurate: so that I was mercifully helped to do my duty and crawl, wade, climb and flounder over No Man’s Land to visit my other post. It took me half an hour to move about hundred and fifty yards… 

In the platoon on my left the sentries over the dug-out were blown to nothing… I kept my own sentries halfway down the stairs during the most terrific bombardment. In spite of this, one lad was blown down and I am afraid, blinded.
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These quotes evoke images in our imagination.
What impact could these images have upon the reader?
Extension:
What techniques does the writer use to create these images?
👩🏽‍🏫

	Point (technique)
	Evidence (Quote) 
	Explain (Impact)

	
	“heroic countrymen rushing to the arms of death,”
	

	
	“belched forth, from thirty iron mouths, a flood of smoke and flame.”
	

	
	“through which hissed the deadly balls”
	

	
	“clouds of smoke” 
	

	
	“swept them down, scattered and broken as they were.”
	



Now you’ve connected imagery to impact, complete this grid:
· What techniques does the writer use?
· What impact do those techniques have on you, the reader? 
👩🏽‍🏫

Learning Review:
How confident are you with each question, so far?
Write a sentence to explain why underneath.
👩🏽‍🏫
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A Beautiful Job – Gunner William TowersTEXT C


 
I was in a carriage on a stretcher fixed on the wall and when I looked round Sergeant Emsley was next to me. He’d been wounded in the leg as well. They took us to a hospital at Étaples and then put me in a bed and fitted me with a Thomas splint, a round wooden ring with iron bands and a footrest. 
The pain from my knee was getting terrible so when I saw an officer coming up with his arm around two sisters and laughing, I said, ‘Excuse me, Sir, could you have a look at my knee? The pain is driving me crazy.’ He came over and he stank of whisky. When the nurses took the bandages off he said, ‘Oh there’s fluid above the knee. We’ll tap that tonight.’ 
So they came for me to go to the theatre and I thought, ‘Thank God for that.’ But when I woke up in the early hours of the morning I thought, ‘Oh my God. My leg’s gone.’ They’d guillotined it off without saying a word. There had been no hint at all that I was going to lose my leg. They hadn’t even looked at it until I asked the doctor. 
That day, I prayed to die. All I could think of were the men who stood begging on street corners with a crutch and a tin can. And I was a footballer and that was finished. It was terrible. Late in the afternoon, a nurse came up, took the blanket off and started tearing the gauze off that had dried on. As she was pulling it I think I called her every name I knew. I said, ‘You’re inhuman, woman!’ but she didn’t take any notice, she must have been deaf. She could have wet it, which would have made it come off easily, but she wouldn’t. I was in agony.
After that, they put me on a boat and I was taken to Stockport General Hospital. A civilian doctor, Mr Fenwick, came to look at me and when he took the bandages off the smell was terrible. The flesh had receded, two inches of bone stuck out and it had gone black. He said, ‘Send a telegram for his mother and father to come right away.’ He thought I was going to die. He told a sister to get a bowl of sterilised water with peroxide in it and that my leg had to be syringed with this solution every four hours. 
[image: ]And then it started to get better. The wound became beautiful clean red flesh. Mr Fenwick said, ‘We’re going to win, Willie.’ My parents came, and my future wife, whom I’d met when I was home on leave. I think it was her that pulled me through. And Mr Fenwick was an angel. He arranged for a friend of his, a surgeon who specialised in amputations, to re-amputate the leg and make a proper stump. He did it and it was perfect. Everybody seeing it said, ‘What a beautiful job.’

Extension Questions

1. What point is the writer trying to make about the way injured soldiers were treated?
2. What impression is given of the doctors and nurses?
3. Why is a telegram sent to his mother and father?



The Death of Lord Nelson, William Beatty, 1807TEXT D


The ball struck the epaulette on his left shoulder, and penetrated his chest. He fell with his face on the deck. Captain Hardy, who was on his right (the side furthest from the enemy) and advanced some steps before his lordship, on turning round, saw the Sergeant Major of Marines with two seamen raising him from the deck; where he had fallen on the same spot on which, a little before, his secretary had breathed his last, with whose blood his lordship's clothes were much soiled. Captain Hardy expressed a hope that he was not severely wounded; to which the gallant Chief replied: 'They have done for me at last, Hardy.' - 'I hope not,' answered Captain Hardy. 'Yes,' replied his lordship; 'my backbone is shot through.'

Captain Hardy ordered the seamen to carry the Admiral to the cockpit. . .
His lordship was laid upon a bed, stripped of his clothes, and covered with a sheet. While this was effecting, he said to Doctor Scott, "Doctor, I told you so. Doctor, I am gone;" and after a short pause he added in a low voice, "I have to leave Lady Hamilton, and my adopted daughter Horatia, as a legacy to my country." The surgeon then examined the wound, assuring his lordship that he would not put him to much pain in endeavoring to discover the course of the ball; which he soon found had penetrated deep into the chest, and had probably lodged in the spine. This being explained to his lordship, he replied, "he was confident his back was shot through."

The back was then examined externally, but without any injury being perceived; on which his lordship was requested by the surgeon to make him acquainted with all his sensations. He replied, that "he felt a gush of blood every minute within his breast: that he had no feeling in the lower part of his body: and that his breathing was difficult, and attended with very severe pain about that part of the spine where he was confident that the ball had struck; for," said he, "I felt it break my back." These symptoms, but more particularly the gush of blood which his lordship complained of, together with the state of his pulse, indicated to the surgeon the hopeless situation of the case; but till after the victory was ascertained and announced to his lordship, the true nature of his wound was concealed by the surgeon from all on board except only Captain Hardy, Doctor Scott, Mr. Burke, and Messrs. Smith and Westemburg the assistant surgeons.

The Victory's crew cheered whenever they observed an enemy's ship surrender. On one of these occasions, Lord Nelson anxiously inquired what was the cause of it; when Lieutenant Pasco, who lay wounded at some distance from his lordship, raised himself up, and told him that another ship had struck, which appeared to give him much satisfaction. He now felt an ardent thirst; and frequently called for drink, and to be fanned with paper, making use of these words: 'Fan, fan,' and 'Drink, drink.'

He evinced great solicitude for the event of the battle, and fears for the safety of his friend Captain Hardy. Doctor Scott and Mr. Burke used every argument they could suggest, to relieve his anxiety. Mr. Burke told him 'the enemy were decisively defeated, and that he hoped His lordship would still live to be himself the bearer of the joyful tidings to his country.' He replied, 'It is nonsense, Mr. Burke, to suppose I can live: my sufferings are great, but they will all be soon over.' Doctor Scott entreated his lordship 'not to despair of living,' and said 'he trusted that Divine Providence would restore him once more to his dear country and friends.' — 'Ah, Doctor!' replied lordship, 'it is all over; it is all over.'

An hour and ten minutes however elapsed, from the time of his lordship's being wounded, before Captain Hardy's first subsequent interview with him. . . They shook hands affectionately, and Lord Nelson said: 'Well, Hardy, how goes the battle? How goes the day with us?'- 'Very well, my Lord,' replied Captain Hardy. . . 'I am a dead man, Hardy. I am going fast: it will be all over with me soon. Come nearer to me. Pray let my dear Lady Hamilton [Lord Nelson's mistress] have my hair, and all other things belonging to me.' . . .Captain Hardy observed, that 'he hoped Mr. Beatty could yet hold out some prospect of life.' – 'Oh! no,' answered his lordship; 'it is impossible. My back is shot through. Beatty will tell you so.' Captain Hardy then returned on deck, and at parting shook hands again with his revered friend and commander.







[image: https://elizabethashworth.files.wordpress.com/2012/10/lord_horatio_nelson_shot_onbaord_victory_trafalgar.jpg]
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These quotes have been selected for you.
What can you infer from each pair of quotes about the different ways the two injured men are treated?
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What'’s different and might be inferred from this?

“He came over and
stank of whisky"

"Captain Hardy
expressed a hope he
was not severely
wounded"”

Lord Nelson is treated with respect and affection and gets
immediate attention perhaps due tfo his rank and status in the army.
The doctor in Text C is unprofessional and uncaring and does not
carry out his duties properly perhaps due to the sheer volume of

casualties or perhaps due to the low rank of the soldier who has
been wounded.

"I was in a carriage
on a stretcher fixed
on the wall"

"His lordship was
laid upon a bed"

"I said, 'You're
inhuman woman!' but
she didn't take any

notice."

"Assuring his
lordship he would
not put him to much
pain”

"They hadn't even
looked at it until T
asked the doctor.”

"Frequently called
for drink, and to be
fanned with paper”










TextC Text D What’s differentand might be inferred from this?

H

o

w

 

t

h

e

 

t

w

o

 

m

e

n

 

a

r

e

 

t

r

e

a

t

e

d

 

“He cameover and 

stank of whisky”

“Captain Hardy 

expresseda hope he 

was not severely 

wounded”

Lo r d   N e l s o n   i s   tr e a te d  w i th   r e s p e c t  a n d   a f f e c ti o n   a n dge t s  

im m e dia t e   a t t e n t io npe r h aps   d u e   t o   h i s   r an k   an d   s t at u s   i n   t h e   ar m y .

The   d o c t o r   i n   Te x t   C   i s  u n p r o f e ssio n a l   a n d   u n c a r i n g   a n d   d o e s  n o t  

ca rry   o u t   h i s   d u t i es   p ro p erl y   p erh a p s   d u e  t o   t h e  s h eer  v o l u m e  o f  

ca s u a l t i es   o r  p erh a p s   d u e  t o   t h e  l o w  ra n k   o f   t h e  s o l d i er  wh o   h a s  

been   wo u n d ed .

“I was in a carriage 

on a stretcher fixed 

on the wall”

“His lordship was 

laid upon a bed”

“Isaid, ‘You’re 

inhuman woman!’ but 

she didn’t take any 

notice.”

“Assuringhis 

lordship he would 

not put him to much 

pain”

“They hadn’t even 

looked at it untilI 

asked the doctor.”

“Frequently called

for drink, and to be 

fanned with paper”


image1.png
Bluecoat Meres
Academy

believe in yourself, in others, in God




