
I. Question 1 in your Questions Booklet is based on this photographic
composition. Questions 10 and 11 require you to consider this reading 
together with Reading II. Questions 19 to 21 require you to consider this 
reading together with readings II, III, and IV.

from WORLD PRESS PHOTO 

photograph by Stephen Ferry 

Dolly the sheep became the world's most controversial animal. Scientific history 
was written at the Roslin Institute in Scotland, whkh announced on February 221

that it had produced the first cloned mammal. Biologists took one mammary cell 
from an adult ewe and inserted it into a sheep's ovum, which divided and 

5 developed to become Dolly, carrier of an exact replica of her mother's DNA. The 
news sparked heated discussions about the ethics of cloning. 
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II. Questions 2 to 9 in your Questions Booklet are based on this essay from a
magazine. Questions 10 and 11 require you to consider this reading together 
with Reading I. Questions 19 to 21 require you to consider this reading 
together with readings I, III, and IV.

CRACKING THE GENETIC CODE 

It's 50 years since two brash, ambitious scientists unveiled the double helix 

A FEW years back, not long after 
Dolly the cloned ewe was sprung on 
an unsuspecting world, an 

5 Australian researcher reported that 
DNA was so ubiquitous1 it was 
literally oozing out of our pores. 
We humans were leaving little 
biological Post-Its2 of oursdves on 

10 everything we touched. Little bits 
of genetic code-how to build a 
nose, how to fight disease­
searching perhaps for a chemical 
soulmate. 

15 For a writer, this was a notion Watson (left) and Crick opened the doors to 
almost as staggering as the DNA evidence, cloning, and genetic therapies 

invention of Dolly. (Even if you don't read this article all the way through, 
Gentle Reader, touch the page and we will have danced the dance.) For one, it 
helped align the moral compass at a time when the genetic revolution seemed to 

20 be messing about madly in God's tool box. Think of it this way: if DNA, the 
chemical blueprint that we store in almost every cell of the body, and that we 
share with mice and flatwonns, is that pervasive, that relentlessly life-seeking, 
then maybe redirecting its course-by putting fish genes into plants or injecting 
adult brains with fetal cells-isn't as Frankensteinish as it might appear. Though 

25 there has certainly been plenty of that to go around. 
It's 50 years since Cambridge-based upstarts James Watson and Francis 

Crick kick-started the genetic revolution with their depiction of what 
deoxyribonucleic acid, or DNA, looked like (a double helix, like an entwined pair 
of circular staircases) and how it might replicate itself. A more accurate 

30 beginning would have been nine years earlier, in 1944, when cautious, Halifax­
born Dr. Oswald A very, and two associates at the Rockefeller Institute in New 
York, showed DNA was, in fact, the suitcase of heredity. 

Continued 
1ubiquitous-ever-present and widespread 
2Post-Its-self-adhesive notes used by individuals to serve as reminders 
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III. Questions 12 to 17 in your Questions Booklet are based on this commentary
from a newspaper. Questions 19 to 21 require you to consider this reading
together with readings I, II, and IV.

This commentary was written in 2002. 

BIOTECHNOLOGY ADVANCES SET TO BECOME HUGE GLOBAL ISSUES 

Quandary of progress will create tensions this year 

WASHINGTON I In 2003 the focus of interest in biotechnology will move away 
from stem cells, embryos and cloning, where it has been stuck for the past few 
years, and shift to other areas of concern. 

5 First among these will be neuroscience,1 which gets to the essence of who 
we are. 

This will have a much greater effect on the way people live in the short term 
than anything coming out of the Human Genome Project.2

For example, brain scans that map individuals' unique brain functions will 
10 begin to see their first use as diagnostic, and ultimately predictive, tools. 

Employers will demand better ways of predicting whether workers will suffer 
from depression, be abusive or violent, or have the cognitive abilities required by 
a high-tech workplace. 

And as the realization sinks in that each individual possesses a vast array of 
15 biological and psychological data that can be used by employers, the police, 

ex-lovers, extortionists3 and the like, there will inevitably be intensive discussions 
about how to protect privacy in arec:1s no one thought would ever be made public. 

Sport-and specifically the approach of the 2004 Olympics in Athens-will 
raise the public's awareness of the knotty moral problems of 

20 neuropharmacology:4 essentially how can we change who we are by the things 
we take? The answer to that most basic of questions-what is an athlete's natural 
talent?-will be unclear. 

1neuroscience-life science that deals with nerves and nerve tissue, especially with their relation to human 
conduct and learning 

2the Human Genome Project-an international, collaborative research program whose goal was to 
completely map all of the genes of human beings. As a result, an accurate and complete human genome 
sequence was completed in 2003. 

3extortionists-criminals who obtain money or property from others by threatening to disclose private 
personal information 

4neurophannacology-branch of medical science that deals with the action of drugs on and in the 
nervous system 
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IV. Question 18 in your Questions Booklet is based on this cartoon.
Questions 19 to 21 require you to consider this reading together with
readings I, II, and III.

Clay Bennett 
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V. Questions 22 to 31 in your Questions Booklet are based on this excerpt from
a novel.

This is the opening chapter of the novel. 

from FLESH AND BLOOD 

1 9 3 5 I Constantine, eight years old, was working in his father's garden and 

thinking about his own garden, a square of powdered granite he had staked out 
and combed into rows at the top of his family's land. First he weeded his father's 

bean rows and then he crawled among the gnarls and snags of his father's 

5 vineyard, tying errant tendrils back to the stakes with rough brown cord that was 

to his mind the exact color and texture of righteous, doomed effort. When his 

father talked about "working ourselves to death to keep ourselves alive," 

Constantine imagined this cord, coarse and strong and drab, electric with stray 

hairs of its own, wrapping the world up into an awkward parcel that would not 

10 submit or stay tied, just as the grapevines kept working themselves loose and 

shooting out at ecstatic, skyward angles. It was one of his jobs to train the vines, 

and he had come to despise and respect them for their wild insistence. The vines 

had a secret, tangled life, a slumbering will, but it was he, Constantine, who 

would suffer if they weren't kept staked and orderly. His father had a merciless 

15 eye that could find one bad straw in ten bales of good intentions. 

As he worked he thought of his garden, hidden away in the blare of the 

hilltop sun, three square feet so useless to his father's tightly bound future that 

they were given over as a toy to Constantine, the youngest. The earth in his 

garden was little more than a quarter inch of dust caught in a declivity of rock, 

20 but he would draw fruit from it by determination and work, the push of his own 

will. From his mother's kitchen he had spirited dozens of seeds, the odd ones 

that stuck to the knife or fell on the floor no matter how carefully she checked 

herself for the sin of waste. His garden lay high on a crown of scorched rock 

where no one bothered to go; if it produced he could tend the crop without telling 

25 anyone. He could wait until harvest time and descend triumphantly, carrying an 

eggplant or a pepper, perhaps a tomato. He could walk through the autumn dusk 

to the house where his mother would be laying out supper for his father and 

brothers. The light would be at his back, hammered
1 

and golden. It would cut

into the dimness of the kitchen as he threw open the door. His mother and father 

30 and brothers would look at him, the runt, of whom so little was expected. When 

he stood in the vineyard looking down at the world-the ruins of the 

Papandreous' farm, the Kalamata Company's olive groves, the remote shimmer 

of town-he thought of climbing the rocks one day to find green shoots pushing 

1hammered-shaped or marked by hammer blows 

Continued 
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through his patch of dust. The priest counseled that miracles were the result of 
35 diligence and blind faith. He was faithful. 

And he was diligent. Every day he took his ration of water, drank half, and 
sprinkled half over his seeds. That was easy, but he needed better soil as well. 

The pants sewn by his mother had no pockets, and it would be impossible to steal 
handfuls of dirt from his father's garden and climb with them past the goats' shed 

40 and across the curving face of the rock without being detected. So he stole the 

only way he could, by bending over every evening at the end of the workday, as if 
tying down one last low vine, and filling his mouth with earth. The soil had a 

heady, fecal taste; a darkness on his tongue that was at once revolting and 
strangely, dangerously delicious. With his mouth full he made his way up the 

45 steep yard to the rocks. There was not much risk, even if he passed his father or 
one of his brothers. They were used to him not speaking. They believed he was 

silent because his thoughts were simple. In fact, he kept quiet because he feared 

mistakes. The world was made of mistakes, a thorny tangle, and no amount of 

cord, however fastidiously tied, could bind them all down. Punishment waited 
50 everywhere. It was wiser not to speak. Every evening he walked in his 

customary silence past whatever brothers might still be at work among the goats, 

holding his cheeks in so no one would guess his mouth was full. As he crossed 
the yard and ascended the rocks he struggled not to swallow but inevitably he did, 

and some of the dirt sifted down his throat, reinfecting him with its pungent black 

55 taste. The dirt was threaded with goat dung, and his eyes watered. Still, by the 

time he reached the top, there remained a fair-sized ball of wet earth to spit into 
his palm. Quickly then, fearful that one of his brothers might have followed to 

tease him, he worked the handful of soil into his miniature garden. It was 
drenched with his saliva. He massaged it in and thought of his mother, who 

60 forgot to look at him because her own life held too many troubles for her to 

watch. He thought of her carrying food to his ravenous, shouting brothers. He 

thought of how her face would look as he came through the door one harvest 

evening. He would stand in the bent, dusty light before his surprised family. 

Then he would walk up to the table and lay out what he'd brought: a pepper, an 

65 eggplant, a tomato. 

Michael Cunningham (1952-) 
Cunningham is an American writer who 

received the Pulitzer Prize for Fiction for The Hours. 

He lives in New York City. 
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