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Section A: Prose

Answer one question from this section.

Chris Abani: GraceLand

1	 Either	 (a)	 Discuss ways in which Abani presents political corruption in the novel.

	 Or    	 (b)	 Comment closely on ways in which Abani presents Mr Aggrey’s dance lesson in the 
following passage, examining its significance to the novel.

Elvis often stayed back to watch them, hidden by the tall congas standing in 
the shadows at the back of the open yard where all the lessons were held. They 
reminded him of the scenes from Chinese films where monks learned martial-art 
moves in the courtyards of mountain temples. He thought the adults looked funny 
in their ill-fitting clothes, which ran the gamut of formal dress from tuxedos and 
evening gowns through to traditional lace lappas and babanrigas.

Mr Aggrey worked them hard, tapping out the tempo on the floor with his 
cane and counting the moves. ‘Left leg shimmy, right leg shimmy, den turn, left 
shimmy ... No, no, no, Mr Ibe – left leg. Left leg. Left leg! What are you, Mr Ibe, an 
orangutan? Is dis how you will disgrace me at some high-society ball? And you, 
Mrs Ebele, dis is not Salome's Dance of de Seven Veils. If you keep grinding your 
waist like dat, your partner will have an embarrassment on de dance floor. Okay, 
from de beginning. Left leg shimmy ...’

Elvis watched every day, mentally adding the moves to the ones he already 
knew. He shuffled along in the shadows, unseen, knowing he would get a beating 
for not returning home on time after the dance lesson, but not caring.

It was Friday, and as usual, Elvis hid to watch the adult dancers instead 
of practicing with the other children. Mr Aggrey waited for the adult dancers 
to stow their bags before speaking. Elvis observed as several of the dancers 
noticed twenty rickety wooden crosses leaning on the west wall of the yard. They 
exclaimed in alarm, and soon a murmur filled the room. None of them wanted to be 
part of any Satanic rites. Some even backed toward the door, whispering prayers 
under their breath.

Mr Aggrey calmed them, explaining that the crosses were there to help 
them dance. The cross beams would provide support and straighten their backs, 
providing the stiffer upper-body comportment required in formal dance. With a lot of 
trepidation, the dancers allowed themselves to be tied to the crosses.

As he watched entranced, Elvis knew what he needed to do to reproduce the 
Presley hip snap, which he loved dearly, but somehow he couldn't re-create it, as 
his movements were more fluid than his hero's. The first chance he got to practice 
alone behind the outhouse, he decided he would lash double splints down the side 
of both legs from the knee down, giving the stiffness needed to get the snap going.

While he finished off the children's lesson out front, Mr Aggrey put on some 
music and left the adults alone to get used to their crucifixion. When he returned, 
they seemed to be quite happy, whirling around merrily. His breath caught in 
his throat as he realized that it had worked. They were waltzing, and gracefully. 
Beautiful black dancers, stapled to wooden crosses that pulled them upright and 
stiff like marionettes; a forest of Pinocchios, waltzing mug trees, marching like 
Macbeth's mythical forest.

(from Chapter 8)
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John Steinbeck: The Grapes of Wrath

2	 Either	 (a)	 ‘People moving … Movin’ ’cause they got to.’ 

			   	 With this quotation from the novel in mind, discuss ways in which the idea of 
movement is made central in The Grapes of Wrath.

	 Or    	 (b)	 Comment closely on the presentation of the meeting between the woman and 
Rose of Sharon in the following passage. You must consider its importance to the 
wider novel. 

Along the road a stocky woman walked, carrying an apple box of dirty clothes 
toward the wash tubs. Her face was brown with sun, and her eyes were black and 
intense. She wore a great apron, made from a cotton bag, over her gingham dress, 
and men’s brown oxfords were on her feet. She saw that Rose of Sharon caressed 
herself, and she saw the little smile on the girl’s face.

‘So!’ she cried, and she laughed with pleasure. ‘What you think it’s gonna be?’
Rose of Sharon blushed and looked down at the ground, and then peeked 

up, and the little shiny black eyes of the woman took her in. ‘I don’ know,’ 
she mumbled.

The woman plopped the apple box on the ground. ‘Got a live tumor,’ she said, 
and she cackled like a happy hen. ‘Which’d you ruther?’ she demanded.

‘I dunno – boy, I guess. Sure – boy.’
‘You jus’ come in, didn’ ya?’
‘Las’ night – late.’
‘Gonna stay?’
‘I don’ know. ’F we can get work, guess we will.’
A shadow crossed the woman’s face, and the little black eyes grew fierce. ‘F 

you can git work. That’s what we all say.’
‘My brother got a job already this mornin’.’
‘Did, huh? Maybe you’re lucky. Look out for luck. You can’t trus’ luck.’ She 

stepped close. ‘You can only git one kind a luck. Cain’t have more. You be a good 
girl,’ she said fiercely. ‘You be good. If you got sin on you – you better watch out for 
that there baby.’ She squatted down in front of Rose of Sharon. ‘They’s scandalous 
things goes on in this here camp,’ she said darkly. ‘Ever’ Sat’dy night they’s 
dancin’, an’ not only squar’ dancin’, neither. They’s some does clutch-an’-hug 
dancin’! I seen ’em.’

Rose of Sharon said guardedly, ‘I like dancin’, squar’ dancin’.’ And she added 
virtuously, ‘I never done that other kind.’

The brown woman nodded her head dismally. ‘Well, some does. An’ the Lord 
ain’t lettin’ it get by, neither; an’ don’ you think He is.’

‘No, ma’am,’ the girl said softly.
The woman put one brown wrinkled hand on Rose of Sharon’s knee, and the 

girl flinched under the touch. ‘You let me warn you now. They ain’t but a few deep 
down Jesus-lovers lef’. Ever’ Sat’dy night when that there strang ban’ starts up an’ 
should be a-playin’ hymnody, they’re a-reelin’ – yes, sir, a-reelin’. I seen ’em. Won’ 
go near, myself, nor I don’ let my kin go near. They’s clutch-an’-hug, I tell ya.’ She 
paused for emphasis and then said, in a hoarse whisper, ‘They do more. They give 
a stage play.’ She backed away and cocked her head to see how Rose of Sharon 
would take such a revelation.

‘Actors?’ the girl said in awe.

Text removed while waiting for copyright clearance.
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‘No, sir!’ the woman exploded. ‘Not actors, not them already damn’ people. 
Our own kinda folks. Our own people. An’ they was little children didn’ know no 
better, in it, an’ they was pertendin’ to be stuff they wasn’t. I didn’ go near. But I 
hearn ’em talkin’ what they was a-doin’. The devil was jus’ a-struttin’ through this 
here camp.’

Rose of Sharon listened, her eyes and mouth open.
(from Chapter 22)
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from Stories of Ourselves: Volume 3

3	 Either	 (a)	 Discuss ways in which the writers of two stories present characters living in 
material comfort or wealth.

	 Or    	 (b)	 Comment closely on the presentation of Nora in the following passage. You must 
consider the significance of the passage to Atrophy by Edith Wharton.

Nora hesitated. ‘No. The fact is, I have an old governess who lives at Ockham. 
I go to see her sometimes. And so I came on to Westover –’ She paused, and Miss 
Aldis interrogated brightly: ‘Yes?’ as if prompting her in a lesson she was repeating.

‘Because I saw Gladys Brincker the other day, and she told me that your 
brother was ill.’

‘Oh.’ Miss Aldis gave the syllable its full weight, and set a full stop after it. 
Her eyebrows went up, as if in a faint surprise. The silent room seemed to close 
in on the two speakers, listening. A resuscitated fly buzzed against the sunny 
windowpane. ‘Yes; he’s ill,’ she conceded at length.

‘I’m so sorry; I ... he has been ... such a friend of ours ... so long ...’
‘Yes; I’ve often heard him speak of you and Mr Frenway.’ Another full stop 

sealed this announcement. (‘No, she knows nothing,’ Nora thought.) ‘I remember 
his telling me that he thought a great deal of Mr Frenway’s advice about moving 
trees. But then you see our soil is so different from yours. I suppose Mr Frenway 
has had your soil analyzed?’

‘Yes; I think he has.’
‘Christopher’s always been a great gardener.’
‘I hope he’s not – not very ill? Gladys seemed to be afraid – ’
‘Illness is always something to be afraid of, isn’t it?’
‘But you’re not – I mean, not anxious ... not seriously?’
‘It’s so kind of you to ask. The doctors seem to think there’s no particular 

change since yesterday.’
‘And yesterday?’
‘Well, yesterday they seemed to think there might be.’
‘A change, you mean?’
‘Well, yes.’
‘A change – I hope for the better?’
‘They said they weren’t sure; they couldn’t say.’
The fly’s buzzing had become so insistent in the still room that it seemed 

to be going on inside of Nora’s head, and in the confusion of sound she found 
it more and more difficult to regain a lead in the conversation. And the minutes 
were slipping by, and upstairs the man she loved was lying. It was absurd and 
lamentable to make a pretense of keeping up this twaddle. She would cut through 
it, no matter how.

‘I suppose you’ve had – a consultation?’
‘Oh, yes; Dr Knowlton’s been down twice.’
‘And what does he – ’
‘Well; he seems to agree with the others.’
There was another pause, and then Miss Aldis glanced out of the window. 

‘Why, who’s that driving up?’ she inquired. ‘Oh, it’s your taxi, I suppose, coming up 
the drive.’

‘Yes. I got out at the gate.’ She dared not add: ‘For fear the noise might 
disturb him.’
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‘I hope you had no difficulty in finding a taxi at the Junction?’
‘Oh, no; I had no difficulty.’ 
‘I think it was so kind of you to come – not even knowing whether you’d find a 

carriage to bring you out all this way. And I know how busy you are. There’s always 
so much going on in town, isn’t there, even at this time of year?’

‘Yes; I suppose so. But your brother – ’
‘Oh, of course my brother won’t be up to any sort of gaiety; not for a long time.’
‘A long time; no. But you do hope – ’
‘I think everybody about a sick bed ought to hope, don’t you?’
‘Yes; but I mean – ’
Nora stood up suddenly, her brain whirling. Was it possible that she and that 

woman had sat thus facing each other for half an hour, piling up this conversational 
rubbish, while upstairs, out of sight, the truth, the meaning of their two lives hung 
on the frail thread of one man’s intermittent pulse? She could not imagine why she 
felt so powerless and baffled. What had a woman who was young and handsome 
and beloved to fear from a dowdy and insignificant old maid? Why, the antagonism 
that these very graces and superiorities would create in the other’s breast, 
especially if she knew they were all spent in charming the being on whom her life 
depended. Weak in herself, but powerful from her circumstances, she stood at bay 
on the ruins of all that Nora had ever loved. 

(from Atrophy)
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Tara June Winch: The Yield

4	 Either	 (a)	 ‘Yield itself is a funny word – yield in English is the reaping, the things that man can 
take from the land […] In my language it’s the things you give to, the movement, 
the space between things.’ 

			   	 With this quotation from Poppy’s dictionary in mind, what for you is the significance 
of the title of the novel?

	 Or    	 (b)	 Comment closely on the presentation of different kinds of authority in the following 
passage, evaluating its significance to the novel.

plover bird – didadida I learnt this word at the Boys’ Home. Didadida! We’d 
scream it and run, swing the switches in the air to scare them back. Most people 
would agree the plover is the worst bird to ever live, worse than any vulture or 
magpie. Every Australian would know that, I’d bet. They’ll swoop at your face if you 
come near their nests, but even if you run away from the nest they’ll chase you on 
and on. The thing is, when I became a parent myself I thought about the didadida 
again and how they are just protecting their young. The didadida – it even sounds 
like a name the young chicks would give to their comforting parents.

policeman, policewoman – gandyan, gandyi I’ve met nice ones and I’ve 
met rotten ones. Problem with coming across a rotten gandyan is that they are 
armed, not just with guns – tasers these days, too. Pocket electrocution that is. 
When I was a kid, everyone said, ‘Now wave at the policeman.’ I think when people 
put a cross on their wall, or pin a thing to their lapel, or a band on their arm – they 
are really saying, ‘Don’t shoot me.’ We’d wave at them the same way. I even taught 
the girls and the grandkids that, ‘Look there, wave to the police car!’ Of course 
it was different when I was alone and saw a gandyan – then I would become 
real invisible.

old man – dyirribang I was born in the middle of peace and war, right 
between the thought before the acts and the shadows that came after. When 
the soldiers who survived returned home the first time, they got given our land 
under lease, called Soldier Settler Allotments. Dyirribang Falstaff, that fella made 
a mistake, he got that land on the Homestead Lease on the vacated Station and 
failed to pay off the freehold. Failed to make the payments to make it his under 
Australian law forever. The Falstaffs never got to own the land, and the Gondiwindi 
never did too after that – the government owned it, ninety-nine years, enough time 
to tuck a mistake in the bedding of the next generation. Eddie will get to know the 
same feeling – being without a place or paddock to call home. That’s how the mine 
just slid right in here, slithered up like a snake – worse than a snake – ready to 
make a million, a billion, or more for a couple of greedy mates.

(from Chapter 19)

Text removed while waiting for copyright clearance.
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Section B: Unseen

Answer one question from this section.

Either

5 	 Comment closely on ways in which the poet presents the man in the following poem.

	 You must consider the writer’s choice of language, structure and poetic methods.

The Young Woman Visitor

I never heard such boasting.
For two whole days while I was there
he never let up. He was the best axeman,
driver, horsebreaker, farmer, bullocky and judge
of standing timber ‘that ever God put guts in’.
He’d also had the best dog, the best car,
the best crop of corn and the very best eight-day clock
and he’d been the best psalm-singer in his church, too.
Someone had let a little boy grow old;
I saw that all these things were a posy of flowers
snatched out of a funeral wreath and offered
to me, or to anyone,
not a wreath that would lie heaped on his grave
but the little special one that would go down
diminishing past clay, and trembling, on his coffin.

Text removed while waiting for copyright clearance.
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Or

6 	 Comment closely on the following passage, considering ways in which the writer presents the 
stranger and his treasures.

	 You must consider the writer’s choice of language, structure and narrative methods.

He showed her a coating of black on the under side of the jar. 
‘That’s not from the firing. See, I can scratch it off. It’s soot, from when it was on the cook-

fire last – and that was before Columbus landed, I guess. Nothing makes those people seem so 
real to me as their old pots, with the fire-black on them.’ As she gave it back to him, he shook his 
head. ‘That one’s for you, Ma’am, if you like it.’ 

‘Oh, I couldn’t think of letting you give it to me! You must keep it for yourself, or put it in a 
museum.’ But that seemed to touch a sore spot. 

‘Museums,’ he said bitterly, ‘they don’t care about our things. They want something that 
came from Crete or Egypt. I’d break my jars sooner than they should get them. But I’d like this 
one to have a good home, among your nice things’ – he looked about appreciatively. ‘I’ve no 
place to keep them. They’re in my way, especially that big one. My trunk is at the station, but I 
was afraid to leave the pottery. You don’t get them out whole like that very often.’ 

‘But get them out of what, from where? I want to know all about it.’ 
‘Maybe some day, Ma’am, I can tell you,’ he said, wiping his sooty fingers on his 

handkerchief. His reply was courteous but final. He strapped his bag and picked up his hat, then 
hesitated and smiled. Taking a buckskin bag from his pocket, he walked over to the window-seat 
where the children were, and held out his hand to them, saying: ‘These I would like to give to the 
little girls.’ In his palm lay two lumps of soft blue stone, the colour of robins’ eggs, or of the sea on 
halcyon1 days of summer. 

The children marvelled. ‘Oh, what are they?’ 
‘Turquoises, just the way they come out of the mine, before the jewellers have tampered with 

them and made them look green. The Indians like them this way.’ 
Again Mrs St Peter demurred. She told him very kindly that she couldn’t let him give his 

stones to the children. ‘They are worth a lot of money.’ 
‘I’d never sell them. They were given to me by a friend. I have a lot, and they’re no use to 

me, but they’ll make pretty playthings for little girls.’ His voice was so wistful and winning that 
there was nothing to do. 

‘Hold them still a moment,’ said [Professor St Peter], looking down, not at the turquoises, 
but at the hand that held them: the muscular, many-lined palm, the long, strong fingers with soft 
ends, the straight little finger, the flexible, beautifully shaped thumb that curved back from the rest 
of the hand as if it were its own master. What a hand! He could see it yet, with the blue stones 
lying in it. 

In a moment the stranger was gone, and the St Peter family sat down and looked at one 
another. 

1halcyon: perfect
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