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COMPREHENSION SECTION

Passage A
This text is an extract from Patrick White’s play The Ham Funeral.

SCENE TWO – THE STAIRS
LANDLADY (Pausing at the stairs)  This part of the ‘ouse’ as never been warmed.  I bet not even a first class weddin’ could chafe life into the stairs.  Not all the rice an’ rudery in the world.  (Starting to mount) I’ve always been a bit afraid…  A lady could get ‘er neck broke…not by fallin’, neither.  (Mounting)  The mice squeak behind the skirtin’-boards.  Look ‘ow the damps spread.  You could teach geography off of the wall. (Pausing as she mounts, tracing an outline with her finger)  ‘Ole continents to them that knows.  Africa couldn’t be darker to me.  Once I almost screamed.  Then I wondered if anyone would ‘ear me.  Other people are deaf, you know.  (Getting her breath) I hate the stairs.  There’s a great deal I hate.  There’s a lot that refuses to be loved.  (Reaching the hall above)  I could love, too, if they’d let me.  (Pausing for a moment by the street door)  Once I ‘eard a voice in the street, somebody trying to get in.  But when I opened, ‘e said it was the wrong door.  (She approaches the door of the YOUNG MAN’S bedroom.  This occupies the UPPER LEFT part of the stage).

(Pausing outside, listening)  Listen!  You can ‘ear ‘im.  You can ‘ear ‘im already.  Lyin’ on the bed.  Doin’ nothink.  Once ‘e wrote a poem.  I picked it out of the basket, along with the razor blades, and a piece of lilac ‘e must have pinched from somewhere.  I couldn’t read ‘is poem, but the paper was still warm, as if ‘e’d clenched it quite a while.  Although ‘e’s been ‘ere all these months… or is it years?… I’m buggered if I can remember ‘is name.  I call ‘im Jack.  (She knocks on the door)  Hey, are you there, young man?  ‘Sme, Jack.  Can you ‘ear?  Or am I speakin’ to a dummy?

SCENE THREE – YOUNG MAN’S BEDROOM
In the silence following the LANDLADY’S words, the room floods with pale afternoon light.  There is a window, BACK, a black branch with a few early leaves cutting across the pane.  A narrow iron bed with head against the wall, L.  A crimson plush arm-chair, with comfortable, rounded shoulders R. FORWARD.  Against the “fourth wall” there would be a dressing-table.  The YOUNG MAN’S coat is hanging from a hook on the door leading to the hall.

THE YOUNG MAN himself is stretched on the bed, in shirt and trousers, and wearing his shoes.  His hands are behind his head, and he is staring at the ceiling.

YOUNG MAN (to the LANDLADY as she waits for admission)  It’s your house and the door isn’t locked.

(He continues to stare at the ceiling)

LANDLADY (Opening the door, entering)  That’s a nice thing to say to a lady ‘oo means well.  Not up yet, eh?  (She wanders about the room, touching things)  And ‘ere it is…evenin’.  A nice evenin’, too.  A bit raw, but ‘ealthy like.  (Looking out of the window)  There’s the girls goin’ on the job.  Their lips ‘aven’t loosened yet.  They’ve still got to warm the pavement.  (Turning back into the room)  An’ not up!  Well, I suppose you’re yer own master.

YOUNG MAN (wryly, still staring at the ceiling)  I like to think so.

LANDLADY A poet, anyways.

YOUNG MAN Once I wrote a poem…

LANDLADY  That was the one I found in the basket.

(YOUNG MAN immediately raises himself on an elbow.  Looks at her)

Not that I read it of course.  I could never read an educated ‘and.

(YOUNG MAN sinks back on the bed, apparently satisfied.)

But I like a good bit of poetry.  I love a love poem.  (Sighing) Yes

YOUNG MAN (again rising on his elbow, looking at her)  Tell me, Mrs Lusty, do you expect much of life?

LANDLADY Expect?  I don’t expect.  I take wot turns up.

YOUNG MAND I hope I still expect.

LANDLADY (yawning) You’re barmy.  Or clever.

(She sits down comfortably on the plush chair)

YOUNG MAN (propped on his elbow, looking inward at his own experience)  I’m certainly not clever.  Sometimes my lack of cleverness makes me desperate.  It seems that everyone else understands which button to press, which lever to pull, which tablet to take, to achieve the maximum happiness or the required dream.  At least that’s what their fancies claim.  Sometimes I stand in the street and watch them.  Then my ignorance begins to choke me.  The answer is either tremendously simple, or tremendously involved.  But either way, it’s something I still fail to grasp.

LANDLADY You poor kid!

Passage B
THE MIGRANTS
The cars of migrant people crawled out of the side roads on to the great cross-country highway, and they took the migrant way to the West.  In the daylight they scuttled like bugs to the westward; and as the dark caught them, they clustered like bugs near to shelter and to water.  And because they were lonely and perplexed, because they had all come from a place of sadness and worry and defeat, and because they were all going to a new mysterious place, they huddled together; they talked together; they shared their lives, their food, and the things they hoped for in the new country.  Thus it might be that one family camped near a spring, and another camped for the spring and for company, and a third because two families had pioneered the place and found it good.  And when the sun went down, perhaps twenty families and twenty cars were there.

In the evening a strange thing happened:  the twenty families became one family, the children were the children of all.  The loss of home became one loss, and the golden time in the West was one dream.  And it might be that a sick child threw despair into the hearts of twenty families, of a hundred people; that a birth there in a tent kept a hundred people quiet and awestruck through the night and filled a hundred people with the birth-joy in the morning.  A family which the night before had been lost and fearful might search its goods to find a present for a new baby.  In the evening, sitting about the fires, the twenty were one.  They grew to the units of the camps, units of the evenings and the nights.  A guitar unwrapped from a blanket and tuned – and the songs, which were all of the people, were sung in the nights.  Men sang the words, and women hummed the tunes.

Every night a world created, complete with furniture – friends made and enemies established; a world complete with braggarts and with cowards, with quiet men, with humble men, with kindly men.  Every night relationships that make a world, established; and every morning the world torn down like a circus.

At first the families were timid and the building and tumbling worlds, but gradually the technique of building worlds became their technique.  Then leaders emerged, then laws were made, then codes came into being.  And as the worlds moved westward they were more complete and better furnished, for their builders were more experienced in building them.

The families learned what rights must be observed – the right of privacy in the tent; the right to keep the past black hidden in the heart; the right to talk and to listen; the right to refuse help or to accept, to offer or to decline it; the right of son to court and daughter to be courted; the right of the hungry to be fed; the rights of the pregnant and the sick to transcend all other rights.

And the families learned, although no one told them, what rights are monstrous and must be destroyed; the right to intrude upon privacy, the right to be noisy while the camp slept; the right of seduction or rape, the right of adultery and theft and murder.  These rights were crushed, because the little worlds could not exist for even a night with such rights alive.

(John Steinbeck)

COMPREHENSION AND COMMENT SECTION

ANSWER ALL QUESTIONS.  Suggested working time 50 minutes.

Read the passaged provided on the previous pages and answer the questions below.

1. Discuss the character of the landlady from Passage A.

20 Marks

2. Summarise the main “ideas” of Passage B.

20 Marks

PRINT COMMENT SECTION (Fiction)
Suggested working time 50 minutes.

Choose ONE question to answer.

1. Discuss the ways a theme is established in one PRINT text showing how generic conventions contribute to the meaning of the text.  Support your answer by referring in detail to the text.

2. Reading makes a person more culturally aware.  Reading is thus substantially an ideological practice.  Discuss this statement with reference to at least one fiction text.

3. Drama is constructed around the desire of characters to fulfil their needs and wants, and the achievement or frustration of those desires within the plot.  Discuss the importance of the characters desires in the unfolding of the action of a play you have studied.

PRINT COMMENT SECTION (Non-Fiction)
Suggested working time 50 minutes

Choose ONE question to answer.

1. FEATURE ARTICLES can act as a barometer for shifts in values in our society.  Prepare an argument for this statement making reference to at least one feature article.

2. Writes of expository texts often use a variety of techniques to persuade readers to adopt a particular attitude towards an issue.  Comment on this statement with reference to at least one EXPOSITORY TEXT.

3. Whether fiction or non-fiction, print or non-print, all texts offer a version of reality.  The task of the reader is to consider how the writer is using the chosen genre in a particular way.  Discuss how the writer of one NON-FICTION PRINT TEXT has constructed meaning.
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