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you do not have any unauthorised notes or other items of a non-personal nature in the 
examination room. If you have any unauthorised material with you, hand it to the supervisor 
before reading any further. 



ETAWA 2 LITERATURE ATAR (Year 11) 

© ETAWA 2016 

 

Structure of this paper 

Section 
Number of 
questions 
available 

Number of 
questions to 
be answered 

Suggested 
working time 

(minutes) 

Marks 
Available 

Percentage 
of exam 

Section One: 

Response - 
Close 
Reading 

1 1 60 25 30 

 

Section Two: 

Extended 
Response 

10 2 120 50 70 

 

                                                                                        
Total 

 
100 

Instructions to candidates 

1. The rules for the conduct of Western Australian external examinations are detailed in the 
WACE Manual. Sitting this examination implies that you agree to abide by these rules. 

2. Write your responses in the Standard Answer Book or on paper supplied by your school or 
college.  

3. This examination requires you to refer to literary texts studied this year. The text(s) discussed in 
Section Two as the primary reference(s) must be from the text lists in the syllabus. 

4. This examination requires you to respond to three questions. Each response must make primary 
reference to a different genre (prose, poetry and drama). In Section One if you make reference 
to: 

(i) Text A (poetry), then in Section Two you must respond to two questions, one 
response making primary reference to prose and the other to drama. 

(ii) Text B (prose), then in Section Two you must respond to two questions, one 
response making reference to poetry and the other to drama. 

(iii) Text C (drama), then in Section Two you must respond to two questions, one 
response making reference to poetry and the other to prose. 
 

5. If you make primary reference to the same genre twice, then 15 percent will be deducted from 
your total raw examination mark for Literature. 

6. If you choose one of the three questions in Section Two that make reference to a specific 
genre, you must write on that genre or you will receive a penalty of 15 per cent of the total 
marks available for the examination. 

7. For each response that you write in Section Two, indicate the question number and the genre 
(poetry, prose or drama) that you are using as your primary reference. You must not write on the 
same question twice. 

8. You must be careful to confine your responses to the specific questions asked and to follow any 
instructions that are specific to a particular question. 

See next page for Section One 
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Section One:  Response – Close reading  (25 Marks) 

This section has one (1) question. You must answer this question. 

Suggested working time: 60 minutes. 
____________________________________________________________________________ 

Question 1 (25 Marks) 

Present a reading of one of the following three texts. 

 
Text A  

This is a poem by American poet John Brehm called “Getting Where We’re Going”. It was first 
published in 2008. 
       

“Getting Where We’re Going” 
 
Surfeit of distance and the wracked mind waiting,  
nipping at itself, snarling inwardly at strangers.  
If I had a car in this town I'd  
rig it up with a rear bumper horn,  
something to blast back at the jackasses  
who honk the second the light turns green.  
If you could gather up all the hornhonks  
of just one day in New York City,  
tie them together in a big brassy knot  
high above the city and honk  
them all at once it would shiver  
the skyscrapers to nothingness, as if  
they were made of sand, and usher  
in the Second Coming. Christ would descend  
from the sky wincing with his fingers  
in his ears and judge us all  
insane. Who'd want people like us  
up there yelling at each other, trashing  
the cloudy, angelic streets with our  
candywrappers and newspapers and coffeecups?  
Besides, we'd still be waiting for    
the next thing to happen in Heaven,  
the next violin concerto or cotton candy  
festival or breathtaking vista to open  
beneath our feet, and thinking this place  
isn't quite what it's cracked up to be,  
and why in hell does everybody  
want to get here? We'd still be  
waiting for someone else to come  
and make us happy, staring  
through whatever's in front of us,  
cursing the light that never seems to change. 
 

See next page for Text B 

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version 
of this document. 
 



ETAWA 4 LITERATURE ATAR (Year 11) 

© ETAWA 2016 

 

Text B  

This is the opening of the novel The Naked and the Dead (1948) written by American author 
Norman Mailer (1923-2007). The novel is set during World War II on an island in the South 
Pacific and focuses on an American army platoon that is fighting Japanese forces. 

The Naked and the Dead 

Nobody could sleep. When morning came, assault craft would be lowered and a first wave of 
troops would ride through the surf and charge ashore on the beach at Anopopei. All over the 
ship, all through the convoy, there was a knowledge that in a few hours some of them were 
going to be dead. 

A soldier lies flat on his bunk, closes his eyes, and remains wide-awake. All about him, like the 
soughing1 of surf, he hears the murmurs of men dozing fitfully. "I won't do it, I won't do it," 
someone cries out of a dream, and the soldier opens his eyes and gazes slowly about the hold, 
his vision becoming lost in the intricate tangle of hammocks and naked bodies and dangling 
equipment. He decides he wants to go to the head, and cursing a little, he wriggles up to a 
sitting position, his legs hanging over the bunk, the steel pipe of the hammock above cutting 
across his hunched back. He sighs, reaches for his shoes, which he has tied to a stanchion2, 
and slowly puts them on. His bunk is the fourth in a tier of five, and he climbs down uncertainly 
in the half-darkness, afraid of stepping on one of the men in the hammocks below him. On the 
floor he picks his way through a tangle of bags and packs, stumbles once over a rifle, and 
makes his way to the bulkhead door. He passes through another hold whose aisle is just as 
cluttered, and finally reaches the head.  

Inside the air is steaming. Even now a man is using the sole fresh-water shower, which has 
been occupied ever since the troops have come on board. The soldier walks past the crap 
games3 in the unused salt-water shower stalls, and squats down on the wet split boards of the 
latrine. He has forgotten his cigarettes and he bums one from a man sitting a few feet away. As 
he smokes he looks at the black wet floor littered with butts, and listens to the water sloshing 
through the latrine box. There has been really no excuse for coming, but he continues to sit on 
the box because it is cooler here, and the odor of the latrine, the brine, the chlorine, the clammy 
bland smell of wet metal is less oppressive than the heavy sweating fetor4 of the troop holds. 
The soldier remains for a long time, and then slowly he stands up, hoists his green fatigue 
pants, and thinks of the struggle to get back to his bunk. He knows he will lie there waiting for 
the dawn and he says to himself, I wish it was time already, I don't give a damn, I wish it was 
time already. And as he returns, he is thinking of an early morning in his childhood when he had 
lain awake because it was to be his birthday and his mother had promised him a party. 

 

 

See next page for Text C 

                                                 

1 Soughing: moaning, whistling or rushing sound. 

2 Stanchion: an upright, bar, beam or post. 
 
3 Crap games: dice games. 

4 Fetor: stench. 

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version 
of this document. 
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Text C  

This is the opening of The Day Before Tomorrow (1956) by Ric Throssell (1922-1999). This 
Australian play deals with the aftermath of a nuclear war. 

 
The Day Before Tomorrow 
 
A room of the Jacksons’ home. Early morning.  
 
As the curtain rises, the room is in semi-darkness. Through the window a faint streak of dawn 
light throws a ragged pattern on the bed, down left, where ALAN JACKSON lies sleeping. The 
air is filled with a high reverberating echo of sound, like the ring of an alarm clock in the ears. 
JACKSON’s body jerks spasmodically. He cries out in terror. The sound ceases immediately. 
He struggles to rise, his hand thrust out to protect himself. As he wakes, his hand drops and he 
slumps back against the pillow breathing heavily. The early morning chatter of birds can be 
heard outside.  
 
JACKSON: [softly] Mary… Mary, are you awake? [More loudly] Are you there, Mary?  

He fumbles for the light. The switch clicks sharply, but the room remains in darkness.  
For God’s sake! [Murmuring to himself angrily] What’s the matter with the place?  

 
He stumbles across to the window and rips aside the curtains. In a stream of daylight the 
room is revealed to be in ruins. The walls are smoke-blackened and torn from top to 
bottom by a great jagged crack. Strips of plaster hang from the ceiling. Part of the window 
has been blasted in, leaving a ragged edge of brickwork. Outside there is a panorama of 
utter devastation, the ruins of a residential suburb: the fire-scorched skeletons of houses, 
a telegraph pole like a burnt match with a tangle of wires hanging from it, the wrecked 
chassis of a bus lying on its side. Prominent in the scene are the remains of a familiar 
landmark—a bridge, a memorial, a church or a well-known public building. Outside the 
window, a rose bush is in flower amid the weeds. The room is filled with the remnants of 
once-fashionable furniture: a blond-wood divan with the upholstery scorched and torn, the 
wreck of a dining table. The fireplace is littered with blackened pots, a few empty bottles 
and an improvised cooking arrangement in a kerosene tin.  
JACKSON recoils from the window, crying out in horror. He turns away from the picture 
of destruction outside and stares aghast at the ruins of his home.  
JACKSON is a man of forty or so. His hair is greying and his face gaunt and lined. He 
wears a pair of dirty pyjama pants and a singlet. His hands are earth-stained, his arms 
burnt brown by the sun. His shoulder and neck are puckered and twisted with burn scars. 
His wife MARY enters behind him. She watches him without interest. Her face is a sickly 
yellow. Her dress is stained and torn. Patches of bare skin show through her hair.  
 

[Struggling against belief] No. No… [Wildly] Mary!  
 
MARY: What is it?  
JACKSON: [wheeling around to face her] My God!  

She turns away from him and crosses to the fireplace, where she pours a little water from 
a drum into one of the saucepans.  

Mary, what’s happened? What—?  
He is unable to speak.  

MARY: We’re out of water.  
JACKSON crosses to her and takes her roughly by the arms.  

JACKSON: In the name of Christ, what’s the matter with you… Mary? Will you tell me what 
happened? I can’t understand it… [Slumping into a chair] I just can’t.  

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version 
of this document. 
 



ETAWA 6 LITERATURE ATAR (Year 11) 

© ETAWA 2016 

 

MARY: That’s what happened. Can’t you see? That’s what happened. Damn you! Oh, damn 
you!  

She sobs hopelessly. He crosses slowly to the window.  
JACKSON: [dazed] I don’t remember… I don’t remember…  
MARY: It’s always the same. Every morning it’s the same. You don’t remember.  
JACKSON: I went to bed—ten past eleven… I was reading proofs. You see, I was reading— 

[He goes quickly to the divan, tossing the blankets aside.] No. No. The bedroom…  
He crosses right, and rips down a hessian curtain, showing behind it a doorway roughly 
boarded up with scraps of timber.  

MARY: It’s gone.  
JACKSON: Gone… But last night. I went to bed. Everything was the same. You— [Pleading] 

Don’t you remember?  
MARY: [bitterly] Yes, I remember. I remember everything.  
JACKSON: My God!  

He almost falls into a chair, covering his face with his hands. She turns away to the 
fireplace. After a moment he sits talking quietly to himself. 
It was Saturday night. Just the same as any other Saturday night. Hot inside. I opened the 
window. I remember quite clearly opening the window. Let the front door open —but there 
wasn’t a breath of wind. It was all quite still. You could hear the Rawlings’s radio 
...’International situation deteriorating’... Something about preventive measures - that’s 
what they said. [He rises.] The kids laughing on the back lawn. I went out to water the 
garden. That’s right ... it’s cooler outside. Spray drifting in the air. Cool on my face. Water 
soaking into the earth, wetting my hands. [He looks down at his hand, examining it as 
though it didn’t belong to him.] What happened? 

MARY: You’d better go for the water before it gets too hot.  
JACKSON: Mary. When did it happen?  
MARY: I don’t know.  
JACKSON: I’ve got to know. Can’t you understand? To wake up and find this… Will you 

answer me?  
MARY: God! Oh, God! Can’t you let me alone, blast you! You can’t remember. You don’t know 

how lucky you are.  
JACKSON: Lucky? It’s like a nightmare—when you dream that you’re awake. You can’t get 

away from it… I’m dreaming. I’ve got to wake up. I’ve got to wake up.  
MARY: No, it’s real.  
JACKSON: Real… Has everything gone? Mary, the children! For God’s sake, not the children. 

Tell me. Carolyn. Is she—?  
MARY: Carolyn’s—all right.  
JACKSON: Is Sandy—?  
MARY: He’s gone.  
JACKSON: He’s dead… Sandy?  
MARY: Why can’t you remember? Oh, God, why can’t you let me forget?  
JACKSON: Sandy.  
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MARY: Over and over I have to tell you. Over and over again. You go to sleep and you forget. 
[She sits at the table.] You forget… I put the lights out. You’d been checking the proofs of a 
story. You must’ve gone to sleep reading. It was after eleven o’clock. There was no warning. 
The sky… You forget that night. I can’t. I can’t. For a moment it was sunlight. Searing white 
sunlight. As if the sky had opened. Then fire everywhere, and screaming. We tried to run. 
You could see the cloud over the city. The great mushroom cloud. You carried Sandy and 
Carolyn back into the house and we waited. He cried for three days… It rained and the fires 
went out—and the rain went on with the killing. It was so quiet when he stopped crying…  

JACKSON: I can’t remember.  
MARY: Hour after hour after hour. It’s just the same. As if those who were left were trying to 

die. But we stayed alive—and now it’s too late.  
JACKSON: Why? What is there—?  
MARY: It began with death. Now we have to live. [Accusingly] You forget. I can never forget.  
 

 

 

End of Section One 

  
  
  
  
  
  
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version 
of this document. 
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Section Two: Extended response  (50 Marks) 

This section has ten (10) questions. You are required to respond to two (2) questions. Each 
response must make primary reference to a different genre from that used in Section One. For 
example, in Section One if you make reference to: 

(i) Text A (poetry), then in this section, one response must make primary reference 
to prose and one response must make primary reference to drama  

(ii) Text B (prose), then in this section, one response must make primary reference 
to poetry and one response must make primary reference to drama  

(iii)  Text C (drama) then in this section, one response must make primary reference 
to prose and one response must make primary reference to poetry. 

The text(s) discussed as the primary reference(s) must be from the text list in the syllabus. 
 
Suggested working time: 120 minutes. 
 

Question 2          (25 marks) 

By reading intertextually we can examine how a text might position readers by inviting 
them to draw on ways of thinking they have encountered in other texts. Discuss how one 
or more texts you have studied can be read intertextually. 
 
 
Question 3          (25 marks) 

When interpreting a literary text, readers often begin with a personal response before 
progressing to a more complex response. Discuss the development and progression of your 
response to one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 4          (25 marks) 

Discuss how the use of literary techniques has shaped your interpretation of one or more 
texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 5          (25 marks) 

Literary texts enable us to enter other worlds of the imagination. Explain how one or more 
texts you have studied has allowed you to experience a time period, society or culture 
different to your own. 
 
 
Question 6          (25 marks) 

Discuss how one or more texts you have studied has explored ideas about Australian 
society. 
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Question 7          (25 marks) 

Discuss the ways in which generic conventions have challenged audience expectations in 
one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 8          (25 marks) 

Explain how a reading strategy enabled you to appreciate one or more texts you have 
studied in more meaningful ways. 
 
 
Question 9          (25 marks) 

Contexts shape how a text is produced, received and responded to by readers. Discuss with 
reference to one or more short stories/novels you have studied. 
 
 
Question 10         (25 marks) 

Consider how one or more plays you have studied has examined aspects of human 
experience. 
 
 
Question 11         (25 marks) 

Discuss how language patterns shape meaning in one or more poems you have studied. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

End of Examination  
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