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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 20 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 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 that makes reference to a specific genre, you must write 
on that genre, otherwise 15 per cent will be deducted from your total raw examination mark for 
Literature. 

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  (20 Marks) 

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

Suggested working time: 60 minutes. 
 

 
 
Question 1 (20 Marks) 
 
Present a reading of one of the following three texts. 

 
Text A  

Brendan Ryan grew up on a dairy farm at Panmure in Western Victoria. His poetry, reviews and 
essays have been published in literary journals, newspapers and in his own poetry collections. 

The Man on the Gate 

 

Oilskin keeping out the cold 

the muscles in his legs wearing down 

through the under 12s, netball, under 14s, 

under 18s, reserves and finally seniors around two. 

A job we all expect somebody to do. 

A man who complements the scene 

of cars nosed up to the boundary fence, 

kids walking around with a piece of cardboard 

displaying the winning raffle ticket. 

Panicked voices rifling through the air – 

kick it Moorey. The crowd by the clubrooms 

groaning like an ancient ship – red faces, stubbie holders, 

Club jackets sponsored by local businesses, 

a gathering necessary as a pie from the canteen. 

Certain women cheerfully hand over Cherry Ripes, 

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

 
 
 
 
 
 
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version of this 
document. 
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polystyrene cups with scalding tea. Each person 

connected through marriage, kinder, school 

or just plain proximity. Generations of neighbours 

realizing their duty, lives flowing through moments 

of a job – somebody has to blow the siren, 

somebody has to cut up oranges into quarters, 

somebody has to collect the footy after it sails 

over Monk’s barbed wire fence, 

somebody has to sit in a car with kids climbing over seats. 

It is a scene that swells through the afternoon 

like the feet of the man on the gate 

shifting his weight on the gravel, 

puffy, arthritic fingers fumbling 

with the texture of crisp notes. 

A small town’s investment in belief. 

A community finding something to do. 

Each year, he says, will be the last. 

 

 

 

 

 

See next page for Text B 

 

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

Venero (Veny) Armanno was born in Brisbane to Sicilian migrant parents. He is the author of 
two books of short stories and nine critically acclaimed novels. The following extract from his 
short story below was published in November of 2016. 

The Sleeping Stranger 

 

One 

 

When Moggill Road was dirt and the timber getters had given way to farmers, yet freshly cut 
trees still floated down the river to the sawmill in Toowong, well, that was when her Sundays 
meant the church service and a best frock, and one-set tennis matches in Indooroopilly’s yellow 
heat. In those young days they called her Grace because Graziella came off their tongues like 
ash and iron filings, so now when she found the stranger curled up and sleeping with her dogs, 
the first thing she wondered was what his name was, and how it might sound in his new 
country. 

She knew something of what had happened but nothing about the place he came from. 
Women in black with their faces covered and men in crumbled streets shaking their fists. Who 
wouldn’t run away? Her own home country hadn’t been any better. War makes no comforts 
anywhere. Paper stuffed into the holes in your shoes, soup with no meat and a single potato to 
share among a family. This man sleeping with her dogs – probably the same thing. 

Nice to be able to escape to somewhere else. 

The big news had started over the last few days. The surrounding region, and a lot of the 
land that Graziella and her husband Filippo had once owned, started to appear on the television 
too. There on the screen with searchers striding through: the forest, the valleys, those nearby 
manicured hills dotted with the new century’s dream of perfection: mansions, swimming pools 
and tennis courts. It was a long time ago since they’d worked the hundreds of acres of chicken 
and pineapple farms that only drove you bankrupt. After Filippo died, all she managed to hang 
onto were three acres for herself, the old house, one machinery shed and a chicken coop. Bills 
and debts gobbled up the money. Now everything here was worth millions. Millions and millions 
and millions. 

Yet a stranger was sleeping with two old dogs in her shed. 

People in the area were excited. Some were scared, expecting to find fugitives in their 
homes. The police had set up a special number to call if you had any information: if a fugitive 
was running through your back paddock, for instance, or was on the kitchen floor making 
breakfast of your Affenpinscher.1 In this area, when it came to pets, people leaned toward the 
exotic. As for these very exotic escapees, well, Graziella wasn’t about to join the hysteria. 
Where would they turn up, people asked one another in the Kenmore Woolworths and the 

                                                 

1 Affenpinscher: Affenpinschers are terrier-like toy breeds of dog originally created to be ratters in homes, 

stables, and shops. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version of 
this document. 
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Bellbowrie Coles supermarket aisles, where were they hiding? Popular opinion said they were 
more than likely up with the rapidly diminishing number of wild deer left foraging the state 
forest, soon to be clubbing their fawns to death for food. 

‘Smoke’d give them away,’ the newsagent said. ‘And if they eat them raw they’ll be dead 
before they’re recaptured. Vermin in deer, of course.’ 

The gourmet butcher, at odds for twenty-three years with his neighbour the newsagent, 
ridiculed such predictable ignorance. ‘Deer eat grass, last time I looked. Cleanest meat you’ll 
ever see. Now, if these fellas go killing wild pigs, then they’ll see vermin.’ 

‘Wild pigs? And where do you see wild pigs, genius?’ 

It was that sort of neighbourhood. 

All three of Grace’s sons were willing to move home for the duration, to protect her. ‘Ma, 
these guys are animals,’ said Joe, the middle one. 

‘They could turn up anywhere,’ warned Sam, the youngest. 

‘Even if they’re not animals they’re desperate enough to try anything,’ the eldest and most 
reasonable, Charlie, said, switching television stations for the weekly game. 

Joe even joined a group of searchers for a day, but returned in a state of acute boredom. 
‘The creek’s dry,’ he told her, referring to the winding stream flowing through the lowlands that 
had provided his boyhood years with untold hours of adventure. ‘When’s it really gonna rain, 
hey Ma?’ 

‘Now, you see a man in trouble,’ Graziella ordered her children, ‘you give him water and food 
and you think twice about calling the police. What do you think we did in the war when the 
Germans started getting slaughtered? We hated them, but we fed them, and let them go too.’ 

Her sons harrumphed, knowing better. Germans died like hunted sheep in Sicily. Graziella 
gave her boys their dinners and told them to get home to their families, she didn’t need 
protecting. When they were gone and the television was off, she cursed her husband – bless 
his departed spirit – for sticking so much of his small mind into the brains of those boys. 
Sometimes it seemed that the force of his personality had been a barrier to the wisdom that 
should have come to a better educated new generation. 

Graziella wasn’t concerned about desperate men on the loose. If she had been, then she 
might as well have been concerned about desperate men all her life. Her father, the one truly 
good man she had known, had taught her to pass through the failings of all things masculine. 

 

See next page for Text C 

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

The following is the beginning of Scene 1 of a one-act tragic play entitled Thompson’s Luck by 
Harry Greenwood Grover  

 

CHARACTERS 

STEPHEN THOMPSON 

MRS. THOMPSON, his wife 

WATERMAN HOLMES, a neighbour 

 

[The interior of a very plain farmhouse kitchen, forenoon of a gray winter day. At the right 
there is a kitchen range, with tea kettle and iron pot. Right front door to pantry. Back centre the 
sink in front of a window; a pump at right end, large water-pail at the other, with tin dipper 
hanging over it; at left, shelves, and along the wall at right more shelves and a corner cupboard. 
A plain table is in centre of room, with two equally plain chairs by it. There is a door, back left, 
which reveals, as it opens later to admit the neighbour, that it is the only one leading outdoors, 
although it must be through one of those shed-like contrivances, so frequent in New England, 
that stretch from house to barn, for, when the door opens, only a darkening results. On the left 
wall there is a door which leads to the "down-stairs" bedroom; near this door is an old-
fashioned wooden cradle; the hooded sort, with rockers. It is turned with head towards 
audience. At the rise, a thin, faded, small woman of thirty-five is washing dishes at the sink. 
When she walks, she is a little twisted over to one side: one limb is drawn up a little so she 
stands on her toes. An oldish-looking, gray-haired, stoop-shouldered, and sharp-faced man, 
sunken, small, gray eyes, bushy overhanging brow, is seated in the centre pulling off rubber 
boots; and, as the conversation proceeds, putting on black, shiny, greased, knee-length leather 
boots. The woman turns round from her work, looks at him and sighs.] 

 

THOMPSON: Want anything to the store? 

MRS. THOMPSON: [Sadly.] Are you going to town today? 

THOMPSON: Yes. [Sharply.] What's going to hinder? 

MRS. THOMPSON: [Turning and wiping dish as she talks, half apologetically: as if she did 
not feel it her right to question or dispute with her lord and master.] I thought mebbe that the 
going and the— 

THOMPSON: The going? When did the going ever stop me? 

MRS. THOMPSON: Yes, I know. [Faltering, as if she had more to say, but doesn't get any 
further.] 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version of this 
document. 
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THOMPSON: [Vigorously.] I guess so. No storm is going to stop me from getting to town; 
there is two men owe me interest money that will be in today to my office. That's how I got my 
money, putting it out and taking care to get it back. 

[He laughs very slightly, a little cackling, thin laugh without any joy in it.] 

MRS. THOMPSON: Aren't you afraid it's going to storm? 

THOMPSON: No, I'm not afraid of anything! It isn't my luck to have a storm. Don't you 
believe what folks around here tell you about Thompson's Luck. Mebbe some of my folks was 
unlucky, but it didn't follow me. [He chuckles a little, holding one boot in his hands; he looks at 
her.] You know yourself what folks said when I married you. [MRS. THOMPSON turns with a 
pained expression, as if she does not care to hear what she knows so well. THOMPSON 
continues looking away so that he doesn't see the look of pain.] Thompson's luck again! Waited 
until he was an old man, then married a crooked stick! [He chuckles again, not seeing the look 
of hatred on her face; pulls on his boot and looks up towards her.] But we fooled 'em. [He rises, 
goes over to the cradle, kneels before it, and looks in, pushing away a bit of blanket that covers 
the child within.] Who's got a finer boy than Steve Thompson? [Turning to her anxiously.] What 
makes him sleep so much? 

MRS. THOMPSON: He's got cold. 

THOMPSON: Pshaw, why should he have a cold? [Rising.] He'll be all right. I won't have him 
sick! 

MRS. THOMPSON: Don't you think you better get the medicine? He seemed worse last 
night. 

[THOMPSON goes over, takes a coat from a hook by the door, and takes things from its 
pockets and puts them into another coat, which hangs there. While he is fumbling doing this he 
goes on with his talking.] 

THOMPSON: Didn't I buy medicine last week? 

MRS. THOMPSON: But that was another trouble. We can't use that for this. 

THOMPSON: He won't be sick. 

MRS. THOMPSON: [Sighing.] I hope not, but I am afraid. 

THOMPSON: You ain't afraid to spend money, I notice. 

MRS. THOMPSON: But, Steve, if he needs it, you wouldn't mind spending money? 

THOMPSON: But he'll be all right, I say. Can't anything happen to my boy! 

[Knock at the door is heard.] 

THOMPSON: [Without looking around.] Come in. 

[There enters a quiet, smiling man, smooth, red face, soft voice, bundled up in a big coat, 
with heavy mittens, a cap pulled over his ears. He is younger looking than Thompson.] 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version of this 
document. 
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HOLMES: [Quietly.] So you're going, are you? 

THOMPSON: [Sharply.] Didn't I just telephone you I was? 

HOLMES: [Smiling.] Well— [Seeing MRS. THOMPSON over in the corner.] Good morning, 
Miss Thompson. 

MRS. THOMPSON: [Nods.] Don't you think it's going to be a blizzard? 

HOLMES: [Doubtfully.] I don't know. 

THOMPSON: She's afraid of Thompson's Luck. Guess she heard of it before she ever came 
over here to keep house for me. Wouldn't think she'd marry me, would you? [Bitterly, fumbling 
in his pocket and not looking up.] Old man and crooked stick! 

MRS. THOMPSON: Steve! 

THOMPSON: [Laughing, turns to Holmes.] Have you seen my boy? 

HOLMES: Not since yesterday. [Smiling.] Is he grown up? [He looks to Mrs. Thompson who 
smiles faintly.] 

[Thompson going over to cradle, pulls back the quilt a little; although Holmes has followed 
him, he speaks to himself.] 

THOMPSON: A fine boy! A fine boy! [He gets up.] Thompson's Luck! It never hit me! 

HOLMES: [Dryly.] It never does hit more than once, does it? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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) 
 
The physical environment in a text (e.g. buildings, climate, landscape) is significant in terms of 
character development and meaning.  Discuss with reference to one or more texts you have 
studied. 
 
 
Question 3          (25 marks) 
 
Every idea belongs to at least one discourse.  Discuss the connection between meaning and 
discourse in one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 4          (25 marks) 
 
Compare and contrast the presentation of significant relationships in two or more texts you 
have studied. 
 
 
Question 5          (25 marks) 
 
Discuss the effects of form and structure in one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 6          (25 marks) 
 
A text cannot be fully appreciated without an understanding of context. Discuss with reference 
to one or more texts you have studied. 
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Question 7          (25 marks) 
 
Discuss how and why concepts of justice and injustice are represented in one or more texts you 
have studied. 
 
 
Question 8          (25 marks) 
 
In focusing on the meaning of a text we might overlook the aesthetic pleasure of stylistic 
choices.  Discuss with reference to one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 9          (25 marks) 
 
Language patterns in poetry can assist in representing complex human emotions. Discuss with 
reference to two or more poems you have studied. 
 
 
Question 10          (25 marks) 
 
The values and identity of a narrator in a prose fiction text shape the development of the text’s 
meanings. Discuss with reference to one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 11          (25 marks) 
 
Plays can use issues, incidents and technical effects that are not shown directly on stage to 
enhance meaning.  Discuss with reference to one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

End of Examination  
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