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Literature ATAR Examination, 2018 

Question Paper 

 

LITERATURE (Year 12) 

Semester One  
 
 
Time allowed for this paper (or as determined by the school) 
Reading time before commencing work:  Ten minutes 
Working time for paper:   Three hours  

 

Material required/recommended for this paper 
To be provided by the supervisor 
This Question Paper 
Standard Answer Book 

To be provided by the candidate  
Standard items:  pens, pencils, eraser, correction fluid, ruler and highlighter  
Special items:   nil 

 
Important note to candidates 
No other items may be taken into the examination room. It is your responsibility to ensure that 
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. 
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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 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 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 (prose), then in Section Two you must respond to two questions, one 
response making primary reference to poetry and the other to drama. 

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

(iii) Text C (poetry), then in Section Two you must respond to two questions, one 
response making primary reference to drama 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. In Section Two, if you choose one of the three questions that makes reference to a specific 
genre, you must write on that genre, otherwise 15 percent 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  (25 Marks) 

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

Suggested working time: 60 minutes 
 

 
Question 1 (25 Marks) 
 
Present a close reading of one of the following three texts. 

 
Text A  

This is an abridged opening of Free Air (1919) a novel by American author Sinclair Lewis 
(1885-1951). It follows Claire Boltwood, a New York socialite, and her wealthy businessman 
father, as they drive through the small towns and wide-open spaces of the northwest states of 
America.  

CHAPTER I - MISS BOLTWOOD OF BROOKLYN IS LOST IN THE MUD 

When the windshield was closed it became so filmed with rain that Claire fancied she was 
piloting a drowned car in dim spaces under the sea. When it was open, drops jabbed into her 
eyes and chilled her cheeks. She was excited and thoroughly miserable. She realized that 
these Minnesota country roads had no respect for her polite experience on Long Island 
parkways. She felt like a woman, not like a driver. 

But the Gomez-Dep roadster1 had seventy horsepower, and sang songs. Since she had left 
Minneapolis nothing had passed her. Now she was regarding a view more splendid than 
mountains above a garden by the sea—a stretch of good road. To her passenger, her father, 
Claire chanted: 

"Heavenly! There's some gravel. We can make time. We'll hustle on to the next town and get 
dry." 

"Yes. But don't mind me. You're doing very well," her father sighed. 

Instantly, the dismay of it rushing at her, she saw the end of the patch of gravel. The road 
ahead was a wet black smear, criss-crossed with ruts. The car shot into a morass of prairie 
gumbo—which is mud mixed with tar, fly-paper, fish glue, and well-chewed, chocolate-covered 
caramels.  

It was her first really bad stretch of road. She was frightened. Then she was too appallingly 
busy to be frightened, or to be Miss Claire Boltwood, or to comfort her uneasy father. She had 
to drive. Her frail graceful arms put into it a vicious vigor that was genius. 

                                                 

1 Roadster: an open two-seat car with emphasis on sporting appearance or character. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For copyright reasons, this text cannot be published online. 
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When the wheels struck the slime, they slid, they wallowed. The car skidded. It was terrifyingly 
out of control. It began majestically to turn toward the ditch. She fought the steering wheel as 
though she were shadow-boxing, but the car kept contemptuously staggering till it was 
sideways, straight across the road. Somehow, it was back again, eating into a rut, going ahead. 
She didn't know how she had done it, but she had got it back. She longed to take time to 
retrace her own cleverness in steering. She didn't. She kept going. 

The car backfired, slowed. She yanked the gear from third into first. She sped up. The motor 
ran like a terrified pounding heart, while the car crept on by inches through filthy mud that 
stretched ahead of her without relief. 

Her mind snarled at her arms, "Let the ruts do the steering. You're just fighting against them." It 
worked. Once she let the wheels alone they comfortably followed the furrows, and for three 
seconds she had that delightful belief of every motorist after every mishap, "Now that this 
particular disagreeableness is over, I'll never, never have any trouble again!" 

But suppose the engine overheated, ran out of water? Anxiety twanged at her nerves. And the 
deep distinctive ruts were changing to a complex pattern, like the rails in a city switchyard. She 
picked out the track of the one motor car that had been through here recently. It was marked 
with the tread of the rear tires. That track was her friend; she knew and loved the driver of a car 
she had never seen in her life. 

She was very tired. She wondered if she might not stop for a moment. Then she came to an 
upslope. The car faltered; felt indecisive beneath her. She jabbed down the accelerator. Her 
hands pushed at the steering wheel as though she were pushing the car. The engine picked up, 
sulkily kept going. To the eye, there was merely a rise in the rolling ground, but to her anxiety it 
was a mountain up which she—not the engine, but herself—pulled this bulky mass, till she had 
reached the top, and was safe again—for a second. Still there was no visible end of the mud. 
The guiding tread of the previous car was suddenly lost in a mass of heaving, bubble-scattered 
mud, like a batter of black dough. She fairly picked up the car, and flung it into that welter, 
through it, and back into the reappearing marked trail. 

Her father spoke: "You're biting your lips. They'll bleed, if you don't look out. Better stop and 
rest." 

"Can't! No bottom to this mud. Once stop and lose momentum—stuck for keeps!" 

She again followed the tread. To avoid a hole in the road ahead, the unknown driver had swung 
over to the side of the road, and taken to the intensely black earth of the edge of an unfenced 
cornfield. Flashing at Claire came the sight of a deep, water-filled hole, scattered straw and 
brush, débris of a battlefield, which made her gaspingly realize that her leader had been stuck 
and— 

And instantly her own car was stuck. She peered at her father.  

He was not a father, just now, but a passenger trying not to irritate the driver. He smiled in a 
waxy way, and said, "Hard luck! Well, you did the best you could. The other hole, there in the 
road, would have been just as bad. You're a fine driver, dolly." 

Her smile was warm and real. "No. I'm a fool. You told me to put on chains. I didn't. I deserve it. 

See next page for Text B 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For copyright reasons, this text cannot be published online. 



ETAWA 5 LITERATURE ATAR (Year 12) 

© ETAWA 2018 

 

Text B  

This is the opening of the Australian play Secret Bridesmaids’ Business by Elizabeth Coleman, 
which was first performed in 1999. It takes place in a hotel suite in the hours leading up to Meg 
Bacon’s wedding.  Colleen Bacon is Meg’s mother and Angela Dixon is the Matron of Honour. 

ACT ONE, SCENE ONE 

It’s early evening. We’re in an elegant hotel, around four-star standard. The room contains a 
double bed, a single bed, a table with four chairs, a TV, a sofa, a mirror, a mini-bar. The usual 
stuff. A muted city view shows through a window. It’s dusk. There is a door leading off, upstage, 
to the bathroom and another door, stage right, which leads to the connecting bedroom. Another 
door, stage left, leads out into the hotel corridor. Overnight bags lie around the room, open and 
partly unpacked. A covered wedding dress and a covered bridesmaid’s dress are hanging in 
the wardrobe. We can see the flowing folds of a veil hanging beside them. A dozen yellow 
roses in a vase and a large roll of silver ribbon sit on the table. 

A woman in her mid to late fifties, COLLEEN, is talking on the phone. She’s clearly enjoying her 
state of flustered agitation. 

COLLEEN: Seventeen vegetarians?! But we’ve only got sixteen spinach vol-au-vents! Why 
    didn’t you—What? An hour ago?! Well he’ll just have to make do with a stuffed potato. 
    Now, you will let me know if there are any more problems? All right. Bye— [Calling  
     towards the bathroom without pausing for breath] Meg! Why didn’t you tell me that 

Naomi Bartlett’s boyfriend’s a vegetarian?!  
MEG: [off] What?  
COLLEEN: I said why didn’t you tell me that Naomi Bartlett’s boyfriend is a vegetarian?!  
 
The bathroom door opens and MEG enters. She’s attractive, thirty-three. She has a line of 
white bleach above her upper lip. As this conversation takes place she walks to the table and 
picks up the roll of silver ribbon. 
 
MEG: Naomi hasn’t got a boyfriend.  
COLLEEN: Well who’s this man she’s bringing to the wedding then?  
MEG: I don’t know. I think it’s some guy she met at squash.  
COLLEEN: Some guy she met at—?! So you’re telling me that a total stranger is taking up a 
      place that could’ve gone to your Great Uncle Reg?  
MEG: Mum, we’ve been through this a million times. I haven’t seen Uncle Reg since 1987.  
COLLEEN: But you’ve never even met this vegetarian man.  
MEG: M-u-u-u-u-m…  
COLLEEN: It’s all very well for you to take that tone. You’re not the one who had to ring 
      Uncle Reg.  
MEG: And did Uncle Reg give a rat’s arse?  
COLLEEN: [language] Meg!  
MEG: [overlapping] Is this the ribbon for the pews?  
COLLEEN: Yes, I had to get that one because they’d run out of the—  
MEG: [overlapping] But it’s too thick.  
COLLEEN: Too what? Too thick?  
MEG: Too wide. I told you I wanted it fine, remember? This one looks all… chunky.  
COLLEEN: They only had twenty-one metres in the width you wanted and I wasn’t going to 
      have half the pews with one width and half the pews with another.  
MEG: But we could’ve put the elegant ribbons up the front and the others on the back pews. 
      No-one would’ve noticed—  
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The door opens and another woman MEG’s age enters. She’s ANGELA. She carries a 
cardboard box that contains place cards for the reception.  
 
COLLEEN: I’m not having the church look untidy, Meg. There’s nothing wrong with this 
      ribbon!  
MEG: [mildly] All right, okay… [The place cards] That them, Ange?  
ANGELA: [nodding] Yeah. The receptionist put them away and then went off duty. But they 
      found them eventually.  
 
She hands the box to COLLEEN.  
 
COLLEEN: Thank you, Angela. [As she opens the box] What do you think of that ribbon? It’s 
      not too wide to make a nice bow, is it? 
MEG: Mum, forget the ribbon. It’s fine, really—  
 
But COLLEEN’s already moved on to another disaster.  
 
COLLEEN: [interrupting] We can’t use these!  
MEG: What?!  
COLLEEN: These name cards! They’re not folded properly!  
ANGELA: What do you mean—?  
COLLEEN: [overlapping] Well look! [Holding up some name cards, she reads] ‘Thank you for 
      sharing our special d’. You can’t see the rest of the word!  
ANGELA: Oh no…  
COLLEEN: We’re going to have to re-fold them!  
MEG: Show me. Oh, they are a bit crooked…  
COLLEEN: A bit?! They’re a dog’s breakfast! Come and help me fold them—  
 
COLLEEN bustles over to the dining table, reveling in this latest crisis.  
 
      Come on. Quickly.  
MEG: I was going to have a shower. Can I do that first?  
COLLEEN: No. I need you both to help with this. Come on. Now.  
 
MEG and ANGELA sit at the table with her. ANGELA’s already started folding.  
 
MEG: But this means they’re going to have two creases, Mum.  
COLLEEN: I know. I’m livid!  
MEG: But don’t you think that’ll look a bit tacky?  
COLLEEN: It’ll look a lot better than the way they are now!  
MEG: I don’t know. Ange, what do you think—?  
COLLEEN: Your father and I didn’t pay all that money for crooked name cards. Here, 
      quickly— [Handing out cards, demonstrating] Now make sure you join the bottom 
      corners evenly… like that…  
ANGELA: [holding up a perfectly folded card] Like that, Mrs. Bacon?  
COLLEEN: Good. That’s it. Are the children staying with John’s parents, Angela?  
ANGELA: [nodding] ’Til Sunday morning…  
COLLEEN: All the way ’til Sunday?  
ANGELA: Yeah…  
MEG: Oh Ange, are you missing them already?  
ANGELA: No way!  
 
They all smile.  
 
      Not yet, anyway.  
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MEG: You know, Holly’s growing up so quickly…  
ANGELA: I know… Scary, isn’t it?  
MEG: Remember we always used to say that our kids would play together? At this rate 
      yours are going to baby sit mine.  
COLLEEN: Still Sweetheart, better late than never.  
 
MEG nods, pleased. She’s clearly given this a lot of thought.  
 
MEG: Yeah. If I have one at thirty-four, one at thirty-five and one at thirty-six, I’m still on 
      target for the three and I won’t be too incredibly old when they’re growing up.  
ANGELA: Three in three years?  
MEG: Well I’m thirty-three now, so I’m okay for a couple of years, but the risk of 
      complications increases by about a million percent between thirty-five and thirty-seven, 
      so I’m really even pushing it by having one at thirty-six.  
ANGELA: Oh, I don’t think so. Lots of women have their first baby after thirty-five—  
COLLEEN: [overlapping] It’s nice for children to be close in age, though. They’re good 
      company for each other.  
MEG: Yeah, and if they’re only one class apart at school, they can play together at— 
      [lunchtime.] 
  

 

 

 

See next page for Text C 
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Text C  

‘Genealogy’ is a poem written by Andrew Sant. Sant was born in London in 1950 and came to 
Australia with his parents in 1962. The poem was published in the 2004 collection, Tremors: 
New and Selected Poems. 

Genealogy1    

He considers his parents’ faces 
and sees traces of his own fast 
disappearing in slackening flesh— 

brown eyes, squared chin, aquiline2 nose. 
The sum of generations remains particularly 
in the power of a carried name to identify the landscape 

of a face: so who is he? where have his genes come from? 
Acquisitive, he has the collected details to hand 
and admires his science. The recent 

photographs, for instance, of his grandparents 
long dead — all is relative; 
they seem barely out of reach, after the war, 

and stand beneath an abundant plum tree 
whose fruit he's eaten. Perhaps 
it is still prolific or, like them, has been lopped 

whereby he concludes that common and proper 
names are twinned. The plum flowered regularly 
between dates on the certificates 

of birth and death he studies. 
How they travelled! It seems their small allotment 
was like a ship that picked them up 

and cast them off. He has the tickets. 
Less exacting evidence for their parents 
and their parents’ parents 

with names like George and Alfred, Emily and Victoria, 
and some dates. For these 
he thumbed through parish registers 

and inspected graves. Damp stains 
on paper, gravestones worn smooth or cracked, 
he imagines ancestors far away, further back, alive 

                                                 

1 Genealogy: study of the family tree. 
 
2 Aquiline: hooked or curved. 
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in their damp cottages: the smell of beds 
in candlelight, wind against the thatch. 
What was their trade? He consults his notes. 

Through him they'll speak their names again 
as if he's a medium; but evidence thins 
and thins like faded ink. An uncertain wilderness 

begins, unreachable, where people lived. 
The past is another frontier: he dreams at night 
of unidentified folk appearing to mouth their names. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

End of Section One 
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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 (prose), then in this section, one response must make primary reference 
to poetry and one response must make primary reference to drama  

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

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

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) 
 
Genre and its conventions are important tools for a writer to employ when conveying meanings 
about people and/or places.  Discuss with reference to at least one literary text you have 
studied.  

 
 
Question 3          (25 marks) 
 
The issues raised in some literary texts are enhanced by sustained allusion to other texts. 
Discuss such allusions with reference to at least one literary text you have studied.  

 
 
Question 4          (25 marks) 
 
Show how an awareness of form and/or other structural or organisational features has 

contributed to your understanding of at least one literary text studied.  

 
 
Question 5          (25 marks) 
 
With reference to one or more literary texts studied this year, discuss how national identity is 
exposed as a cultural construct.   



ETAWA 11 LITERATURE ATAR (Year 12) 

© ETAWA 2018 

 

Question 6          (25 marks) 
 
Discuss how at least one literary text you have studied reflects a specific society’s 
preoccupations, anxieties or values.   

 
 
Question 7          (25 marks) 
 
Compare and contrast two perspectives on an aspect of the human condition given in at least 
one literary text you have studied.  

 
 
Question 8          (25 marks) 
 
When a reader employs one or more reading strategies, certain ideas in a text can be 
foregrounded.  Discuss with reference to at least one literary text studied.  

 
 
Question 9          (25 marks) 
 
Poets may use poetic features to naturalise and/or challenge certain ideologies.  Discuss with 
reference to at least one poem studied.  

 

Question 10          (25 marks) 
 

Writers often highlight the values of a culture by using characters who are marginalised from 
that culture. Discuss with reference to at least one prose text studied. 

 

Question 11          (25 marks) 
 

Drama may employ dominant stereotypes for different purposes. Evaluate the ways in which 
stereotypes are utilised in one or more key moments in a play you have studied.   

 

 

End of Examination  
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