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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 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. 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. 

7. 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  

The following poem is by 20-year old Australian poet Maddie Godfrey and was first published 
online in 2016. 
 

“Labels Are For Jars”  
 

my Dad is a mathematician 
he raised me as a venn diagram 
called me: half boy, half girl 
we watched Quentin Tarantino, 
and Tomb Raider 
he taught me how to shave my legs 
like he shaves his face 

the day I got my hair cut off 
he asked, “do you still look like a girl?” 
I think he hoped I would maintain 
the mirror reflection that kept me the same 

I think my Dad knew early 
that I never suited a binary 
and so we acted as 
father and son,  
puberty was not fun 
I felt like my body betrayed 
the censored secrets I fleed 
you can’t be a venn diagram 
once you start to bleed 

instead 
I was two fractions 
that could not be made complete 

I was the space within a failed high five 
where two palms do not meet 

if binary was a bathtub 
my limbs were too lanky 
to fit inside 

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version 
of this document. 
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and so like a high school graph,  
I used colors 
to distract and hide 

I was taught you can’t bend gender 
it is ruled lines on graph paper 
traced with permanent marker 
and so I was marked as Her 
as female, woman, she 
but these labels were hand me downs 
that never quite fit me 

I have never felt trapped in my body 
only trapped by what others expect from it 
I have never been ashamed of my breasts 
only of what they signify 
these flesh mounds, tell tales 
can never keep a secret safe 

gender fluidity is not an equation, or a solution 
it is the page number that remains un-notable 
until you need to make a reference 

my Dad is no longer a mathematician 
but he still loves me as a venn diagram 
accepts the space where two circles combine 
as Lara Croft, as Tarantino, both at the same time 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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  

Kurt Vonnegut, Jr. (November 11, 1922 – April 11, 2007) was a prolific and genre-bending 
American author. His short story, “2 B R O 2 B” was first published in 1962. This extract is from 
the beginning of the story. 

2 B R O 2 B 

Everything was perfectly swell. 

There were no prisons, no slums, no insane asylums, no cripples, no poverty, no wars. 

All diseases were conquered. So was old age. 

Death, barring accidents, was an adventure for volunteers. 

The population of the United States was stabilized at forty-million souls. 

One bright morning in the Chicago Lying-in Hospital, a man named Edward K. Wehling, 
Jr., waited for his wife to give birth. He was the only man waiting. Not many people were born a 
day any more. 

Wehling was fifty-six, a mere stripling1 in a population whose average age was one 
hundred and twenty-nine. 

X-rays had revealed that his wife was going to have triplets. The children would be his 
first. 

Young Wehling was hunched in his chair, his head in his hand. He was so rumpled, so 
still and colorless as to be virtually invisible. His camouflage was perfect, since the waiting room 
had a disorderly and demoralized air, too. Chairs and ashtrays had been moved away from the 
walls. The floor was paved with spattered dropcloths. 

The room was being redecorated. It was being redecorated as a memorial to a man who 
had volunteered to die. 

A sardonic old man, about two hundred years old, sat on a stepladder, painting a mural 
he did not like. Back in the days when people aged visibly, his age would have been guessed at 
thirty-five or so. Aging had touched him that much before the cure for aging was found. 

The mural he was working on depicted a very neat garden. Men and women in white, 
doctors and nurses, turned the soil, planted seedlings, sprayed bugs, spread fertilizer. Men and 
women in purple uniforms pulled up weeds, cut down plants that were old and sickly, raked 
leaves, carried refuse to trash-burners. 

Never, never, never – not even in medieval Holland nor old Japan – had a garden been more 
formal, been better tended. Every plant had all the loam, light, water, air and nourishment it 
could use. 

                                                 

1  Stripling: a boy or young man.  

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version 
of this document. 
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A hospital orderly came down the corridor, singing under his breath a popular song: 

If you don't like my kisses, honey, 

Here's what I will do: 

I'll go see a girl in purple, 

Kiss this sad world toodle-oo. 

If you don't want my lovin', 

Why should I take up all this space? 

I'll get off this old planet, 

Let some sweet baby have my place. 

The orderly looked in at the mural and the muralist. "Looks so real," he said, "I can 
practically imagine I'm standing in the middle of it." 

"What makes you think you're not in it?" said the painter. He gave a satiric smile. "It's 
called 'The Happy Garden of Life,' you know." 

"That's good of Dr. Hitz," said the orderly. 

He was referring to one of the male figures in white, whose head was a portrait of Dr. Benjamin 
Hitz, the hospital's Chief Obstetrician. Hitz was a blindingly handsome man. 

"Lot of faces still to fill in," said the orderly. He meant that the faces of many of the 
figures in the mural were still blank. All blanks were to be filled with portraits of important people 
on either the hospital staff or from the Chicago Office of the Federal Bureau of Termination. 

"Must be nice to be able to make pictures that look like something," said the orderly. 

The painter's face curdled with scorn. "You think I'm proud of this daub?" he said. "You 
think this is my idea of what life really looks like?" 

"What's your idea of what life looks like?" said the orderly. 

The painter gestured at a foul dropcloth. "There's a good picture of it," he said. "Frame 
that, and you'll have a picture a damn sight more honest than this one." 

"You're a gloomy old duck, aren't you?" said the orderly. 

"Is that a crime?" said the painter. 

The orderly shrugged. "If you don't like it here, Grandpa—" he said, and he finished the 
thought with the trick telephone number that people who didn't want to live any more were 
supposed to call. The zero in the telephone number he pronounced "naught." 

The number was: "2 B R 0 2 B." 

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version 
of this document. 
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It was the telephone number of an institution whose fanciful sobriquets1 included: 
"Automat," "Birdland," "Cannery," "Catbox," "De-louser," "Easy-go," "Good-bye, Mother," 
"Happy Hooligan," "Kiss-me-quick," "Lucky Pierre," "Sheepdip," "Waring Blendor," "Weep-no-
more" and "Why Worry?" 

"To be or not to be" was the telephone number of the municipal gas chambers of the 
Federal Bureau of Termination. 

 

 

 

See next page for Text C 

                                                 

1 Sobriquets: names or phrases that describe the character of someone or something  

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

The following is the opening scene of a three act comedy entitled Our Boys written by prolific 
playwright Henry James Byron and first performed in 1875 in London at the Vaudeville 
Theatre. It set the record for the longest-running play in history and held that record for 
almost two decades.  

Act I takes place at the retired butterman1 Perkyn Middlewick's country house. 

Sir Geoffry Champneys, a county magnate 
Perkyn Middlewick, of Devonshire House, a retired butterman 
Kempster, Sir Geoffry’s man servant 
Poddles, Middlewick's butler 
Clarissa Champneys, Sir Geoffry's sister 

Scene. - A handsomely furnished drawing-room at Middlewick's house. Double doors 
Centre, back with French windows on each side; doors Right and Left. A little Left of 
Centre, down stage, there is a table with a chair on each side; up Right a little there is an 
easy chair, and down Right, a sofa. There are chairs down Left, up Right, and between 
the Centre door and windows on both sides. A Garden can be seen through windows at 
the back. (Lights full up. Enter PODDLES as the curtain rises.) 

PODDLES: (After pause, looking at watch.) Half-past two, I do declare, and the young gents 
not arrived yet; train's late, no doubt. (Goes to window.) No wonder master's anxious; I 
dare say Sir Geoffry's just as anxious about his dear son. Bless me, to hear 'em talking 
about "Our Boys," as they call 'em, one would think there were no other sons and heirs in 
the whole country but these two young gents a-coming home to their governors this 
afternoon. 

Enter KEMPSTER. 

KEMPSTER: Mr. Poddles, any news of the young gents yet? Sir Geoffry has just driven 
over, and— 

PODDLES: They ought to be here by this time. Mr. Charles wrote mentioning the time, 
and… 

Enter SIR GEOFFRY CHAMPNEYS, Centre. 

SIR GEOFFRY: What a time you are, Kempster. Why don't you let me know if Mr.— 

KEMPSTER: I beg your parding, Sir Geoffry; I were just inquiring of —   

SIR GEOFFRY: Yes, yes, get back to the carriage. (Exit KEMPSTER, Centre to Left. To 
PODDLES.) Is your master in? (Hands hat and cane to PODDLES.) 

PODDLES: I'll see, Sir Geoffry. If you will be seated. SIR Geoffry, I'll— 

Exit POODLES, Left. 

                                                 

1 Butterman: a man who makes or sells butter.  
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SIR GEOFFRY: (Pacing the room impatiently and looking at watch and fidgeting.) Yes, yes. 
The train's late; but I suppose they won't—why hasn't Talbot answered my letter? Why 
does he keep me on the rack? He knows how anxious I am. (Goes down Right. Centre.) 
Haven't set eyes on the dear boy for three years, and I'm longing to hear his views on 
men and things. They'll be the same as mine, I know. 

Enter MISS CLARISSA CHAMPNEYS, the Baronet's sister – an elderly young lady. She 
goes to SIR GEOFFRY. 

CLARISSA: I couldn't refrain from following you, Geoffry. I am so anxious about the dear 
boy. 

SIR GEOFFRY: (tetchily) Of course you're anxious. I'm anxious. 

CLARISSA: (Standing by chair.) And I've no doubt Mr. Middlewick is just as anxious about 
his dear boy. 

SIR GEOFFRY: Clarissa, I'm surprised at you. Because these young men happen to have 
met recently in Paris, and are coming home in company, that is no reason you should link 
them together in that ridiculous manner. (CLARISSA sits at table.) My son comes of an 
ancient, honored race. The other young man is the son of a butterman. 

CLARISSA: A retired one, remember. 

SIR GEOFFRY: (Sitting at table.) Impossible! A butterman can't retire. (Poetically) You may 
break, you may shatter the tub if you will, but the scent of the butter will hang by it still. 
(Prosaic once more) Mr. Middlewick is a most estimable person – charitable – as he 
ought to be; and has considerable influence in the neighborhood. 

CLARISSA: Which accounts for your tolerating him. 

SIR GEOFFRY: I admit it. The dream of my life has been that my boy Talbot should 
distinguish himself in Parliament. To that end I mapped out a complete course of 
instruction for him to pursue; directed him to follow the plan laid down implicitly; never to 
veer to the right or left, but to do as I bid him, like – like— 

CLARISSA: Like a machine. 

SIR GEOFFRY: Eh? Yes, like a machine. Machines never strike. 

CLARISSA: I hope he'll answer your expectations. Considering his advantages, his 
occasional letters haven't been remarkable, have they? (Rises and goes down Right, 
Centre; aside.) Except for brevity – which, in his case, has not been the soul of wit. 

SIR GEOFFRY: (rising). Dear! dear! Clarissa, what a woman you are! What would you have 
of the boy? His letters have been a little short, but invariably pithy. I don't want my son to 
be a literary man. I want him to shine in politics and—  

CLARISSA: Suppose Mr. Middlewick's views regarding his son are similar. Supposing he 
wants him to shine in politics. 

SIR GEOFFRY: (Left. Centre.) Clarissa, you seem to take a great interest in Mr. Middlewick. 
A man without an H to his back. (CLARISSA goes up to centre.) A man who – (crossing 
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to Right. Centre.) who eats with his knife, who behaves himself in society like an amiable 
golddigger, and who— 

CLARISSA: Who is coming up the path? (Goes down Left, Centre.) So moderate your voice, 
Geoffry, or he'll hear you.  

SIR GEOFFRY: (Right. Centre.) You're a very irritating woman, Clarissa, and I don't – 
don't—  

(MR. PERKYN MIDDLEWICK appears at French windows. He is a sleek, comfortable man 
of about fifty.) 

MIDDLEWICK: (Going down Right, Centre to SIR GEOFFRY.) Hah! Sir Geoffry, glad to see 
you.  (Crosses front of table to CLARISSA.) Miss Champneys, your 'umble servant. 
(Shakes hands; SIR GEOFFRY shakes hands distantly, CLARISSA warmly.) Phew! Ain't 
it 'ot? Awful 'ot. 

SIR GEOFFRY: (loftily, Right.) It is very warm. 

MIDDLEWICK: (Centre.) Warm! I call it 'ot. (To CLARISSA) What do you call it? 

CLARISSA: (Left.) I call it decidedly "Hot." 

MIDDLEWICK: That's what I say. I say it's 'ot. Well, SIR Geoffry, any noos? 

SIR GEOFFRY. No news. 

MIDDLEWICK: No noos! Ain't you heard from your son? 

SIR GEOFFRY: Not a line. 

MIDDLEWICK: Oh, my boy's written me a letter of about eight pages. He'll be here soon; I 
sent the shay. (Takes letter from pocket.) 

SIR GEOFFRY: Sent the what? 

MIDDLEWICK: The shay – the shay. 

SIR GEOFFRY: Oh, the chaise1? (Sits Right, on sofa.) 

MIDDLEWICK: No, only one of 'em. They'll be here directly. What's the good of Charley 
writing me a letter with half of it in foreign languages? (Examines letter.) Here's a bit of 
French here, and a morsel of 'Talian there, and a slice of Latin, I suppose it is, further on, 
and then a something out of one of the poets – leastways, I suppose it is, for it's awful 
rubbish – then, lor! regler rigmarole altogether. S'pose he done it to show as the money 
wasn't wasted on his eddication. 

SIR GEOFFRY: (with satisfaction.) Hah, I rather it is different from my son. He prefers to 
reserve the fruits of his years of study until he can present them in person. Your son, Mr. 

                                                 

1 Chaise: a two-wheeled, horse drawn carriage  
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Middlewick, has followed the example of the strawberry sellers and dazzled you with the 
display of the top. (Rises.) Perhaps when you search below, you may find the contents of 
the pottle1 not so satisfactory. (Goes up.)  

MIDDLEWICK: (down Centre, aside.) Mayhap I may. Mayhap the front tubs is butter and the 
rest dummies. When I first started in business I'd the finest stock in Lambeth – to look at. 
But they was all sham. The tubs was 'oller if you turned 'em round, and the very yams 
was 'eartless delooders. Can Charley's letter be? – No, I won't believe it. 

CLARISSA: (Aside to him.) Don't, dear Mr. Middlewick, don't. (Goes up Left, in pleasing 
confusion.) 

MIDDLEWICK: (Aside) That's a very nice, sensible woman. It ain't the first time she's been 
civil to me. I'll play the polite to her, if it's only to rile old poker-back. (Goes up to her, Left.) 

SIR GEOFFRY: (Coming down Right.) I knew "our boys" would drive here first, Mr. 
Middlewick, which must be my excuse for this – (Noise of carriage, off stage) – intrusion, 
and – Here they are! Here they are! 

MIDDLEWICK: (Going up to window, Centre.) That's them! that's them! (CLARISSA crosses 
to SIR GEOFFRY, Right.) 

SIR GEOFFRY: (Right.) I feel actually faint, Clarissa. (Sinks on sofa.) The thought of seeing 
my dear, handsome, clever boy again is— 

CLARISSA: (Aside). Don't exhibit this ridiculous weakness, Geoffry. 

SIR GEOFFRY: Before a tradesman, too. You are right. (Rises.) 

MIDDLEWICK: (Coming down Left.) I feel a bit of a – sort of a – kind of a fluttering myself.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

End of Section One 

                                                 

1 Pottle: a small container for strawberries or other fruit. 
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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) 

Writers often experiment with established genres and generic conventions to reflect, 
reinforce or challenge particular social meanings. Discuss with reference to one or more 
texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 3          (25 marks) 

Discuss how one or more literary texts you have studied conveys ideas, beliefs and 
attitudes of the time and place in which they were produced. 
 
 
Question 4          (25 marks) 

Australian identity is a complex notion. Discuss its representation in at least one text you 
have studied. 
 
 
Question 5          (25 marks) 

In what ways do literary techniques and devices position readers to respond to social groups 
and ideas? Discuss with reference to one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 6          (25 marks) 

Discuss the degree to which language has been used to position readers to view certain 
ideas in one or more texts you have studied. 
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Question 7          (25 marks) 

A text will often contain moral and/or ethical issues relevant to the reader’s cultural context.  
Discuss this statement with reference to one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 8          (25 marks) 

Literary theories and reading strategies allow an audience to achieve a greater insight into a 
text. Discuss how one or more texts you have studied can be read in more than one way. 
 
 
Question 9          (25 marks) 

Discuss how a poet you have studied uses the experiences of individual 
characters/personae to critique aspects of human existence. 
 
 
Question 10         (25 marks) 

How do intertextual readings deepen our appreciation and understanding of a text? Discuss 
with reference to one or more novels you have studied. 
 
 
Question 11         (25 marks) 

The visual aspects of a play are just as important to meaning as the dialogue. Discuss with 
reference to one or more plays you have studied. 
 
 

 

 

 

End of Examination  
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