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ENGLISH TEACHERS ASSOCIATION 
Year 12 Literature ATAR Examination, Semester Two 2017 

Question Paper 

 

LITERATURE (Year Twelve) 

Semester Two  
 
 
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 the Western Australian Certificate of Education ATAR course 
examinations are detailed in the Year 12 Information Handbook 2017. 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 you have studied this year. The texts you 
choose as primary reference for questions in Section Two must be taken from the prescribed 
text lists in the Literature syllabus. If you make primary reference to a text not taken from these 
text lists, you will receive a penalty of 10 per cent of the total marks available for the 
examination. 

4. This examination requires you to answer three questions in total, each making primary 
reference to a different genre so that you must choose one question to be on poetry, one on 
prose fiction and one on drama. If you choose the same genre more than once as a primary 
reference, you will receive a penalty of 15 per cent of the total marks available for the 
examination. 

5. If you choose one of the three questions that makes 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. 

6. 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  

The following poem is written by Western Australian poet Roland Leach. It comes from The 
Fremantle Press Anthology of Western Australian Poetry (2017). 

 

Grandmother 

I was too young to enjoy 
my wayward grandmother 
 
she was just the old lady 
who arrived at midday 
in a taxi 
 
trundling down the drive 
with her stringed boxes 
full of cakes. 
 
She had left my mother 
in a home 
when she was three 
 
then turned up 
a generation later 
like the prodigal mother. 
 
She was never forgiven though 
and my mother would pack 
her up on those evenings 
 
even when she complained 
of loneliness & sciatica 
till they fought of the past 
 
and mother would fume 
when she lit a cigarette 
the smoke rising through her repeated perms. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version of 
this document. 
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I guess she wanted to be close 
to whatever it was she lost 
as the remains of her youth 
 
hung in loose flesh 
beneath the old dresses 
and men no longer 
 
hurried to her side 
to buy her drinks 
or take her to Ascot. 
 
I found a postcard dated 1920: 
it was from Aden1 
when she was young 
 
and touring the world on her looks 
defying her magistrate father 
and uncle the archbishop. 
 
By the time 
I wanted to talk to her 
of Aden & the war 
 
of women & exile 
of her family & mine 
she was gone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

See next page for Text B 

 

                                                 

1 Aden: City in Yemen, a country in the Middle East. 

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

This is an extract from the short story ‘Postscript’ written by Melbourne writer Ellena Savage in 
2016. Her essays, stories, poems and works of criticism have been published in a variety of 
publications across Australia.  

Postscript 

A mining corporation, British by origin, but like all mining corporations conveniently devoid of 
nationhood, starts a copper mine in a distant region. The island has lived through centuries of 
colonisation by its Yawan neighbours, by Japan, Germany, England, and most recently 
Australia. 1971, when the Australian constitution is the law of the land, it’s a fortunate time to 
dig. The Australian constitution promises all the minerals, and the rights to explore and extract 
them, to the Crown. 

When I saw this young woman walking around town, I knew she was rich. Glossy brown hair in 
curls, not like our curls, loose, and she’d pulled it on top of her head like a pile of dog shit. She 
could not have come from this island – and not because she’s white. Our mothers here would 
not let her leave the house looking like that, like such a rag doll. That’s how I know she’s rich. 

I am not prepared for what I encounter but I am in love with it. The baby I held in the tray of a 
ute we got dropped off in, the heavy mud under my feet, the teetering coconut trees that hang 
over the roads. Brendan and I walk around and buy an ice-cream cone, that terrifically artificial 
rose-pink ice-cream that I haven’t had since I was a kid. This place is simple, honest. Brendan 
was right to bring me here. 

The mine flourishes. Over the next twenty years, it clears billions. Locals have jobs, are wearing 
western clothes, are importing goods for the first time. Those with an education, a class who 
had historically fled the island to be hosted by the nations of their alma maters, instead return 
and work office jobs at the mine, jobs which support their acquired lifestyles: aircon, water 
filters, imported wine. The uneducated are employed as labourers at appalling wages. 
Supermarkets open, but locals cannot afford to shop at them. Animal populations begin to die, 
and subsistence living becomes untenable for many. The runoff from the mine poisons the 
drinking water. There is no sanitation – there never was, but there was never much need for it 
until now – and it begins to affect the health of the community. People are ill. Babies die. 

I see Anna outside the UN compound and she tells me there is a writer here from America or 
Australia. She says the woman, Estelle, has come to the island with her boyfriend and wants to 
write some stories. It is that girl I saw, who is maybe twenty years old. I don’t know how she is a 
writer. Maybe because she is rich, maybe that is how you become a writer. But I do know that I 
will have my book and that girl will write it. 

I meet Francis through Anna at the UN compound one morning. He is small and dark and bent-
over. Middle-aged, I guess, but on the younger end of it. He smells like the island funk, the 
dank sweat and mud of it. Yet while we chat – much of it interpreted by Anna – he looks at me 
like a man in command of his sexual presence. His mustard eyes watch me for longer than they 
ought to. I have to look away, my gut dropping. I shouldn’t like it. 

It is the time of Third Worldism. Postcolonial movements are rising, and with them comes the 
literature, the discourse, the language of decolonisation, of autonomy and of collective 
upheaval. Dotty Melanat, Indigenous woman, hitherto unknown, protests out the front of a 
supermarket in Takena. She shrieks at a policeman for being complicit in the ruin of her 
community. She will not be sedated. He hits her. She removes all her clothes and beats her 
chest and she screams. Men and women come to her defence; more police officers are called 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version of 
this document. It may be viewed online at: 
 
https://overland.org.au/previous-issues/issue-223/fiction-ellena-savage/ 
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in. This is the Takena Riot, the catalyst for what is to come. From it, a land council is formed by 
local leaders. The mine liaises with them, offers a pittance for what they see as the wholesale 
theft of their land. The council radicalises, loses its older constituents, who are old enough to 
know and fear what will come next. 

Dynamite is planted by freshly minted rebels. And there is blood. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

See next page for Text C 

 
 
 
 
 
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version of 
this document. It may be viewed online at: 
 
https://overland.org.au/previous-issues/issue-223/fiction-ellena-savage/ 
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Text C  

The following is an excerpt from the play Blind Dog by American playwright Tom Coash. It is 
comprised of two of the three monologues found in the full text. These monologues are 
thematically connected and can be produced all together or separately. The cast 
comprises Penelope: 35-45 years old, rich, sophisticated, chic; Cassandra: 30-45 years old, 
African-American, middle class; and Beth: 20-30 years old, middle America, blue-collar.  The 
play is set in “The Ever Present” and set on three tall stools. The actors are directed not to 
touch each other or actively support each other, being still when not speaking themselves.  

Blind Dog 

Three women sit on tall stools facing the audience but with faces directed towards their laps. 
Penelope stands up and addresses audience. The other two keep their faces down. 

PENELOPE 

“If I can’t have you nobody will,” he said. We were watching this late night talk show . . . “Has 
the romance gone out of your marriage?” Without thinking I laughed. I had been thinking a lot 
about how our marriage had gotten and I laughed out loud. My husband, George, is a powerful 
man, a politician . . . a politician with ambitions. “Why are you laughing?” he said in the quiet, 
powerful, controlled way he has. As if he was genuinely interested in the answer. He says 
things in a way that makes you believe him. Very controlled, my husband. Never a hair out of 
place, a wife out of line, or an emotion out of control. He never, for instance, hits me in public or 
where it will show.  

“Why did you laugh? Has the romance gone out of our marriage?” 

He was voted Man of the Year by the city fathers. I was voted Best Dressed by the local paper. 
Clothes by Armani, hair by Horst, fractured ribs by George. I went to the hospital and broke 
down crying on the examination table. It was gently suggested that I meet with a psychiatrist. I 
took several tests and he said I scored high on the paranoia scale. I asked what that meant. “It 
means you have an irrational fear that someone is out to get you.” 

“Why did you laugh?” he asked again. Quiet, firm, insistent. I don’t know what I would do if I 
decided to leave. I don’t have money or a job. I dropped out of law school to marry him. “A good 
catch,” everybody said. Punched an old school friend of mine at our wedding. He’s a very 
jealous man. Or at least uses that as an excuse. He wouldn’t do that now, of course. Controls it. 
Waits until we get home . . .  “If you like him so much, why don’t you just go to a motel with 
him?” he’ll ask, his fingers digging firmly into my arm, my back pushed insistently to the wall. “If 
you ever leave me, I’ll kill you.” 

Our kids are used to having things. They’re used to their schools, their friends, their clubs. How 
can I take them from that? What would we live on? Would they hate me? Would I even get 
custody? What would people say? That I ruined his career? I’m used to having things, I’m used 
to my friends, I’m used to my clubs. What would I do? Go to a shelter? Rely on the kindness of 
strangers? 

I think, sometimes, of those Chinese women with bound feet. I feel close to them. Bound by 
wrappings . . . social . . . economic . . . physical. I feel as if I’ve had my feet bound from birth. 
So I stay. I perform as the happy politician’s wife, as the dazzling hostess, as the best dressed 
woman around town. I perform my “duties in the bedroom” as he calls them. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version of 
this document. It may be viewed online at: 
 
https://elevenelevenjournal.com/issue-14/tom-coash/ 
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“Why did you laugh?” he asked. I said it was nothing. After a pause he said, “If you’re thinking 
about leaving, don’t. If I can’t have you nobody will.” 

And I believe him. 

Penelope sits. Cassandra stands. Looks at Penelope and then addresses audience. Penelope 
watches her as she speaks. Beth (who does not speak in this excerpt) keeps her face down. 

CASSANDRA 

“I would never let that happen to me.” “Why doesn’t she leave?” “She must like it.” Damn I get 
tired of hearing that. You wanna know why I didn’t leave? Cause I was determined not to fall 
into that white folk’s stereotype of “Mama on welfare and a bunch of fatherless, delinquent 
kids.” I took the violence for years to avoid being that welfare mother white folks hated, only to 
have them turn around and tell me that I should have left long ago and applied for welfare.  

I’m a strong woman. Finished high school, went to college. Had a nice home, a respectable job, 
and a husband who worked. Now am I mistaken or isn’t that the American Dream? Am I gonna 
give up all that and go on welfare with my three kids, become the white man’s burden, because 
my husband drink too much Colt 45 one night and shove me? Or slap me? Think about it. I got 
pride. I’m stubborn. I talked to my pastor ’bout it, ’bout the abuse he was putting me through. 
And pastor told me I need to turn the other cheek, that it was my cross to bear. Think of the 
family. Children need their father. Finally “their father” started beating on my oldest and I had 
him arrested. I went to court and I tried to explain to this judge that I wanted him punished so he 
knows it was serious but not so’s he lose his job. Cause then we’d just have another black man 
out on the street, plus we needed his support money. And the judge said I was wasting the 
court’s time and did I want him in jail or not? All the time my husband is saying he didn’t do 
anything. So I finally said, “Ok, put the bastard away for the rest of his life, I don’t care,” Then 
the man says, “Now, come on, he is your husband after all.” Finally I just said the hell with it. 
They give him probation. 

First thing he came home he hit me with his fist cause I guess he figured he can get away with 
it now. And I hit him back cause that’s what I told myself I would do. Well he hit me again and 
that . . . that was a real wake up call. I called the cops. He said I hit him first. They arrested us 
both. Uh hunh, that’s right. Like I hurt him. Like I’m the batterer. He’s never been afraid of me. 
He doesn’t have to pay attention to what kind of mood I’m in when I come in from work. He 
doesn’t have to watch everything he says when we’re at a party because he’s afraid I’ll beat the 
shit out of him when we get home. It seemed like everywhere I turned in this thing I got police, 
social worker, lawyer, judge, and God, all wanting to tell me my business. You know who’s the 
only real expert on this thing? Me! And when I talked nobody listened. 

Cassandra sits. Beth looks up. Looks at Cassandra and then stands and addresses audience. 
Penelope and Cassandra watch her as she speaks. 

 

 

 

End of Section One 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
For copyright reasons this text cannot be reproduced in the online version of 
this document. It may be viewed online at: 
 
https://elevenelevenjournal.com/issue-14/tom-coash/ 
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Section Two: Extended Response  (50 Marks) 

This section has ten questions. You are required to respond to two different questions.  

Each response must make primary reference to a different genre from that used in Section 
One. If you make reference in Section One 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. 

A text discussed as the primary reference must be from the prescribed text list in the syllabus. 
 
Suggested working time: 120 minutes 
 

 
 
Question 2          (25 marks) 
 
A text relies not only on other texts to make meaning, but also on a knowledge of its times and 
its preoccupations. Discuss with reference to one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 3          (25 marks) 
 
When reading a text, we often hear a distinctive voice that is informed by particular 
assumptions and values. Discuss with reference to one or more texts you have studied.  
 
 
Question 4          (25 marks) 
 
Texts can help us reflect on our relationship with our own culture, even when they are set in a 
different time and/or place. Discuss with reference to one or more texts you have studied.  
 
 
Question 5          (25 marks) 
 
Love and hate are two strong emotions often central to a text and its meanings. Discuss with 
reference to one or more texts you have studied. 
 
 
Question 6          (25 marks) 
 
Literature helps us develop an increased understanding of issues and the questions 
surrounding rights and responsibilities in our modern world.  Discuss with reference to one or 
more texts you have studied.  
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Question 7          (25 marks) 
 
Different characters or personae can represent contrasting ideas about nationhood/national 
identity. Discuss this statement with reference to one or more texts you have studied. 

 
Question 8          (25 marks) 
 
Reading practices are ways that readers make meaning of a text. Discuss how multiple ways of 
reading lead to a depth of understanding that might not be otherwise gained of one or more 
texts you have studied.  
 
 
Question 9          (25 marks) 
 
Discuss the role of language, style and form in representing the world in one or more poems 
you have studied.  
 
 
Question 10          (25 marks) 
 
Many novels rest on the effects produced by contrast. Discuss how the use of contrast is 
employed to contest or reinforce certain ideologies in at least one novel you have studied. 
 
 
Question 11          (25 marks) 
 
Humour and seriousness can work together to heighten meaning in a play. Discuss with 
reference to one or more plays you have studied. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

End of Examination  
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