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Section A: Poetry

SUJATA BHATT: Point No Point

1 Either (a) ‘I am the one
   who always goes away.’

   Discuss ways Bhatt explores experiences from her travels in two poems.

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following poem, considering ways Bhatt presents the 
relationship between the artist and her subject matter.

Iris

Her hand sweeps over the rough grained paper,
then, with a wet sponge, again.
A drop of black is washed grey,
cloudy as warm breath fogging cool glass.
She feels she must make the best of it, 5
she must get the colour of the stone wall,
of the mist settling around twisted birch trees.
Her eye doesn’t miss the rabbit crouched,
a tuft of fog in the tall grass.
Nothing to stop the grey sky from merging into stones, 10
or the stone walls from trailing off into sky.
But closer, a single iris stands fully opened:
dark wrinkled petals, rain-moist,
the tall slender stalk sways, her hand follows.
Today, even the green is tinged with grey, 15
the stone’s shadow lies heavy over the curling petals
but there’s time enough, she’ll wait,
study the lopsided shape.
The outer green sepals once enclosing the bud
lie shrivelled: empty shells spiralling 20
right beneath the petals.
As she stares the sun comes out.
And the largest petal flushes
deep deep violet.
A violet so intense it’s almost black. 25
The others tremble indigo, reveal
paler blue undersides.
Thin red veins running into yellow orange rills,
yellow flows down the green stem.
Her hand moves swiftly from palette to paper, 30
paper to palette, the delicate brush
swoops down, sweeps up,
moves the way a bird builds its nest.
An instant and the sun is gone.
Grey-ash-soft-shadows fall again. 35
But she can close her eyes and see
red-orange veins, the yellow
swept with green throbbing towards blue,
and deep inside she feels
indigo pulsing to violet. 40
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Songs of Ourselves

2 Either (a) Referring to two poems, discuss the effects of poets’ use of the sonnet form.

 Or (b) Discuss the following poem in detail, commenting on how Baxter treats the past.

The Bay

On the road to the bay was a lake of rushes
Where we bathed at times and changed in the bamboos.
Now it is rather to stand and say:
How many roads we take that lead to Nowhere,
The alley overgrown, no meaning now but loss: 5
Not that veritable garden where everything comes easy.

And by the bay itself were cliffs with carved names
And a hut on the shore beside the Maori ovens.
We raced boats from the banks of the pumice creek
Or swam in those autumnal shallows 10
Growing cold in amber water, riding the logs
Upstream, and waiting for the taniwha.

So now I remember the bay and the little spiders
On driftwood, so poisonous and quick.
The carved cliffs and the great outcrying surf 15
With currents round the rocks and the birds rising.
A thousand times an hour is torn across
And burned for the sake of going on living.
But I remember the bay that never was
And stand like stone and cannot turn away. 20

James K. Baxter
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH: Selected Poems

3 Either (a) ‘I seemed to see him pace …
   Wandering about alone and silently.’

   Discuss the importance to Wordsworth of the solitary figure. Refer to two poems in 
your answer.

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following extract from Wordsworth’s ‘Ode – Intimations of 
Immortality’, showing ways it reflects his characteristic concerns.

Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call
 Ye to each other make; I see
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;
 My heart is at your festival,
  My head hath its coronal, 5
The fullness of your bliss, I feel—I feel it all.
  Oh evil day! if I were sullen
  While the Earth herself is adorning,
   This sweet May-morning,
  And the Children are pulling, 10
   On every side,
  In a thousand vallies far and wide,
  Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,
And the Babe leaps up on his mother’s arm:—
  I hear, I hear, with joy I hear! 15
  —But there’s a Tree, of many one,
A single Field which I have looked upon,
Both of them speak of something that is gone:
   The Pansy at my feet
   Doth the same tale repeat: 20
Whither is fled the visionary gleam?
Where is it now, the glory and the dream?

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,
  Hath had elsewhere its setting, 25
   And cometh from afar:
  Not in entire forgetfulness,
  And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come
   From God, who is our home: 30
Heaven lies about us in our infancy!
Shades of the prison-house begin to close
   Upon the growing Boy,
But He beholds the light, and whence it flows,
   He sees it in his joy; 35
The Youth, who daily farther from the East
 Must travel, still is Nature’s Priest,
  And by the vision splendid
  Is on his way attended;
At length the Man perceives it die away, 40
And fade into the light of common day.
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Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,
And, even with something of a Mother’s mind,
  And no unworthy aim, 45
 The homely Nurse doth all she can
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,
 Forget the glories he hath known,
And that imperial palace whence he came.
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Section B: Prose

CHARLOTTE BRONTË: Jane Eyre

4 Either (a) ‘My Edward and I, then, are happy: and the more so, because those we most love 
are happy likewise.’

   How satisfactory do you find the conclusion of the novel?

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following passage, considering in what particular ways it 
presents Jane’s state of mind at this point in the novel.

A small breakfast-room adjoined the drawing-room, I slipped in there. It contained 
a bookcase; I soon possessed myself of a volume, taking care that it should be one 
stored with pictures. I mounted into the window-seat: gathering up my feet, I sat 
cross-legged, like a Turk; and, having drawn the red moreen curtain nearly close,
I was shrined in double retirement.

Folds of scarlet drapery shut in my view to the right hand; to the left were the 
clear panes of glass, protecting, but not separating me from the drear November 
day. At intervals, while turning over the leaves in my book, I studied the aspect of 
that winter afternoon. Afar, it offered a pale blank of mist and cloud; near, a scene of 
wet lawn and storm-beat shrub, with ceaseless rain sweeping away wildly before a 
long and lamentable blast.

I returned to my book – Bewick’s History of British Birds : the letterpress thereof 
I cared little for, generally speaking; and yet there were certain introductory pages 
that, child as I was, I could not pass quite as a blank. They were those which treat 
of the haunts of sea-fowl; of ‘the solitary rocks and promontories’ by them only 
inhabited; of the coast of Norway, studded with isles from its southern extremity, the 
Lindeness, or Naze, to the North Cape –

Where the Northern Ocean, in vast whirls,
Boils round the naked, melancholy isles
Of farthest Thule; and the Atlantic surge
Pours in among the stormy Hebrides.

Nor could I pass unnoticed the suggestion of the bleak shores of Lapland, 
Siberia, Spitzbergen, Nova Zembla, Iceland, Greenland, with ‘the vast sweep of the 
Arctic Zone, and those forlorn regions of dreary space – that reservoir of frost and 
snow, where firm fields of ice, the accumulation of centuries of winters, glazed in 
Alpine heights above heights, surround the pole, and concentre the multiplied rigours 
of extreme cold’. Of these death-white realms I formed an idea of my own: shadowy, 
like all the half-comprehended notions that float dim through children’s brains, but 
strangely impressive. The words in these introductory pages connected themselves 
with the succeeding vignettes, and gave significance to the rock standing up alone 
in a sea of billow and spray; to the broken boat stranded on a desolate coast; to the 
cold and ghastly moon glancing through bars of cloud at a wreck just sinking.

I cannot tell what sentiment haunted the quite solitary churchyard, with its 
inscribed headstone; its gate, its two trees, its low horizon, girdled by a broken wall, 
and its newly risen crescent, attesting the hour of eventide.

The two ships becalmed on a torpid sea, I believed to be marine phantoms.
The fiend pinning down the thief’s pack behind him, I passed over quickly:

it was an object of terror.
So was the black-horned thing seated aloof on a rock, surveying a distant crowd 

surrounding a gallows.
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Each picture told a story; mysterious often to my undeveloped understanding 
and imperfect feelings, yet ever profoundly interesting: as interesting as the tales 
Bessie sometimes narrated on winter evenings, when she chanced to be in good 
humour; and when, having brought her ironing-table to the nursery-hearth, she 
allowed us to sit about it, and while she got up Mrs Reed’s lace frills, and crimped 
her nightcap borders, fed our eager attention with passages of love and adventure 
taken from old fairy tales and older ballads; or (as at a later period I discovered) 
from the pages of Pamela, and Henry, Earl of Moreland.

With Bewick on my knee, I was then happy: happy at least in my way. I feared 
nothing but interruption, and that came too soon. The breakfast-room door was 
opened.

‘Boh! Madam Mope!’ cried the voice of John Reed; then he paused: he found 
the room apparently empty.

Chapter 1

45

50
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TSITSI DANGAREMBGA: Nervous Conditions

5 Either (a) ‘It’s the Englishness … It’ll kill them all if they aren’t careful …’

   In what ways does the novel explore conflict between ‘Englishness’ and Shona values?

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following passage, focusing on its effectiveness as the 
opening to the novel.

I was not sorry when my brother died. Nor am I apologising for my callousness, 
as you may define it, my lack of feeling. For it is not that at all. I feel many things 
these days, much more than I was able to feel in the days when I was young and 
my brother died, and there are reasons for this more than the mere consequence of 
age. Therefore I shall not apologise but begin by recalling the facts as I remember 
them that led up to my brother’s death, the events that put me in a position to write 
this account. For though the event of my brother’s passing and the events of my story 
cannot be separated, my story is not after all about death, but about my escape
and Lucia’s; about my mother’s and Maiguru’s entrapment; and about Nyasha’s 
rebellion – Nyuha, far-minded and isolated, my uncle’s daughter, whose rebellion 
may not in the end have been successful.

I was thirteen years old when my brother died. It happened in 1968. It was the 
end of term and we were expecting him home by the afternoon bus that passed 
through our village at three o’clock. My brother went to school at the mission where 
my uncle was headmaster and which was some twenty miles away from the village, 
to the west, in the direction of Umtali town. Sometimes, when my uncle was not too 
busy with reports and administration at the end of the school term, he was able to 
come away from his office at three o’clock in the afternoon, sacrificing the remaining 
hours in the day in order to bring Nhamo home. This was what Nhamo preferred. 
He did not like travelling by bus because, he said, it was too slow. Moreover, the 
women smelt of unhealthy reproductive odours, the children were inclined to relieve 
their upset bowels on the floor, and the men gave off strong aromas of productive 
labour. He did not like sharing the vehicle with various kinds of produce in suspicious 
stages of freshness, with frightened hens, with the occasional rich-smelling goat. 
‘We should have a special bus,’ he complained, ‘like they have for students who live 
in Fort Victoria and in Salisbury,’ quite forgetting that these were towns, autonomous 
urban centres, whereas our home was in the communal lands that surround Umtali, 
and that since my uncle’s mission was considered to be in Umtali there was no need 
to hire a bus in order to ferry him and the other pupil who lived in our area home.

Even so, hiring a bus would not have made the end of term comfortable enough 
for my brother. The bus terminus – which is also the market, with pale dirty tuckshops, 
dark and dingy inside, which we call magrosa, and women under msasa trees selling
hard-boiled eggs, vegetables, seasonal fruit, boiled chicken which is sometimes 
curried and sometimes not, and anything else that the villagers or travellers might like 
to buy – is at least two miles distance from our homestead. Had a bus been hired or 
not my brother would still have had to walk the two miles home. This walk was another 
aspect of his homeward journey that my brother wished not to have to endure.

I, not having had to make the journey regularly each end of term and each 
beginning of a new term, could not understand why my brother disliked walking so 
much, especially after being cramped in an airless bus for such a long time: the bus 
journey to the mission took nearly an hour. Besides the relief of being able to stretch 
your legs after such a long journey, the walk home from the bus terminus was not 
a long wait when you had nowhere to hurry to. The road wound down by the fields 
where there were always some people with whom to pass ten minutes of the day – 
enquiring about their health and the health of their family, admiring the broad-leafed 
abundance of the maize crop when it was good, predicting how many bags the field 
would yield or wondering whether the plants had tasselled too early or too late.

Chapter 1
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Stories of Ourselves

6 Either (a) Discuss the importance of the passage of time to two stories from your selection.

 Or (b) Comment closely on the following passage, focusing in particular on ways it presents 
the clash of two different worlds.

To Da-duh, in Memoriam

From then on, whenever I wasn’t taken to visit relatives, I accompanied Da-duh 
out into the ground, and alone with her amid the canes or down in the gully I told 
her about New York. It always began with some slighting remark on her part: ‘I know 
they don’t have anything this nice where you come from,’ or ‘Tell me, I hear those 
foolish people in New York does do such and such …’ But as I answered, re-creating 
my towering world of steel and concrete and machines for her, building the city out 
of words, I would feel her give way. I came to know the signs of her surrender: the 
total stillness that would come over her little hard dry form, the probing gaze that like 
a surgeon’s knife sought to cut through my skull to get at the images there, to see if 
I were lying; above all, her fear, a fear nameless and profound, the same one I had 
felt beating in the palm of her hand that day in the lorry.

Over the weeks I told her about refrigerators, radios, gas stoves, elevators, 
trolley cars, wringer washing machines, movies, airplanes, the cyclone at Coney 
Island, subways, toasters, electric lights: ‘At night, see, all you have to do is flip this 
little switch on the wall and all the lights in the house go on. Just like that. Like magic. 
It’s like turning on the sun at night.’

‘But tell me,’ she said to me once with a faint mocking smile, ‘do the white people 
have all these things too or it’s only the people looking like us?’

I laughed. ‘What d’ya mean,’ I said. ‘The white people have even better.’ Then:
‘I beat up a white girl in my class last term.’

‘Beating up white people!’ Her tone was incredulous.
‘How you mean!’ I said, using an expression of hers. ‘She called me a name.’
For some reason Da-duh could not quite get over this and repeated in the same 

hushed, shocked voice, ‘Beating up white people now! Oh, the lord, the world’s 
changing up so I can scarce recognise it anymore.’

One morning toward the end of our stay, Da-duh led me into a part of the gully 
that we had never visited before, an area darker and more thickly overgrown than 
the rest, almost impenetrable. There in a small clearing amid the dense bush, she 
stopped before an incredibly tall royal palm which rose cleanly out of the ground, 
and drawing the eye up with it, soared high above the trees around it into the sky. 
It appeared to be touching the blue dome of sky, to be flaunting its dark crown of 
fronds right in the blinding white face of the late morning sun.

Da-duh watched me a long time before she spoke, and then she said very 
quietly, ‘All right, now, tell me, if you’ve got anything this tall in that place you’re from.’

I almost wished, seeing her face, that I could have said no. ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘We’ve 
got buildings hundreds of times this tall in New York. There’s one called the Empire 
State Building that’s the tallest in the world. My class visited it last year and I went all 
the way to the top. It’s got over a hundred floors. I can’t describe how tall it is. Wait a 
minute. What’s the name of that hill I went to visit the other day, where they have the 
police station?’

‘You mean Bissex?’
‘Yes, Bissex. Well, the Empire State Building is way taller than that.’
‘You’re lying now!’ she shouted, trembling with rage. Her hand lifted to strike me.
‘No, I’m not,’ I said. ‘It really is, if you don’t believe me I’ll send you a picture 

postcard of it soon as I get back home so you can see for yourself. But it’s way taller 
than Bissex.’

All the fight went out of her at that.
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