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INSTRUCTIONS TO CANDIDATES AND INVIGILATORS
Answer TWO questions: ONE from SECTION A and ONE from SECTION B.

Please note that you may not write again on any text already discussed in assessed coursework.

SECTION A
Answer ONE of the following.

1.
‘While the play’s comic action and gentle satire make conscription seem harmless or even alluring, Farquhar does not deny the social reality of conscription, nor does he render war or its heroes sentimental’. Does The Recruiting Officer offer a critique of war or support it?

2.
Wilde originally subtitled The Importance of Being Earnest “A Serious Comedy for Trivial People” but changed that to “A Trivial Comedy for Serious People.” Would you describe the play as serious or trivial?

3.
Black Ey’d Susan contains all the elements that the Victorian audience desired: escapism, patriotism and realistic people, cities and social situations recreated on stage. Discuss.

SECTION B

Discuss ONE of the following extracts with reference to themes, characterisation, action, setting, language and any appropriate visual/sound effects. Your answer should consider how the scene contributes to the play’s overall meaning and theatrical impact.

You are advised to place the extract briefly in context before focussing on the dramatic detail, making use of quotations from the extract to support your points.  Aim to be analytical rather than descriptive.

a. Wole Soyinka

Death and the King’s Horseman
b. Ayub Khan-Din

East is East
c. Arthur Miller

Death of a Salesman
d. Tennessee Williams
A Streetcar Named Desire
e. Lorraine Hansberry

A Raisin in the Sun
a.
Scene Three
GIRLS:
(in turn. In an ‘English’ accent) Well well it’s Mister Amusa. Were you invited? (Play-acting to one another. The older WOMEN encourage them with their titters.)

· Your invitation card please?

· Who are you? Have we been introduced?

· And who did you say you were?

· Sorry, I didn’t quite catch your name.

· May I take your hat?

· If you insist. May I take yours? (Exchanging the policemen’s hats.)

· How very kind of you.

· Not at all. Won’t you sit down?

· After you.

· Oh no.

· I insist.

· You’re most gracious.

· And how do you find the place?

· The natives are alright.

· Friendly?

· Tractable.

· Not a teeny-weeny bit restless?

· Well, a teeny-weeny bit restless.

· One might even say, difficult?

· Indeed one might be tempted to say, difficult.

· But you do manage to cope?

· Yes indeed I do. I have a rather faithful ox called Amusa.

· He’s loyal?

· Absolutely.

· Lay down his life for you what?

· Without a moment’s thought.

· Had one like that once. Trust him with my life.

· Mostly of course they are liars.

· Never known a native to tell the truth.

· Does it get rather close around here?

· It’s mild for this time of year.

· But the rains may still come.

· They are late this year aren’t they?

· They are keeping African time.

· Ha ha ha ha.

· Ha ha ha ha.

· The humidity is what gets me.

· It used to be whisky.

· Ha ha ha ha.

· Ha ha ha ha.

· What’s your handicap old chap?

· Is there racing by golly?

· Splendid golf course, you’ll like it.

· I’m beginning to like it already.

· And a European club, exclusive.

· You’ve kept the flag flying.

· We do our best for the old country.

· It’s a pleasure to serve.

· Another whisky old chap?

· You are indeed too kind.

· Not at all sir. Where is that boy? (With a sudden bellow) Sergeant!

AMUSA:
(Snaps to attention) Yessir!


The WOMEN collapse with laughter.
Death and the King’s Horseman by Wole Soyinka

b.
Act One, Scene Three


It’s early morning at the Khans’ house, ELLA comes from the kitchen with a full tray of cups and three packets of chocolate biscuits. She sits and opens a letter and lights a fag. Enter GEORGE carrying a plastic bucket his head to one side, it’s the piss bucket. ELLA winces at the smell. GEORGE goes out to empty it.

GEORGE:
I bloody tell Tariq empty this. I bloody kill him, baster.

ELLA:
Letter here from the doctor, he says he can get Sajit into Salford Royal on Tuesday. He’s got to have a check up later today. So you’ll have to open up.

GEORGE:
Good.

ELLA:
Your tea’s here, do you want biscuits or I can make you some toast?

GEORGE:
Just half a cup, and biscuit. (He exits.)


ELLA pours tea from one of the cups into her own. She picks up a paper and reads. Re-enter GEORGE.
GEORGE:
Any news about war in Pakistan?

ELLA:
Yeah, I’ve just read something here ‘There has been further unrest in Dacca, capital of East Pakistan, since the arrest of Sheik Mujib. West Pakistan has now declared marshal law.’

GEORGE:
More problem now I think, these people no good. Bloody India stir up trouble for Pakistan.

ELLA:
Well they only want their democratic rights, it’s not much to ask for is it.

GEORGE:
They bloody ask India to come, maybe take Azad Kashmir. Kashmir belong to Pakistan, whole country Muslim see. Mountbatten and bloody Nehru fixing it baster.

ELLA:
If you’re going to the fish market, we need some more plaice, we ran out last night.

GEORGE:
I tell you we’re going to lose half bloody country now.

ELLA:
Only the East side. You said yourself they weren’t proper Pakistanis, so I don’t know what you’re so bothered about. Better get some more cod as well while you’re at it.

GEORGE:
Of course I bloody worry, family in Azad Kashmir, on border. They’ll be in danger.


She goes over to the door, opens it and shouts.

ELLA:
Well you’re not, so think yourself lucky. (Shouting.) Abdul, Tariq, Maneer, Saleem, Meenah, Sajit, get up, your breakfast’s ready!

East is East by Ayub Khan-Din
c)

Act One


WILLY’s form is dimly seen below in the darkened kitchen. He opens the refrigerator, searches in there, and takes out a bottle of milk. The apartment houses are fading out, and the entire house and surroundings become covered with leaves. Music insinuates itself as the leaves appear.

WILLY:
Just wanna be careful with those girls, Biff, that’s all. Don’t make any promises. No promises of any kind. Because a girl, y’know, they always believe what you tell ’em, and you’re very young, Biff, you’re too young to be talking seriously to girls.


Light rises on the kitchen. WILLY, talking, shuts the refrigerator door and comes downstage to the kitchen table. He pours milk into a glass. He is totally immersed in himself, smiling faintly.

WILLY:
Too young entirely, Biff. You want to watch your schooling first. Then when you’re all set, there’ll be plenty of girls for a boy like you. (He smiles broadly at a kitchen chair.) That so? The girls pay for you? (He laughs.) Boy, you must really be makin’ a hit.


WILLY is gradually addressing – physically – a point off-stage, speaking through the wall of the kitchen, and his voice has been rising in volume to that of a normal conversation.

WILLY:
I been wondering why you polish the car so careful. Ha! Don’t leave the hubcaps, boys. Get the chamois to the hubcaps. Happy, use newspaper on the windows, it’s the easiest thing. Show him how to do it, Biff! You see, Happy? Pad it up, use it like a pad. That’s it, that’s it, good work. You’re doin’ all right, Hap. (He pauses, then nods in approbation for a few seconds, then looks upward.) Biff, first thing we gotta do when we get time is clip that big branch over the house. Afraid it’s gonna fall in a storm and hit the roof. Tell you what. We get a rope and sling her around, and then we climb up there with a couple of saws and take her down. Soon as you finish the car, boys, I wanna see ya. I got a surprise for you, boys.

BIFF:
(Offstage.) Whatta ya got, Dad?

WILLY:
No, you finish first. Never leave a job till you’re finished – remember that. (Looking towards the ‘big trees’.) Biff, up in Albany I saw a beautiful hammock. I think I’ll buy it next trip, and we’ll hang it right between those two elms. Wouldn’t that be something? Just swingin’ there under those branches. Boy, that would be…


YOUNG BIFF and YOUNG HAPPY appear from the direction WILLY was addressing. HAPPY carries rags and a pail of water. BIFF, wearing a sweater with a block ‘S’, carries a football.

BIFF:
(Pointing in the direction of the car offstage.) How’s that, Pop? Professional?

WILLY:
Terrific. Terrific job, boys. Good work, Biff.

Death of a Salesman by Arthur Miller

d)
Scene Nine

BLANCHE:
I wonder if this stuff ought to be mixed with something? Ummm, it’s sweet, so sweet! It’s terribly, terribly sweet! Why, it’s a liqueur, I believe! Yes, that’s what it is, a liqueur! (MITCH grunts.) I’m afraid you won’t like it, but try it, and maybe you will.

MITCH:
I told you already I don’t want none of his liquor and I mean it. You ought to lay off his liquor. He says you been lapping it up all summer like a wild-cat!
BLANCHE:
What a fantastic statement! Fantastic of him to say it, fantastic of you to repeat it! I won’t descend to the level of such cheap accusations to answer them, even!

MITCH:
Huh.

BLANCHE:
What’s in your mind? I see something in your eyes!

MITCH:
(Getting up.) It’s dark in here.

BLANCHE:
I like it dark. The dark is comforting to me.

MITCH:
I don’t think I’ve ever seen you in the light. (BLANCHE laughs breathlessly.) That’s a fact!

BLANCHE:
Is it?

MITCH:
I’ve never seen you in the afternoon.

BLANCHE:
Whose fault is that?

MITCH:
You never want to go out in the afternoon.

BLANCHE:
Why, Mitch, you’re at the plant in the afternoon!

MITCH:
Not Sunday afternoon. I’ve asked you to go out with me sometimes on Sundays but you always make an excuse. You never want to go out till after six and then it’s always to some place that’s not lighted much.

BLANCHE:
There is some obscure meaning in this but I fail to catch it.

MITCH:
What it means is I’ve never had a real good look at you, Blanche.

BLANCHE:
What are you leading up to?

MITCH:
Let’s turn the light on here.

BLANCHE:
(Fearfully.) Light? Which light? What for?

MITCH:
This one with the paper thing on it. (He tears the paper lantern off the light bulb. She utters a frightened gasp.)

BLANCHE:
What did you do that for?

MITCH:
So I can take a look at you good and plain!

BLANCHE:
Of course you don’t really mean to be insulting!

MITCH:
No, just realistic.

BLANCHE:
I don’t want realism.

MITCH:
Naw, I guess not.

BLANCHE:
I’ll tell you what I want. Magic! (MITCH laughs.) Yes, yes, magic! I try to give that to people. I misrepresent things to them. I don’t tell the truth. I tell what ought to be the truth. And if that is sinful, then let me damned for it! – Don’t turn the light on!

MITCH crosses to the switch. He turns the light on and stares at her. She cries out and covers her face. He turns the light off again.

A Streetcar Named Desire by Tennessee Williams
e)
Act Two, Scene Three
LINDNER:
It is a matter of the people of Clybourne Park believing, rightly or wrongly, as I say, that for the happiness of all concerned that our Negro families are happier when they live in their own communities.

BENEATHA:
(With a grand and bitter gesture.) This, friends, is the Welcoming Committee!

WALTER:
(Dumbfounded, looking at LINDNER.) Is this what you came marching all the way over here to tell us?

LINDNER:
Well, now we’ve been having a fine conversation. I hope you’ll hear me all the way through.

WALTER:
(Tightly.) Go ahead man.

LINDNER:
You see – in the face of all things I have said, we are prepared to make your family a very generous offer…

BENEATHA:
Thirty pieces and not a coin less!

WALTER:
Yeah?

LINDNER:
(Putting on his glasses and drawing a form out of his briefcase.) Our association is prepared, through the collective effort of our people, to buy the house from you at a financial gain to your family.

RUTH:
Lord have mercy, ain’t this the living gall!

WALTER:
All right, you through?

LINDNER:
Well, I want to give you the exact terms of the financial arrangement –

WALTER:
We don’t want to hear no exact terms of no arrangements. I want to know if you’ve got any more to tell us ’bout living together?

LINDNER:
(Taking off his glasses.) Well – I don’t suppose that you feel…

WALTER:
Never mind how I feel – you got any more to say ’bout how people ought to sit down and talk to each other? …Get out of my house, man.


He turns his back and walks to the door.

LINDNER:
(Looking around at the hostile faces and, reaching and assembling his hat and briefcase.) Well – I don’t understand why you people are reacting this way. What do you think you are going to gain by moving into a neighbourhood where you just aren’t wanted and where some elements – well – people can get awful worked up when they feel their whole way of life and everything they’ve ever worked for is threatened.

WALTER:
Get out.

LINDNER:
(At the door, holding a small card.) Well – I’m sorry it went like this.

WALTER:
Get out.

LINDNER:
(Almost sadly regarding WALTER.) You just can’t force people to change their hearts, son.


He turns and puts his card on a table and exits. WALTER pushes the door to with stinging hatred, and stands looking at it. RUTH just sits and BENEATHA just stands. They say nothing.

A Raisin in the Sun by Lorraine Hansberry
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