[bookmark: _GoBack]Read the passage and answer the questions that follow by putting a ring around the most appropriate answer. 

The Teacher

It was the first day of the new school teacher. All the teachers who had been at the school thought the previous year stood at the doors of their classrooms. They had already received their allocations of new pupils before the school closed for the summer holidays. The only addition to the staff, Margaret stood near the Principal’s office. She looked at a group of three teachers who stood to one side, among them Dekeledi they taught the beginners’ grades. 

The Principal of the school belonged to that section of mankind which believed that a position demanded a number of exaggerated mannerism. He kept his coat unbuttoned. He walked as if in a desperate hurry which made his coat – tails fly out behind him. There might have been a time in his life when he had smiled naturally – say, when he was two years old. But he had a degree and a diploma and with it went an electric light smile. He switched it on and off. It was painful when he was with important people, when it remained switched on. He also behaved as though life were a permanent intrigue. 

Nothing could be done in a straight forward way. He was a little like Uriah Heep, and a belly – crawler to anyone he considered more important than himself. He had to impress you with knowledge. This was as painful as his smile. His voice was heavy, determined and an authority on everything. When his face was in repose, his thick lower lip hung down on his chin. 

Margaret’s advance papers had aroused his curiosity considerably. Even the sight of her.  He made the same error as Dikeledi, assuming she was a coloured. That was unusual too. Such children always worked in the shops of their white fathers. He thought he’d have something to talk about, such as that she must be the first of their kind to teach in their school. He’d also have to keep a sharp eye on racialism. Those types were well known for thinking too much about their white parent, not about their African side. He eventually approached Margaret with his electric light smile. 

“Ah, Miss Cadmore, ‘ he said. 
Off went the smile, down came the lower lip. He frowned. 
“I have decided to form an additional class outside the beginners’ grade. As you know, the begineers’ grade is the foundation of a child’s life. I have the best teachers there, like Mistress Dikeledi. Err....” 

He paused, and looked at her closely. There was interest, curiosity there. 
“Excuse the question, but are you coloured?” he asked. 
“No, “she replied, “I am a Masarwa.” 
The shock was so great that he almost jumped into the air. Why, he’d be the sensation of the high society circle for a week! He controlled himself. He looked down. He smiled a little. Then he said: “I see.” 

The whole day he fretted. School closed just past noon. The office of the education supervisor was a stone’s throw from the school. Usually they sat chatting over three or four cups of tea. Today the list of beginners seemed endless. He kept out of the corner of his eyes that the Masarwa (she was no longer a human being) seemed to be extra ordinary friendly with Dikeledi, who, in his eyes, was royalty of royalty. Should he warn Dikeledi that she was talking to it “it” “Surely had all the appearance of coloured. 

“There’s been some chicanery, “he muttered, over and over again. 
As soon as the noon bell rang he could be seen walking at a desperate pace to the office of the education supervisor. He slowed down at the door and shuffled in. 

“Seta, “the Principal queried. 
“How so?” the other queried. 
“I have a Masarwa on my staff.” 
The man Seth whistled softly 
“It’s the Margaret Cadmore woman?” he said looking serious. “God, this is going to raise hell among the Totems here.” 

Seth grabbed some files and ran his eyes down the application list. There was no requirement for a person to define his tribe or race. He looked very annoyed. 

“They’re going to blame me, “he said. “I only look at qualifications. She was top of the class the whole way through. How the hell did she get in? God, Pete, this is a mess. 

Without seeing him, he stared at Pete, the Principal. Agains, he whistled softly through his teeth. Pete grinned, then he drawled: 
She can be shoved out, “he said. “It’s easy. She’s a woman.” 
(From Maru by Bessie Head) 

Select the best answer for questions 1 – 5 and put a ring around 

1. What was the Principal’s attitude to Margaret when he first saw her? 
A. He was angry that she had tried to deceive him into thinking that she was a coloured 
B. He thought that there must be something wrong with her, since coloureds usually work in the shops of their fathers. 
C. He was curious, but cautious, as he was aware that coloureds frequently look down on Africans. 
D. He was amazed, as she was the first coloured teacher to teach in his school. 
 
2. I seem that the Principal through that a Masarwa was; 
A. More animal than human 
B. ‘royalty of royalty’ 
C. A foreigner 
D. Guilty of deception 
 
3. Which of the following is most likely to be true? 
A. Margaret hoped that Dikeledi would think  she was a coloured 
B. Although she looked like a coloured, Margaret wanted it to be clearly understood that she was a Masarwa. 
C. Although Margaret was a Masarwa, she hoped that others would think that she was a coloured. 
D. Margaret trusted the Principal, she told him the truth, but she hoped others would think she was coloured. 
 
4. Why did the Principal and the Education Supervisor want to get rid of Margaret? 
A. Because  she was a woman 
B. Because she was a coloured 
C. Because she was guilty of deception and chicanery 
D. Because she was a Masarwa. 





5. From this passage, it is clear that the Principal. 
A. Trusted few people, but at the same time cared a great deal about what others thought of him 
B. Tried a great deal to impress people, but did not care what  unimportant people thought  of him 
C. Was well – educated, and highly intelligent and wanted to make sure that everyone was fully aware of the fact. 
D. Was very busy, efficient and professional in his job, but did not get on very well with other people. 


