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Turn Over

SECTION A:
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: King Lear.
1.  
Discuss the theme of filial ingratitude as portrayed in the play, King Lear.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             











(33 marks) 

2.  
In what ways and respects is Lear the tragic hero in the play, King Lear .
                                                       






(33 marks)
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: Romeo and Juliet.
3.  
Comment on the ending of the play, Romeo and Juliet.  


(33 marks)
4.  
Discuss the dramatic effectiveness of the soliloquies in Romeo and Juliet.                                         











(33 marks)
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE: Julius Caesar.
5.  
How does Mark Antony contribute to the plot development of the play, 
Julius Caesar?







 
(33 marks)
6.  
‘Caesar may have been a good leader but Brutus cannot provide a better substitute! “With close reference to the play, Julius Caesar.
Examine the validity of this statement. 




(33 marks)
SECTION B

MOLIERE: The Imaginary Invalid.
7.  
Compare the characters of Toinette and Angelique. Whom do you find more 
appealing? Why?








(33 marks)
8.  
How does disguise contribute to the resolution of the central conflict in the play,  

The Imaginary Invalid?           





(33 marks)
OKOIT OMTATAH: Lwanda Magere.
9.  
Discuss the playwright’s portrayal of the princess. What is her significance in the 
play Lwanda Magere? 







(33 marks)
10.  
What makes the play, Lwanda Magere, a legendary play? 

(33 marks)
HENRIK IBSEN: A Doll’s house.
11.  
How appropriate is the title ‘A Doll’s House’ to the play?
 
(33 marks)
12.  
Why has the marriage between Nora and Helmer collapsed? 

(33 marks)
SECTION C

GEORGE BERNARD SHAW: The Devil’s Disciple.
13.  
Discuss Shaw’s use of dramatic irony in the play, The Devil’s Disciple.
                        








(33marks)
14.  

Analyse Dick Dudgeon’s character and character role in, The Devil’s Disciple. 












(33 marks)
R.B. SHERIDAN: The School for Scandal.
12.  

With close reference to the play, show the symbolic significance of the 



name, ‘Surface’. 








(33 marks)
13.  

What is the role of Sir Oliver Surface in the resolution of the conflict in the play, 


The School for Scandal? 






(33 marks)
ROBERT BOLT: A Man for All Seasons.
14.  
Is Thomas More a self-destroyed man or not? Amply illustrate your answer.                                  












(33 marks)
15.  
What is Bolt’s view of religion in the play, A Man for All Seasons? 
(33 marks)
Turn Over
16.   
FRANCIS IMBUGA: Aminata. 
Ngoya: 
In the name of the father, the Son and the Holy Spirit, I repeat that this is the ultimate truth. In the eyes of the Lord, we are all equal. All children of God created in His own image from the same clay. Why then do we fight among ourselves? Know we not that we have greater enemies in ignorance, hunger and disease? Our mission here, as has been demonstrated by my brother, the Right Reverend Abu-Steiner, is as clear as the rain water that falls freely from the skies. God meant us for life. We must therefore walk into the future with only those children that will make our tomorrow worth looking forward to. I agree with Reverend Abu-Steiner that every fourth child in every family should be seen as an extra mouth. A mouth to feed, a mouth to stop crying and a mouth to give medicine to. To achieve this harmony that God meant us for, there has to be total unity among us. Remember that a divided house neither knows the comfort of peace nor the warmth of love. A man needs peace, he needs comfort and warmth of love. What about a woman? Does she need any less love and peace?

Voices: 
Nooo!

Ngoya:
So tell me now, you proud mothers of our land. Is there any woman here present whose stomach is different from mine?

Voices: 
Noo!

Ngoya:
Is there?

Voices:
Noo! 

Ngoya:
Allelujah! Girl, boy, man, woman, where is the difference? (Pouse) It is all in our minds. Yes’ your minds. God gave us plants, He gave us birds and fish and He gave us animals to grace our environment. But, nowhere in His Holy Book is it said, “This plant is for women, this bird for men and this fish for children”, is there? 

Voices: 
Noo!

Ngoya: 
Allelujah! (Pause) You cook the meals, don’t you?
Voices:
Yes! 

Ngoya: 
Then why is it taboo for you to eat from the same bowls from which your menfolk eat? Why? (Pause) The truth my dear sisters, is that your menfolk have been fooling you over the years. The weakness is in your minds and not in the lies that men tell. And remember my dear sisters, that the seed that germinates in a week mind is the seed of fear and despair. That is why this is a historic day, the day of the great challenge. Shall we break away from the taboos that have continually denied us the benefit of a full life or shall we trace our footsteps of fear and ignorance in the dark past? That, my dear sisters, is the question and my challenge to you. To break away or stay still, rooted to the same spot? That is why today, the church is pleased to offer you the symbol of all that has been denied you to this day, chicken.

Voices:
Chicken?

Ngoya:
Yes, chicken. Today our church has slaughtered enough chickens to be tasted by all the strong willed among you. Remember, as you make up for your mind that tradition is only good when it flowers and bears fruit. But is it barren tradition that imprisons the very soul that gave birth to it. That is why today, my very own daughter, Aminata Maria Ngoya, will fill in the gap that was left by her mother, Abigael Monica Ngoya. Today Aminata becomes the first of Membe’s womenfolk to taste the church’s chicken soup, in public. (Prolonged clapping and ululations)
Jumba: 
A second garden of Eden. No good could possibly come out of this. 

Ngoya: 
And now, as the chicken is passed around, shall we join our voices in that song of courage, that song of victory, “We shall overcome”. (He starts the song and is joined by other voices. Suddenly several women enter talking excitedly, each in his own language. They devour large chunks of chicken as they talk. Just as suddenly, Agege, much younger, sets upon them, fighting desperately for a piece of chicken. Defeated, he stops trying and stands isolated from the women, panting and disappointed.) 
Agege: 
I am going to cry.
Women: 
Cry!

Agege: 
I will cry!

Women:
Go on, cry!

Agege: 
You go make a man cry!

Women:
You cry. (Quite unexpectedly, Agege begins to wail. The women are greatly touched. Each offers her own chicken to Agege who soon has his hands full.)
Agege: 
(Apologetic) I warned you. I am a man. 

Women: 
(In chorus) We can see that! We can see the bridegroom! (One of them leads the rest in mock wedding song.)

Soloist:
Silili Waa!

Women: 
Aa silili!

Solist:
Aaa silili! Silili!

Soloist: 
Agege!

Women: 
Aaa silili! Silili! (Agege exists, still carrying the pieces of chicken in his hands. The women follow him, still singing.)
Questions:

(a) Place the extract in context. 





(10 marks)

(b) Comment on the use of dramatic techniques in the passage.  
(06 marks) 

(c) Describe the atmosphere in the passage. 



(06 marks)

(d) Discuss the significance of the passage to the rest of the play.  
(12 marks)

17.  
DAVID MULWA: Inheritance.
Thorne: 

Greetings, O King of the people of Kutula. (bows)

Kutula XV:
And greeting, Menninger. Voice of your God among my people.
Menninger: 
I return your greetings, great King.

Kutula XV:
 
(peremptory, business-like) You called me! And my daughter. 

Thorne:
 
Ah yes. My deputation delivered my message, I see.

Kutula XV: 
Indeed Thorne, indeed. Else I wouldn’t be here. 
(looks around) May I sit down? 

Thorne: 
Oh! Sorry for my . . . by all mean Your Majesty. (King Kutula the XV is a tall, lean and athletic man in his late fifties – a most self assured ruler with an unnerving presence. On his head, a simple silver band that does for the Royal Crown. On his body, and draped across it like a toga, a cloth of multi-colored stripes. On his feet, simple sandals of elephant hide. In his hand, a huge bladed spear. He surveys the room with regal, almost arrogant but deliberate disdain, selects a seat directly opposite the door and equally deliberately, sits upon it. Unnerved and fidgeting, both Thorne and Menninger follow every detail if his movement) Now, your Majesty, er . . I’m sure nobody needs introductions. 
Kutula XV: 
That is true.

Thorne: 
And therefore I’ll go straight to the business at hand, (pause) if you don’t mind. 
Kutula XV:
 Mind? Why, no! It’s only a weak suitor who asks his new bride how to proceed. You called me here. And here I am. 

Thorne:
 Ah, then I may. (slight pause. Nervously) Fine, very good. Ahem, er . . . (with abrupt bravado). Damn it all, King Kutula, I’m disappointed with you! (pause. Kutula calmly stares. The governor rises, struts about in agitation) I’m talking about the escalating violence . . . natives rising against our people. our property destroyed . . . women and children molested and made to live in fear! (almost shouting) I’m talking about your people’s breach of trust and agreement . . .  Attacking our firms, factories, businesses. I’m talking about that could lead to long bloody war! War, King Kutula, war! (Kutula is silent) Well, aren’t you going to say something?

Kutula XV:
The chameleon told the hare: make your step, I make mine; it is good company. For the journey is long my swift-footed friend.
Thorne:
(shrilly) What the devil do hares and chameleons have to do with this?
Kutula XV:
Everything, Governor Macay. You have talked like a waterfall and yet haven’t asked me anything.  
Thorne:
(exploding) Your Majesty! This is no time for native jokes and long-winded proverbs. We’re talking about very grave matters here.
Kutula XV: 
So it seems!

Thorne:
So – it – seems! Is that all you can say? Do you know I could clap you in for life? As head of this infernal rabble?
Menninger:
Your Excellency! Control yourself, sir! You are talking to the King. The King, sir! 
Kutula XV:
Do remind him about the soil on which he stands. In our so called primitive customs, elders don’t bandy insults. 
Menninger: Your Excellency, if I may, what the King requests is a direct 
question not preambles. 
Kutula XV:
You understand me perfectly, Menninger. 

Thorne: 
Alright, alright King Kutula, what I’m asking is this: Are you aware of a countrywide uprising in our . . . your kingdom?
Kutula XV:
I am.

Thorne:
Against our people? 

Kutula XV:
Against your people, Governor Macay, and their supporters. 

Thorne: 
People who have come here on a mission of civilization, goodwill towards you.
Thorne:
(incensed) You will no ha me, Kutula! His Majesty’s Governor will not allow it! Left to develop on your own, how would you natives have fared except to rot on the wayside? (involuntarily, Kutula’s hand flashes halfway towards his spear. He thinks better of it). 
Menninger:
Moderation You Excellency!

Thorne: 
Moderation, a pig’s backside! What haven’t we done for these people? Education, schools, hospitals, roads, churches, employment! Have we not brought you civilization? (with towering fury) ANSWER ME! (pause, relenting) Your Majesty, haven’t we? 
Kutula: 
Yes Governor, your people have brought all those things. 

Thorne: 
Then why, your Majesty? Why this ingratitude – to return evil for good? Why? 
Kutula XV:
 The tortoise told the elephant: small as it is, it is still my compound. Tread softly my friend. 
Thorne: 
(thoroughly exasperated. With apparent despair) It’s no use. (pause) This uprising has your blessing then?
Kutula XV:
 (directly) Yes. I cannot shut the voice of my fathers, counselors and the people, even if I wanted to. I gave my blessing. 
Thorne:
What!

Menninger:
Your Majesty!

Thorne: 
(at length) Do you know what you’ve just admitted?

Kutula XV:
 Indeed I do, Governor. 

Thorne: 
What!

Kutula XV:
 (pointedly) That we don’t want you here. Not anymore. 
(pregnant silence)

Thorne: 
His Imperial Majesty gave you a medal, knighted you . . . 

Kutula XV: That was his medal, his ceremony. It’s my country Governor Macay. 
The two can’t be equal. 

Thorne: 
I’m lost for words! Why this sudden change? Is it the communists? Why, Your Majesty?
Kutula XV:
Communists are your creations. We do not know them in my land. 

Thorne: 
Then . . . Why? What have we done? We’ve been kind . . .

Kutula XV: (losing patience) The elephant asked the good and foolish farmer: 
My brother, my big ears freeze in the cold. Let me warm them in your hut. The farmer said, yes, yes, yes, to every request and found himself in the rain, with his family. Elephants and farmers can’t see eye to eye, Governor Macay, not when they share the same hut, the same cooking pot. 
Thorne: 
This proverbial drivel leads us nowhere! Listen King Kutula, all this time, I’ve talked to you as an equal and as one ruler to another. My patience has run out. Do you hear me? What I want from you, Kutula, is an explanation. Aren’t you grateful?
Kutula XV:
Grateful! The boa constrictor winds around the antelope and says – be grateful! (with rising passion) We no longer even know how to sweep our homes. No, it must be swept with your brooms. On the day my forefather put the finger of cooperation upon your King’s paper, he did not know that his descendants would live according to your rules. 
Menninger:
(sweetly) Granted, Your Majesty, and we are sorry for . . . our excessive zeal, my King. But what do you want? What must we do to make you and your people the brothers and sisters you have always been?  

Kutula XV:
My friend, the Man of God, when the mother beetle was asked about the load on her back she always said, “It is my house. It may stink in your nostrils but my children will begin there before they see their sunlight.” Let us begin there. 
Thorne: 
On the back of a beetle?

Kutula XV:
(quietly) On the back of our beetle. (Pause. They stare at each other with suppressed hostility)
Questions:

(a) Place the extract in context. 





(10 marks)

(b) Comment on the use of dramatic techniques in the passage. 
(06 marks) 

(c) Describe the atmosphere in the passage. 



(06 marks)

(d) Discuss the significance of the passage to the rest of the play. (12 marks)

18.  
JOHN RUGANDA: Echoes of silence.
OO: 

(Pathetically, almost between tears) I had better go home now.

Wairi: 
Home, sweet home.

OO:

Will see Njuguna some other day, may be.

Wairi:
Home … emptiness and echoes of silence. No clanging of cutlery. No banging of doors. It’s all quiet now. All quiet on the home front. Open or closed doors, the silence in there won’t budge an inch. It’s keeping its vigil like bereaved mourners. And laying an ambush. Once in there, it’s finished. Still as death, and forgotten, like a bad dream. But you’re taut and tired, listening to the silence, counting your heartaches and the tick of your thoughts. One day….
OO:

(very frightened) Wait.

WAIRI:
Not a trace. Not even the sound of a hair dropping on the boards. No echoes either. Just nothing.
OO:

You’re homicidal maniac.

Wairi: 
You mustn’t be hysterical

OO:
 (Resignedly sad) Strange. Very strange indeed. Grace didn’t want us to stay like this. (Moves towards wedding photograph) She always wanted a proper wedding.
Wairi: 
Yes, in church, with the bells ringing.
OO:
 
And the choir singing 

Wairi:
Tina as one of the maids. I know … dreams of adolescence.

OO:
 
And I kept telling her, but we have Tina here. What’s the use?

Wairi:
(Moses towards Double O) You smell of silence already, Double O.  You mustn’t be morose. Live life, while you still have a chance. No one will do it for you. Grace is not the end of the world. Nor is Tina. Wake up man.
OO: 
 
Wairi, do you despise me?

Wairi: 
I don’t despise anyone.

OO:
 
(Insistent) No, seriously, do you?

Wairi:
Look man, why should I? It happens to the best of us. But if you had apologized after slapping me …
OO:
 
Their desertion.

Wairi:
I would have despised you.

OO:
 
Do you think it was my fault? 

Wairi:
I don’t know, Double O, I simply don’t know.

OO:
No Wairi, don’t evade me. Go right ahead and say it’s my fault because that’s what you believe. I can see it in your eyes, Wairi. I can hear it behind that non-committal answer of yours. He deserves it, the blighter! That’s what you’re thinking right now, isn’t it?
Wairi:
(Exasperated) Look Double O, let’s sit down and have a drink. (she tactfully leads him to a seat. He sits while she goes for the drinks)
OO:

Supposing I don’t want a drink.

Wairi:
(Hadn’t thought about this) What’s that? 

OO: 

Just supposing

Wairi:
(Trying to break the tension) That would be the end of you, wouldn’t?
OO:

(Reflective) Booze, another balm for the bruised.

Wairi: 
(Distractingly) Tell that to Double A … Do you still want it neat?
OO:

(Nods) Who is Double A? 

Wairi:
You’re a gone case if you don’t know the Alcoholics Anonymous.
Turn Over
OO:

(Distraught) The Noose- Knot Ballad

Wairi:
I don’t get you, Double O.

OO:
 
Electric cable. Ideal for a quick clean job or your money back.

Wairi: 
(Getting worried) What are you talking about (Arrested by his statement)
OO:

The noose knot …

Wairi:
That again.

OO:
No mess No noise to disturb the neighbours. Just a sudden blurring of everything and a silence. I once read something like that. The Noose-knot Ballad. Eyes still and bulbing, and the legs dangling in a farewell dance.
Wairi:
(Realizing what he is talking about, is seized by a sudden panic, rushes back to him) You’re not going to do that, Double O.
OO: 

Just a thought.
Wairi:
No man, it’s worth the try.

OO:
God! What a day! Why do I always have to end up like this? At the tail of things? What have I done to you?
Wairi:
Promise me Double O, promise me you’re not going to do … I mean it’s not worth it. 
OO:

I’d better be off now.

Questions :
(a)  
Relate the events that have led to this incident. 


(10 marks)
(b)  
What aspects of 00 and Wairi are revealed in this passage?         (08 marks)
(c)  
Describe the atmosphere in the passage. 



(06 marks)
(d)  
How does this conversation between 00 and  Wairi affect the ending of 
the play? 








(10 marks)
END 
�
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