9

101 / 2 / 2010



EXAMINATIONS   COUNCIL   OF   SWAZILAND
JUNIOR   CERTIFICATE   EXAMINATION
NOVEMBER     2010


ENGLISH   LANGUAGE		-	PAPER 2  

READING  COMPREHENSION  AND  GRID


TIME :	2    HOURS




_____________________________________________________________

READ THESE INSTRUCTIONS FIRST

This insert contains the passage for the reading comprehension and grid.
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READING  COMPREHENSION


Read the passage carefully and then answer the questions that follow it.


Delisa and his bag



One of the characters in Kalanga village was Delisa.  You could easily recognise him by the old battered bag which he clutched to his side like a lifeline.  One morning, having missed the first but to Siteki, he decided to call at Maria’s bar for some tea.  Now Delisa considered himself to be an expert on most things, so when he realised that Maria’s knowledge of accounts and finance was almost non-existent, he began to give her a lecture on how to keep her finances in good order …

Precisely at the moment, one of Maria’s sons dashed into view, yelling at the top of his voice,  “The bus, Mr Delisa.  Hurry, or you’ll miss it again,” and without wasting another minute Delisa tore down the main road like a frightened hare, leaving his reluctant pupil in happy ignorance about her accounts.

Even so, he only just caught the bus and the bus conductor showed his dsapproval by being awkward about giving change for the fifty Emalangeni which was all Delisa had in his pocket.  Furthermore the bus itself was terribly crowded and the only available seat was next to a weird old man who kept giggling to himself and digging Delisa in the ribs.  Delisa endured this with his usual patience, but he became very cross when a stout lady, accompanied by three grimy children and a pile of huge bundles, got on at the next stop.  She disregarded the fact that several passengers had alighted, thereby making other seats vacant, and insisted on squeezing herself, family and bundles on the narrow seat shared by Delisa and his peculiar fellow traveller.

		[image: ]
“Really madam,”  Delisa felt fully entitled to protest as a damp youngster was thrust onto the trousers he had so carefully pressed that very morning, “this is not the only seat on the bus!  You and your family are almost sitting on top of me.”  He was very correct and proper.

The woman was a formidable creature.  She surveyed him with mock surprise and announced in a voice that rang through the bus, “What a fine gentleman we have here.  A REAL gentleman who thinks the bus is his Mercedes Benz.”

There was a burst of good-natured laughter at this remark but Delisa did not find it funny at all, “I’d be grateful if you would sit somewhere else.” He said; “I’ve paid  for my seat, and one seat I shall have, so off you go.”

His opponent’s sole response was to wedge herself more firmly onto the seat and pile her bundles higher on her lap.  Then she gave him an impudent grin and cried, “Very well.  Move me if you want me to go.  Go on, move me.”

Everyone could see that the woman was enjoying herself, for it was obvious to all that she weighed at least twice as much as Delisa.  The laughter rose all around them and Delisa could only glare at her in fierce impotence.  “Idon’t intend to make trouble.” He said at last, his voice weak with defeat.

“Go on, man, try moving her, “try moving her.” Called out a man who had so far found the journey tedious and boring.

“Yes,” echoed a few more, “try moving her.”
Soon everybody on the bus had joined in the game and the woman seemed to be enjoying the fun more than anyone else, for she kept rocking against Delisa and almost sitting on top of him.

As the laughter finally died down, Delisa began to feel that he was going through a nightmare, and his temper didn’t improve when the woman and her children were asked for their  fares.

“He’ll pay for me,” she said.  “He’s the best friend “’ve got.”

Delisa spluttered with rage but somehow maintained his dignity.  “I have no intention of wasting my money on this impudent woman and her disgusting children.” He said proudly.

“Go on,” said someone else, “then you can marry and share her children.  You’ll be happy for the rest of your life then.”  And so it went on.

When Delisa made up his mind to get off the bus, even though it was still five kilometres from Siteki, the woman’s fares were still unpaid.  Perhaps the amusement she had provided was better than a fare – Delisa never found out’ he never even wanted to know.

As the vehicle halted, he groped  blindly for his beloved bag and staggered into the glare of the noon-day sun.  With great relief he turned his back on the bus and its passengers and sat down by the roadside to collect his thoughts  and the remainder of his self-respect.

But suddenly a new commotion burst upon him.  The bus, after travelling a few yards, came to an abrupt halt again, and to Delisa utter amazement, the passengers poured out, all yelling excitedly.  Their former good humour was replaced by hestility and Delisa could only sit humbly on the dried dusty grass as they came swarming at him like bees round a flower.
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GRID

Elizabethan people
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Hellow!  It’s Professor Pendulum again.  The Globe Theatre is only a short distance away from the River Thames.  After the performance of ‘Twelfth Night’ we wandered through the bustling streets to the waterfront.  We met many different people and they talked to us about their lives.

We met a sailor, Thomals Elyot, who talked about life at sea.
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“We lead a very hard life at sea.  Living conditions are uncomfortable and the food is often inedible.  We live on salted meat and fish, hard biscuits, butter and cheese.  It’s  not so bad at the start of a voyage but most of our food soon goes off.  In a severe storm some of it gets washed overboard and then we starve.  We have no fresh vegetables and no fruit and many of us suffer from a disease called scurvy.

Often we are away for weeks at a time and although people say we have made great discoveries, many of my friends have died on our long voyages.  Hunger, sickness, shipwreck and piracy are just some of the dangers we face.”

Then we met a dressmaker, Lucy Locket, who told us about her work.
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“I work in a tiny room near the Globe Theatre.  I make clothes for the rich ladies of London.  I do all the work by hand and I do not earn very much money.

This is the kind of dress I make.  It is made from fine cloth such as silk, muslin and lace. 

As you can imagine, the work is very complicated and each dress takes many hours.

In may spare time I enjoy dancing and going to the theatre.”












The next person we met was James Lodge, a musician.
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“I work at the Globe Theatre.  I can play several instruments.  The viol is a string instrument which we play by moving a bow across the strings.  We pluck the strings of the lute with our fingers.

I play two wind instruments:  the recorder and the trumpet.  We play these two instruments by blowing into the mouthpiece.”

Then we met John Beckett, a merchant.
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“I own a large shop on the banks of the Thames.  This means that ships can unload their cargoes straight into my warehouse.  I sell many of the spices which our explorers bring back from the Far East.  The best spices are ginger, pepper and cloves.  They help to improve the taste of our food and they are in great demand. 

I have become very prosperous through this trade.  I can now afford to send my son to Grammar School where he learns Latin, Greek and Arithmetic.
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A highwayman holds up a stagecoach.
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