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The role of the Academic Excellence Booklet is for you to complete these tasks over the next six weeks. These activities are purposely designed to challenge you, so don’t worry if you find them difficult. You’re meant to! Learning happens when people have to think hard. That being said, your English teacher is a specialist, so ask any of us for help, anytime! 
1. White Teeth
“Hi, guys.”
“Hi, Mark.”
“Off to the chess club, Mum.”
“Yes, M – M – Mark,” said Alsana, close to tears at this final snub, the replacement of “Mum” for “Amma”.  “Do not be late, now.”
“I GIVE YOU A GLORIOUS NAME LIKE MAGID MAHFOOZ MURSHED MUBTASIM IQBAL!”  Samad had yelled after Magid when he returned home that evening and whipped up the stairs like a bullet to hide in his room.  “AND YOU WANT TO BE CALLED MARK SMITH!”
But this was just a symptom of a far deeper malaise.  Magid really wanted to be in some other family.  He wanted to own cats and not cockroaches, he wanted his mother to make the music of the cello, not the sound of the sewing machine; he wanted to have a trellis of flowers growing up one side of the house instead of the ever growing pile of other people’s rubbish; he wanted a piano in the hallway in place of the broken door off cousin Kurshed’s car; he wanted to go on biking holidays to France, not day-trips to Blackpool to visit aunties; he wanted the floor of his room to be shiny wood, not the orange and green swirled carpet left over from the restaurant; he wanted his father to be a doctor, not a one-handed waiter; and this month Magid had converted all these desires into a wish to join in with the Harvest Festival like Mark Smith would.  Like everybody else would.
BUT WE WANT TO DO IT.  OR WE’LL GET A DETENTION.  MRS OWENS SAID IT IS TRADITION.
Samad blew his top.  “Whose tradition?” he bellowed, as a tearful Magid began to scribble frantically once more.  “Dammit, you are a Muslim, not a wood sprite!  I told you, Magid, I told you the condition upon which you would be allowed.  You come with me on haj.  If I am to touch that black stone before I die I will do it with my eldest son by my side.”
Magid broke the pencil halfway through his reply, scrawling the second half with blunt lead.  IT’S NOT FAIR!  I CAN’T GO ON HAJ.  I’VE GOT TO GO TO SCHOOL.  I DON’T HAVE TIME TO GO TO MECCA.  IT’S NOT FAIR!
· Read the extract above from Zadie Smith’s ‘White Teeth’ - What cultural indicators can you identify? The extract explores the idea of a conflict between two cultures – Muslim and Christian – e.g. Haj v Harvest Festival, Biking holidays v trips to Blackpool to visit Aunties, Amma v Mum, Magid v Mark etc.
· Using the extract, write a poem from Magid’s perspective. 
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2. Country Lovers
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· Read the extract from Country Lovers above. 
· Use it as an inspiration to research the Apartheid in South Africa. 
· Finally, using some of the words from the extract, write a poem about separation.

3. The School Teacher’s Guest
"I think I'd better close the store," sighed Riad Halabi. 
The two had known each other so long that neither could remem- 
ber the exact number of years, although both recalled every detail of 
the day their friendship had begun. At the time, Halabi had been one 
of those salesmen who wander the byways offering their wares » a 
commercial pilgrim without compass or fixed course, an Arab immi- 
grant with a false Turkish passport, lonely, weary, with a palate split 
like a rabbit's and a subsequent longing to sit in the shadows. She had 
been a still-young woman with firm hips and proud shoulders, the 
town's only schoolteacher, and the mother of a twelve-year-old son 
bom of a fleeting love affair. The boy was the center of the school- 
teacher's life; she cared for him with unwavering devotion but, barely 
masking her inclination to indulge him, applied to him the same 
norms of discipline she demanded of the other schoolchildren. She 
did not want anyone to be able to say she had brought him up badly; 
at the same time, she hoped to negate the father's legacy of wayward- 
ness and instead form her son to be of clear mind and generous heart. 
The very evening on which Riad Halabi had driven into Agua Santa 
from one side of town, from the other a group of boys had carried in 
the body of schoolteacher Ines's son on an improvised stretcher. He 
had walked onto someone's property to pick up a fallen mango, and 
the owner, an outsider whom no one really knew, had fired a blast 
from his rifle meaning to scare the boy away but drilling a black hole 
in the middle of his forehead through which his life rapidly escaped. 
At that moment, the salesman had discovered his vocation for leader- 
ship and without knowing how, had found himself at the center of 
things, consoling the mother, organizing the funeral as if he were a 
member of the family, and calming the people to prevent them from 
tearing the perpetrator limb from limb. Meanwhile, the murderer, 
realizing that his life would be worth very little if he remained there, 
had fled, meaning never to return.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Considering the extract, suggest why the boy is killed. Write the next section of the story, taking care to include evidence of the culture of South America. 
For more resources, including literacy support, visit www.deastonenglish.com
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Nadine Gordimer
(b. 1923)
South Africa

T ——

terview published in Women Writers Talk (1989), edited by Olga
, Nadine Gordimer had this to say about the political evolution of South

are some extraordinary black and white people who are prepared to take a
n wager on the fact that there is a way, that there must be a way. It goes be-
larisation, it cannot happen while the situation is what it is. It can only be
> power structure has changed. But the fact is that if whites want to go on
South Africa, they have to change. It’s not a matter of just letting blacks in—
e is already dead, over. The big question is, given the kind of conditioning
d for 300 years, is it possible to strike that down and make a common cul-
1 the blacks?

953, when she published her first novel, The Lying Days, Nadine
has been aligned with the liberal white consciousness of South Africa.
rn in the Transvaal in 1923. Her father was a shopkeeper, her mother
e. A childhood illness kept Gordimer out of school until she was 14, by
she was already an avid reader. By 15 she had published her first short
15 not until she was somewhat older that she became aware of the South
litical situation, and it was not until she was 30 that her first novel was
Beginning with A World of Strangers (1958), Gordimer's novels focus
the South African racial situation. The most famous of these works in-
test of Honor (1970), The Conservationist (1974), Burger’s Daugh-
, July’s People (1981), A Sport of Nature (1987), My Son's Story
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The farm children play together when they are small; but once the white chil-
dren go away to school they soon don't play together any more, even in the hol-
idays. Although most of the black children get some sort of schooling, they drop
every year farther behind the grades passed by the white children; the childish
vocabulary, the child’s exploration of the adventurous possibilities of dam, koppies,
mealie lands and veld—there comes a time when the white children have sur-
passed these with the vocabulary of boarding-school and the possibilities of inter-
school sports matches and the kind of adventures seen at the cinema. This usefully
coincides with the age of twelve or thirteen; so that by the time early adolescence
is reached, the black children are making, along with the bodily changes com-
mon to all, an easy transition to adult forms of address, beginning to call their old
playmates missus and baasie—little master.

The trouble was Paulus Eysendyck did not seem to realize that Thebedi was
now simply one of the crowd of farm children down at the kraal, recognizable in
his sisters’ old clothes. The first Christmas holidays after he had gone to boarding-
school he brought home for Thebedi a painted box he had made in his wood-work
class. He had to give it to her secretly because he had nothing for the other chil-
dren at the kraal. And she gave him, before he went back to school, a bracelet she
had made of thin brass wire and the grey-and-white beans of the castor-oil crop his
father cultivated. (When they used to play together, she was the one who had
taught Paulus how to make clay oxen for their toy spans.) There was a craze, even
in the platteland towns like the one where he was at school, for boys to wear ele-
phant-hair and other bracelets beside their watch-straps; his was admired, friends
asked him to get similar ones for them. He said the natives made them on his fa-
ther’s farm and he would try.
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