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Abiturprüfung 2014 

Englisch, Leistungskurs 

Aufgabenstellung: 

1. Describe Queenie’s trip to the 1924 British Empire Exhibition as well as her and the 
other visitors’ experiences. 

  (Comprehension)        (16 Punkte)
 
2. Analyse the way the extract portrays attitudes to the Empire and the colonies. Consider 

point of view, language and content. (Analysis)        (24 Punkte)
 
3. Choose one of the following tasks: 
 
3.1 Discuss Graham’s view that the British Empire Exhibition “makes you proud” (l. 17). 

Refer to the extract as well as work done in class. 
  (Evaluation: comment)        (20 Punkte)
 
3.2 According to the official programme the 1924 British Empire Exhibition was intended 

“to celebrate the Empire […] and to strengthen the bonds that bind the Mother Country 
to her Sister States and Daughters“. Imagine you are a journalist of a quality paper. 
Write a comment on the idea of a Commonwealth Exhibition in London in 2024.  
 (Evaluation: re-creation of text)        (20 Punkte)

 
 
Materialgrundlage: 

 Ausgangstext: Literarischer Text (Romanauszug) 
Fundstelle: Andrea Levy, Small Island, London: Review 2004, S. 1 – 5 
Fundstelle zu 3.2: http://www.museumoflondonprints.com/image/195379/dobson-molle-
and-co-ltd-british-empire-exhibition-1924 (letzter Zugriff am 19.11.2013) 

 

 Wortzahl: 795 
 
 
Zugelassene Hilfsmittel: 

 Ein- und zweisprachiges Wörterbuch 
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Andrea Levy 

Small Island (extract) 

This is the beginning of Levy’s novel. 
 
Prologue 

Queenie 

I thought I’d been to Africa. Told all my class I had. Early Bird, our teacher, stood me in front 
of the British flag – she would let no one call it the common Union Jack: “It’s the flag of 
Empire not a musical turn.” And I stood there as bold as brass and said, “I went to Africa 
when it came to Wembley.” It was then that Early Bird informed me that Africa was a country. 
“You’re not usually a silly girl, Queenie Buxton,” she went on, “but you did not go to Africa, 5 

you merely went to the British Empire Exhibition, as thousands of others did.” 
It was a Butchers’ Association trip. Every year there was an outing organised for the 

butchers, the butchers’ wives and children and even the butchers’ favourite workers. A day 
out. Mother liked to go. “It’s like a holiday,” she would say to Father. […] 

Hundreds and hundreds of people were tramping in through the gates of the exhibition, 10 

past the gardens and the lakes. Or milling about, chatting. Little kids being dragged to walk 
faster. Women pointing, old men wanting a seat. “Over here! No, over here … Over here’s 
better.” The Empire in little. The palace of engineering, the palace of industry, and building 
after building that housed every country we British owned. Some of them were grand like 
castles, some had funny pointed roofs and one, I was sure, had half an onion on the top. 15 

Practically the whole world there to be looked at.  
“Makes you proud,” Graham said to Father. 
At which Father looked his butcher’s boy up and down for a minute and said, “Will you 

listen to him?” 
There was a lot of discussion about what we should see – the whole world and only one 20 

day to see it. […] 
That’s when we got lost in Africa. We wandered in, following the syrupy-brown smell 

of chocolate. Emily trailed behind Graham only looking at me every so often to shout 
“Come on – hurry up”. I wanted one of the cups of cocoa that everyone was sipping but 
instead Emily pulled me by one of my pigtails and told me to keep up. Then we found 25 

ourselves in an African village with Graham looking around himself, scratching his head 
and telling Emily he was wanting the toilet. 

We were in the jungle. Huts made out of mud with pointy stick roofs all around us. And in 
a hut sitting on a dirt floor was a woman with skin as black as the ink that filled the inkwell 
in my school desk. A shadow come to life. Sitting cross-legged, her hands weaving bright 30 
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patterned cloth on a loom. “We’ve got machines that do all that now,” Graham said, as 
Emily nudged him to be quiet. “She can’t understand what I’m saying,” Graham explained. 
“They’re not civilised. They only understand drums.” The woman just carried on like she’d 
heard no one speak – pushing her stick through the tangle of threads. 

“Have you seen the toilet?” Graham asked her, but she didn’t understand that either.  35 

“I want to go,” I said, because there was nothing interesting to look at. But then suddenly 
there was a man. An African man. A black man who looked to be carved from melting 
chocolate. I clung to Emily but she shooed me off. He was right next to me, close enough so 
I could see him breathing. A monkey man sweating a smell of mothballs. Blacker than when 
you smudge your face with a sooty cork. The droplets of sweat on his forehead glistened and 40 

shone like jewels. His lips were brown, not pink like they should be, and they bulged with 
air like bicycle tyres. His hair was woolly as a black shorn sheep. His nose, squashed flat, 
had two nostrils big as train tunnels. And he was looking down at me.  

“Would you like to kiss him?” Graham said. He nudged me, teasing, and pushed me 
forward – closer to this black man.  45 

And Emily giggled. “Go on Queenie, kiss him, kiss him.” 
This man was still looking down at me. I could feel the blood rising in my face, turning 

me crimson, as he smiled a perfect set of pure blinding white teeth. The inside of his mouth 
was pink and his face was coming closer and closer to mine. He could have swallowed me 
up, this big nigger man. But instead he said, in clear English, “Perhaps we could shake 50 

hands instead?” 
Graham’s smile fell off his face. And I shook an African man’s hand. It was warm and 

slightly sweaty like anyone else’s. I shook his hand up and down for several seconds. And 
he bowed his head to me and said, “It’s nice to meet you”.
 
 
 
Annotations:  
 

 Queenie eight-year-old Victoria Buxton’s nickname is “Queenie” since she has the same name as Queen 
Victoria, who ruled from 1837 – 1901  

1 Early Bird Queenie’s teacher is Miss Earl, her nickname is “Early Bird”  
3 a musical turn here: light entertainment  
6 British Empire Exhibition The British Empire Exhibition was opened in 1924 at Wembley Park in North 

London. Running for two seasons it attracted millions of visitors.  
7 Butchers’ Association Queenie’s father is a butcher  
8 butchers’ favourite workers Queenie’s parents have asked some of their employees to join them, among 

them Emily and Graham  


