
Independent Learning 5: Post- Colonial Literature: Year 12 

Preparation for comparative coursework 

Due date for task 1-13: 

Reading list: 

Small Island by Andrea Levy, Headline Publishing,2004 

Half of a Yellow Sun by Chimamanda Ngozi Adiche, 2006 

Brick Lane by Monica Ali, 2003 

 

Aim to read these three novel in order to choose which one you will focus on for your 

coursework. 

Task 1: 

1. What Postcolonial critics do 

 They reject the claims to universalism made on behalf of canonical Western 

Literature and seek to show its limitations of outlook, especially its general 

inability to empathise across boundaries of cultural and ethnic difference. 

 They examine representation of other cultures in literature as a way of achieving 

this end. 

 They show how such literature is often evasively and crucially silent on matters 

concerned with colonisation and imperialism. 

 They foreground questions of cultural difference and diversity and examine their 

treatment in relevant literary works. 

 They develop a perspective, not just applicable to post-colonial literatures, 

whereby states of marginality, plurality and perceived ‘otherness’ are seen as 

sources of energy and potential change. 

 

From Beginning Theory by Peter Barry, Manchester University Press, Great 

Britain (1995) 

 

Create a mind map reducing this key information to make it easier to understand. 

 

Task 2: 

Visit this website 

https://writersinspire.org/themes/postcolonial-writing 

Read the information on the main page and then choose three of the topics to research. 

Create mind maps or notes to summarise what you find. 



 

 

 

Task 3: Read the extract below and answer the questions 

Extract from ‘Brick Lane’ 

Tower Hamlets, London, 1985 

Nazneen waved at the tattoo lady. The tattoo lady was always there when 
Nazneen looked out across the dead grass and broken paving stones to the 
block opposite. Most of the flats that closed three sides of a square had net 
curtains and the life behind was all shapes and shadows. But the tattoo lady 
had no curtains at all. Morning and afternoon she sat with her big thighs 
spilling over the sides of her chair, tipping forward to drop ash in a bowl, 
tipping back to slug from her can. She drank now, and tossed the can out of 
the window. 

It was the middle of the day. Nazneen had finished the housework. Soon she 
would start preparing the evening meal, but for a while she would let the time 
pass. It was hot and the sun fell flat on the metal window frames and glared off 
the glass. A red and gold sari hung out of a top-floor flat in Rosemead block. A 
baby's bib and miniature dungarees lower down. The sign screwed to the 
brickwork was in stiff English capitals and the curlicues beneath were Bengali. 
No dumping. No parking. No ball games. Two old men in white panjabi-
pyjama and skullcaps walked along the path, slowly, as if they did not want to 
go where they were going. A thin brown dog sniffed along to the middle of the 
grass and defecated. The breeze on Nazneen's face was thick with the smell 
from the overflowing communal bins. 

Six months now since she'd been sent away to London. Every morning before 
she opened her eyes she thought, if I were the wishing type, I know what I 
would wish. And then she opened her eyes and saw Chanu's puffy face on the 



pillow next to her, his lips parted indignantly even as he slept. She saw the 
pink dressing table with the curly-sided mirror, and the monstrous black 
wardrobe that claimed most of the room. Was it cheating? To think, I know 
what I would wish? Was it not the same as making the wish? If she knew what 
the wish would be, then somewhere in her heart she had already made it. 

The tattoo lady waved back at Nazneen. She scratched her arms, her 
shoulders, the accessible portions of her buttocks. She yawned and lit a 
cigarette. At least two thirds of the flesh on show was covered in ink. Nazneen 
had never been close enough (never closer than this, never further) to decipher 
the designs. Chanu said the tattoo lady was Hell's Angel, which upset Nazneen. 
She thought the tattoos might be flowers, or birds. They were ugly and they 
made the tattoo lady more ugly than was necessary, but the tattoo lady clearly 
did not care. Every time Nazneen saw her she wore the same look of boredom 
and detachment. Such a state was sought by the sadhus who walked in rags 
through the Muslim villages, indifferent to the kindness of strangers, the 
unkind sun. 

Nazneen thought sometimes of going downstairs, crossing the yard and 
climbing the Rosemead stairwell to the fourth floor. She might have to knock 
on a few doors before the tattoo lady answered. She would take something, an 
offering of samosas or bhajis, and the tattoo lady would smile and Nazneen 
would smile and perhaps they would sit together by the window and let the 
time pass more easily. She thought of it but she would not go. Strangers would 
answer if she knocked on the wrong door. The tattoo lady might be angry at an 
unwanted interruption. It was clear she did not like to leave her chair. And 
even if she wasn't angry, what would be the point? Nazneen could say two 
things in English: sorry and thank you. She could spend another day alone. It 
was only another day. 

She should be getting on with the evening meal. The lamb curry was prepared. 
She had made it last night with tomatoes and new potatoes. There was chicken 
saved in the freezer from the last time Dr Azad had been invited but had 
cancelled at the last minute. There was still the dal to make, and the vegetable 
dishes, the spices to grind, the rice to wash, and the sauce to prepare for the 
fish that Chanu would bring this evening. She would rinse the glasses and rub 
them with newspaper to make them shine. The tablecloth had some spots to be 
scrubbed out. What if it went wrong? The rice might stick. She might over-salt 
the dal. Chanu might forget the fish. 

 

Questions: 

(1) How does Ali use language and structure to show Nazneem’s sense of 
isolation? 



(2) Identity is a key theme in this extract. How does the extract show 
Nazneen’s identity? 

(3) How does the extract show a contrast in cultures? 

Task 4: Read the article from the British Library website and make detailed notes 

https://www.bl.uk/windrush/articles/an-introduction-to-andrea-levys-small-island 

 

It is 1948, and England is recovering from a war. But at 21 Nevern Street, London, the 
conflict has only just begun. Queenie Bligh's neighbours do not approve when she 
agrees to take in Jamaican lodgers, but Queenie doesn't know when her husband will 
return, or if he will come back at all. What else can she do? Gilbert Joseph was one of 
the several thousand Jamaican men who joined the RAF to fight against Hitler. 
Returning to England as a civilian he finds himself treated very differently. It's 
desperation that makes him remember a wartime friendship with Queenie and knock at 
her door. Gilbert's wife Hortense, too, had longed to leave Jamaica and start a better life 
in England. But when she joins him she is shocked to find London shabby, decrepit, and 
far from the golden city of her dreams. Even Gilbert is not the man she thought he was.  
    Andrea Levy handles the weighty themes of empire, prejudice, war and love, with a 
lightness of touch and a generosity of spirit that challenges and uplifts the reader. 

 

Task 5: Read the extract below and answer the questions. 

An extract from Small Island... 

Hortense 

It brought it all back to me. Celia Langley. Celia Langley standing in front of me, her 
hands on her hips and her head in a cloud. And she is saying: 'Oh, Hortense, when I am 
older' (all her dreaming began with 'when I am older'). "When I am older, Hortense, I will 
be leaving Jamaica and I will be going to live in England." This is when her voice 
became high-class and her nose pointed into the air - well, as far as her round flat nose 
could - and she swayed as she brought the picture to her mind's eye. "Hortense, in 
England I will have a big house with a bell at the front door and I will ring the bell." And 
she make the sound, ding-a-ling, ding-a-ling. "I will ring the bell in this house when I am 
in England. That is what will happen to me when I am older." 

I said nothing at the time. I just nodded and said, "You surely will, Celia Langley, you 
surely will!" I did not dare to dream that it would one day be I that would go to England. It 
would one day be I that would sail on a ship as big as a world and feel the sun's heat on 
my face gradually change from roasting to caressing. But there was I! Standing at the 
door of a house in London and ringing the bell. Pushing my finger to hear the ding-a-ling, 
ding-a-ling. Oh, Celia Langley, where were you then with your big ideas and your nose 
in the air? Could you see me? Could you see me there in London? Hortense Roberts 
married with a gold ring and a wedding dress in a trunk. Mrs Joseph. Mrs Gilbert Joseph. 
What you think of that, Celia Langley? There was I in England ringing the door bell on 
one of the tallest houses I had ever seen. 

https://www.bl.uk/windrush/articles/an-introduction-to-andrea-levys-small-island


But when I pressed this doorbell I did not hear a ring. No ding-a-ling, ding-a-ling. I 
pressed once more in case the doorbell was not operational. The house, I could see, 
was shabby. Mark you, shabby in a grand sort of a way. I was sure this house could 
once have been home to a doctor or a lawyer or perhaps a friend of a friend of the 
king's. Only the house of someone high-class would have pillars at the doorway. Ornate 
pillars that twisted with elaborate design. The glass stained with coloured pictures as a 
church would have. It was true that some were missing, replaced by cardboard and 
strips of white tape. But who knows what devilish deeds Mr Hitler's bombs carried out 
during the war? I pushed the doorbell again when it was obvious no one was answering 
my call. I held my thumb against it and pressed my ear to the window. A light came on 
now and a woman's voice started calling, "All right, all right, I'm coming! Give us a 
minute.". 

I stepped back down two steps avoiding a small lump of dog's-business that rested in 
some litter and leaves. I straightened my coat, pulling it closed where I had unfortunately 
lost a button. I adjusted my hat in case it had sagged in the damp air and left me looking 
comical. I pulled my back up straight. 

The door was answered by an English woman. A blonde-haired, pink cheeked English 
woman with eyes so blue they were the brightest thing in the street. She looked on my 
face, parted her slender lips and said, "Yes?" 

"Is this the household of Mr Gilbert Joseph?" 

"I beg your pardon?" 

"Gilbert Joseph?" I said, a little slower. 

"Oh, Gilbert. Who are you?" She pronounced Gilbert so strangely that for a moment I 
was anxious that I would be delivered to the wrong man. 

"Mr Gilbert Joseph is my husband - I am his wife." 

The woman's face looked puzzled and pleased all at one time. She looked back into the 
house, lifting her head as she did. Then she turned back to me and said, "Didn't he 
come to meet you?" 

"I have not seen Gilbert," I told her, then went on to ask, "but this is perchance where he 
is aboding? 

At which this English woman said, "What?" She frowned and looked over my shoulder at 
the trunk which was resting by the curbside where it had been placed by the driver of the 
taxi vehicle. 

"Is that yours?" she enquired. 

"It is." 

"It's the size of the Isle of Wight. How did you get it here?" She laughed a little. A gentle 
giggle that played round her eyes and mouth. I laughed too, so as not to give her the 
notion that I did not know what she was talking about as regards this 'white island". 

I said, "I came in a taxi cab and the driver assured me that this was the right address. Is 
this the house of Gilbert Joseph?" 

The woman stood for a little while before answering by saying, "Hang on here. I'll see if 
he's in his room." She then shut the door in my face. 

  



Gilbert 

My mirror spoke to me. It said: "Man, women gonna fall at your feet." In my uniform of 
blue - from the left, from the right, from behind - I looked like a god. And this uniform did 
not even fit me so well. But what is a little bagging on the waist and tightness under the 
arm when you are a gallant member of the British Royal Airforce? Put several thousand 
Jamaican men in uniform, coop them up while, Grand Old Duke of York style, you march 
them up to the top of the hill and then back down again and they will think of nothing but 
women. When they are up they will imagine them and when they are down they will 
dream of them. But not this group I travelled with to America. Not Hubert, not Fulton, not 
Lenval, not James, not even me. Because every last one of us was too preoccupied with 
food. The only flesh we conjured was the sort you chewed and swallowed. 

This was war. There was hardship I was prepared for - bullet, bomb and casual death - 
but not for the torture of missing cow-foot stew, not for the persecution of living without 
curried shrimp or pepper-pot soup. I was not ready, I was not trained to eat food that 
was prepared in a pan of boiling water, the sole purpose of which was to rid it of taste 
and texture. How the English built empires when their armies marched on nothing but 
mush should be one of wonders of the world. I thought it would be combat that would 
make me regret having volunteered, not boiled-up potatoes, boiled-up vegetables - grey 
and limp on the plate like it had been eaten once before. Why the English come to cook 
everything by this method? Lucky they kept that boiling business as their national secret 
and did not insist that people of their colonies stop frying and spicing-up their food. 

I was brought up in a family with ten children. At that dinning table at home one lax 
moment and half my dinner could be gone to my neighbour. I learn to eat quickly whilst 
defending my plate with a protective arm. But with this English food I sat back, chewed 
slowly and willed my compatriots to thieve. I had not yet seen a war zone but if the 
enemy had been frying up some fish and dumpling whose knows which way I would 
point my gun. 

Now I am telling you this so you might better understand what a lustless and ravenous 
Jamaican experienced when he arrived, guest of the American government, at the 
military camp in Virginia. The silver tray had compartments so the food did not get 
messed up. Into each compartment was placed bacon, eggs (two proper eggs!), 
sausages, fried tomato, fried potatoes, toast, a banana and an orange. The cereal with 
milk was in a little bowl to itself. My arm was round that plate of food before I had even 
sat down. Only when I was assured that the rumour of second, third or fourth helpings 
was not the reverie of a deranged mind, did I relax. I swear many tears were wept over 
that breakfast. Paradise, we all decided, America is paradise. A bath with six inches of 
water that rivalled the Caribbean sea in my affection and more meals of equal, no, 
greater satisfaction than the first, had the word paradise popping from our mouths like 
the cork from champagne. 

  

Queenie 

I was christened Victoria Buxton. My mother had wanted me to be christened Queenie 
but the vicar had said, "No, Mrs Buxton, I'm afraid Queenie is a common name." 

"Common!" my mother had replied. "How can it be common? It's a queen's name." The 
vicar had then given an impromptu sermon which my mother, father and their gathered 
guests had to listen to as they stood round the stone font in our bleak local church. The 
vicar went on at length about monarchs having proper names like Edward, George, 
Elizabeth while everyone, dressed in their pinching church-best shoes began to shift 



from foot to foot and stifle yawns behind their scrubbed hands. "Take our late queen," 
the vicar finally explained, "her name, Mrs Buxton, was not queen but Victoria." 

So that was how - one thundery August day in a church near Mansfield, dressed in a 
handed down white-starched christening gown that wouldn't do up at the neck - I, the 
first born child of Wilfred and Lillie Buxton, came to be christened Victoria yet called 
forever Queenie. 

My mother, Lillie, was an English rose. Flaxen hair, a complexion like milk with a faint 
pink flush at her cheeks and a nose that tipped up at the end to present the two perfect 
triangles of her nostrils. She was a farmer's daughter and had hands that could clasp 
like a vice, arms as strong as a bear's and hips that widened every year until even the 
old men on the village green agreed they were childbearing. 

My father, Wilfred, was a butcher - the son of a butcher, the grandson of a butcher and 
the great-grandson of a butcher. Father was ten years older than Mother and not very 
good looking. Some said it was his good luck at courting and winning the hand of a lass 
who had once won a village country maid contest that left his face with that startled "You 
don't say" expression. The front of his hair was cursed by a 'cow's-lick' that meant every 
day his hair fell in eccentric wild swirls over his forehead. His bulbous fat hands were like 
great hams. Broad, pink and fleshy with stubby fingers. He wore leather straps round 
each wrist to protect them from the sharp blows of his butchering knives. I thought those 
straps held his hands on to the ends of his arms. Leather and three inches wide, they 
only came off when he had a bath on alternate Saturday nights in front of the range in 
the kitchen. I had to bring the hot water that rolled black grime down his skin like mud 
washing off a wall, while the leather straps would be on the floor, still in the shape of his 
wrists. Blackened manacles - worn, battered and bloody. I never looked at the front of 
him in the bath in case I saw stumps where his fat ham hands should have been. 

There was a shed on our small farm, out of the back door, across the yard and round a 
bit, where Father did his butchering. Carts from the cold store, driven by young boys 
whose aprons were splattered and smeared with dried blood and who smelt acrid like 
vinegar made from rotting flesh, would come into the yard and dump the carcasses of 
slaughtered cows, sheep and pigs. Father carried them over one shoulder into the shed. 
And with sharpening, slicing, chopping, grunting, slopping noises, cows were turned into 
topside, rump, sirloin, best rib, chuck, shin, brisket, silver side. Lambs into leg, loin, best 
end, neck, breast, shank end, chump chop, cutlet, scrag end, shoulder. And the pigs 
were turned from snuffling muddy pink porkers that had been fed every morning on swill 
boiled up in a copper, into heads, feet, hind, loin, knuckle, fillet, belly, spare rib, blade 
bone. Or salted, cured and smoked in an outhouse for bacon. The bits that had no name 
were squeezed into sausage skins, extruded and twisted as Buxtons finest pork 
sausages. All the offal - the liver, the kidneys, the hearts - was packed on to trays. The 
fat was rendered down in a cauldron and set into lumps of lard. And anything left after 
that was stuffed into a mincer. The bits that had fallen on the top of the table were finest 
beef mince and the bits that were swept off the floor were not. Father always dreamed of 
having sons - sons who could sharpen, slice, chop and carry. Sons who would replace 
the stupid boys he had to hire who stole cuts of meat when they thought he wasn't 
looking, stuffing them under their caps and down their shirts. 

Questions: 

(1) What do you learn about each of the narrators? 

(2) How does this extract link to cultural identity? 

(3) Can you make any links to post-colonialism? 



Task 6 

Read this review and summarise the writer’s opinion of the novel. 

https://www.theguardian.com/books/2020/jan/21/half-of-a-yellow-sun-ends-abruptly-but-at-the-

right-time 

 

Task 7:  

What do you already know about Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie? 

 

Find out more about her here: https://www.chimamanda.com/about-chimamanda/ 

 

Task 8: Read the extract and answer the questions 

Extract from ‘Half a Yellow Sun’ 

Master was a little crazy; he had spent too many years reading books overseas, 
talked to himself in his office, did not always return greetings, and had too 
much hair. Ugwu's aunty said this in a low voice as they walked on the path. 
"But he is a good man," she added. "And as long as you work well, you will eat 
well. You will even eat meat every day." She stopped to spit; the saliva left her 
mouth with a sucking sound and landed on the grass. 

Ugwu did not believe that anybody, not even this master he was going to live 
with, ate meat every day. He did not disagree with his aunty, though, because 
he was too choked with expectation, too busy imagining his new life away from 
the village. They had been walking for a while now, since they got off the lorry 
at the motor park, and the afternoon sun burned the back of his neck. But he 
did not mind. He was prepared to walk hours more in even hotter sun. 

He had never seen anything like the streets that appeared after they went past 
the university gates, streets so smooth and tarred that he itched to lay his 
cheek down on them. He would never be able to describe to his sister Anulika 
how the bungalows here were painted the colour of the sky and sat side by side 
like polite well-dressed men, how the hedges separating them were trimmed 

so flat on top that they looked like tables wrapped with leaves.  

His aunty walked faster, her slippers making slap-slap sounds that echoed in 
the silent street. 

Ugwu wondered if she, too, could feel the coal tar getting hotter underneath, 
through her thin soles. 

https://www.theguardian.com/books/2020/jan/21/half-of-a-yellow-sun-ends-abruptly-but-at-the-right-time
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2020/jan/21/half-of-a-yellow-sun-ends-abruptly-but-at-the-right-time
https://www.chimamanda.com/about-chimamanda/


They went past a sign, ODIM STREET, and Ugwu mouthed street, as he did 
whenever he saw an English word that was not too long ... Master sat in an 
armchair, wearing a singlet and a pair of shorts. 

He was not sitting upright but slanted, a book covering his face, as though 
oblivious that he had just asked people in. 

"Good afternoon, sah! This is the child," Ugwu's aunty said. 

Master looked up. His complexion was very dark, like old bark, and the hair 
that covered his chest and legs was a lustrous, darker shade. He pulled off his 
glasses. "The child?" 

"The houseboy, sah. 

(1) What do you learn about Ugwu and the Master here? 

(2) How is place described here and what impact does this have? 

(3) How could you link this extract to what you know about post-colonial literature? 

 

 

Task 9: 

 

Read this poem by John Agard 

 

Analyse the language, structure and form. How does it link to your research about post-

colonial literature? 

 

Task 10:  



A05 Different interpretations 

• Learners are required to draw on their understanding of different interpretations 

in responding to and evaluating the chosen texts. 

• How can we show this in our essays? 

• When integrating a critic’s view or referencing a literary theory it is important that 

you respond to that view. 

Questions to ask: 

• Do I agree? 

• What evidence from the text supports this? 

• Why is this important? 

• How does this further my understanding of the text? 

*Remember if you quote or refer to another writer’s ideas you must footnote this and this 

should also appear in your bibliography* 

Read the critical viewpoints below and answer the questions for each one: 

Questions to ask: 

• Do I agree? 

• What evidence from the text supports this? 

• Why is this important? 

• How does this further my understanding of the text? 

 

1. “The label ‘post-colonial’ demands a shift in focus, away from British Literature 

(literature produced by British writers) to world literatures in English. Whereas it 

would have once seemed impossible to separate Britain and British attitudes from 

great writing in English, post-colonial literature reflects the changing nature of British 

society itself, which is now multi-cultural.” From Post Colonial Literature by 

Christopher O’Reilly, Cambridge University Press, Cambridge, 2001 (Page 7) 

 

2. “The experience of women within empire was often one of double oppression. 

Whereas colonised men had to be subservient to their colonial masters, colonised 

women often had to be subservient to both their colonial masters and to the 

patriarchal nature of their own societies. For the most part, empire itself was 

strongly patriarchal, so that women from both the colonising and colonised groups 

were marginalised and controlled.” From Post Colonial Literature by Christopher 

O’Reilly, Cambridge University Press, Cambridge, 2001 (Page 67) 

 



3. I had looked in vain for my story in fiction. But most Nigerian novels, understandably, 

have no time for the expatriate experience, while the literature of white writers from 

other parts of Africa describes entirely different social and economic set-ups. I had 

also devoured histories of Nigeria, which spelled out the facts of the civil war. But it 

took Adichie’s 2006 novel to shock me into a truer and profoundly different 

understanding of the conflict – and, by extension, my own identity. 

‘Half of a Yellow Sun shocked me into a sense of my own expatriate identity’ by Claire 
Armitstead https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2015/aug/19/half-of-a-
yellow-sun-identity  consulted 18/11/2018  

4. When she arrives in London, her formal and antiquated spoken English is not 
understood by Queenie, a first sign of the disparity between these imagined and real 
England(s). Her repeated questioning of Gilbert – ‘Is this the way the English live?’ – 
suggests the distance between an imagined, mediated Mother Country and the 
realities of the dilapidated and hostile London she encounters in the post-war years. 
Hortense’s awakening to British racial hostility is rendered across a number of 
incidents, including her rejection by the teaching profession, which leads her to 
declare towards the novel’s end, ‘I have found this to be a very cold country’ (p. 
466).  

 From An introduction to Andrea Levy's Small Island by Hannah Lowe 
https://www.bl.uk/20th-century-literature/articles/an-introduction-to-andrea-levys-small-
island consulted 18/11/2018 

 

Task 11: 

 

https://www.bl.uk/20th-century-literature/articles/an-introduction-to-andrea-levys-small-island%20consulted%2018/11/2018
https://www.bl.uk/20th-century-literature/articles/an-introduction-to-andrea-levys-small-island%20consulted%2018/11/2018


 

Task 12 Extracts from the novels 

Read these extracts from the three novels. Pick one and then make a link to one of the critic’s  

views from task 10. 

 

 

 

‘No, Britain is Jamaica’s Mother country. But we are all part of the Empire.’  

 ‘Oh.’ Both nodded, both had not one clue what I was talking about. ‘The Empire, you 

say. That wouldn’t be the place in London where they was a picture show?’ 

 I tried explaining: ‘The British own the island of Jamaica, it is in the Caribbean Sea, and 

we, the people of Jamaica are all British because we are her subjects.’ 

 From Small Island by Andrea Levy, Headline Publishing, London, 2004 

 

 

From Small Island by Andrea Levy, Headline Publishing, London, 2004 (Page 157) 

‘Have you been to the market in Balogun?’ she asked. ‘They display slabs of meat on tables, and 

you are supposed to grope and feel and decide what you want. My sister and I are meat. We 

are here so that suitable bachelors will make the kill.’ 

From Half of a Yellow Sun by Chimamanda Ngozi Adiche, Harper Collins, London, 2006 (Page 59) 



Task 13 

Key words: Which of these key words can you apply to the novel you have chosen? Select 

3 words minimum. 

Canonical: pertaining to, established by, or conforming to a canon or canons, 
authorized; recognized; accepted: 

Colonisation: to establish a colony in; settle. 

Imperialism: the policy of extending the rule or authority of 

an empire or nation over foreign countries, or of acquiring 

and holding colonies and dependencies. 

Marginality: Situated on a border or edge. 

Patriarchy: 

a social system in which power is held by men, through cultural norms and customs that fav

or men andwithhold opportunity from women: 

Plurality: more than half of the whole; the majority. a number greater than one. 

Subservient: serving or acting in a subordinate capacity; subordinate. 
servile; excessively submissive; obsequious, 

Universalism: universal character; universality. 
A universal range of knowledge, interests, or activities. 

 

Further Reading: 

Beginning Theory by Peter Barry, Manchester University Press, Great Britain (1995) 

He felt strangely bereft when she sat far from him at the table. The salad had just been served when she 

began to discuss politics with a guest. Richard knew it was about the need for Nigeria to become a 

republic and stop claiming Queen Elizabeth for head of state, but he did not pay close attention until she 

turned to him and asked, ‘Don’t you agree Richard?’ as if his opinion mattered.  

From Half of a Yellow Sun by Chimamanda Ngozi Adiche, Harper Collins, London, 2006 (Page 65)) 

 

Hortense 

I never dreamed England would be like this. Come, in what crazed reverie would a white Englishwoman 

be kneeling before me yearning for me to take her black child? This was no dream I could conceive. Yet 

there was Mrs Bligh kneeling before Gilbert and I, her pretty blue eyes dissolving beneath a wash of tears, 

while glaring on we two Jamaicans, waiting anxious to see if we would lift our thumb or drop it. 

From Small Island by Andrea Levy, Headline Publishing, London, 2004 (Page 523) 

 

https://dictionary.com/browse/canon
https://dictionary.com/browse/canon
https://dictionary.com/browse/colony
https://dictionary.com/browse/empire


Post-Colonial Literature by Christopher O’Reilly, Cambridge University Press, Cambridge, 

2001 

 

Finally…before September 

(1)Choose one of these texts to focus on for your coursework. 

(2) Look at these essay titles and choose one to research in more detail: 

 

'Brick Lane' and 'The History Boys'  

1. Compare the ways in which Ali and Bennett explore ideas about cultural identity and its 

importance. 

2. By comparing Ali's and Bennett's presentation of women, say how far they can be said to 

depict women as repressed. 

3. Compare how Ali and Bennett explore ideas about honour and betrayal. 

4. Compare the ways in which Ali and Bennett portray conflicting cultural values in their 

work. 

 

'Half a Yellow Sun' and 'The History Boys' 

1. Compare the way that Adichie and Bennett portray conflicting cultural values in their 

work. 

2. By comparing Adichie's and Bennett's presentation of women, say how far they can be 

said to depict women as repressed. 

3. Compare how Adichie and Bennett explore ideas about honour and betrayal. 

4. Compare the ways in which Adichie and Bennett explore ideas about cultural identity and 

its importance. 

 

'Small Island' and 'The History Boys' 

1. Compare the ways in which Levy and Bennett explore the complexities of loyalty. 

2. Compare some of the ways in which Bennett and Levy present ideas about masculinity. 

3. By comparing Levy's and Bennett's presentation of women, say how far they can be said 

to depict women as repressed. 

4. Compare the ways in which Levy and Bennett explore ideas about cultural identity and its 

importance. 

 

Get a copy of ‘The History Boys’ by Alan Bennett. This will be the first text we study in September 


