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Grades 9–10

Quiz: RL.9-10.2
Read the passage. Then answer the questions.

Excerpt from The Story of an African Farm 
Olive Schreiner

1 The full African moon poured down its light from the blue sky into the wide, lonely plain. The dry, sandy 
earth, with its coating of stunted karoo bushes a few inches high, the low hills that skirted the plain, the milk-
bushes with their long finger-like leaves, all were touched by a weird and an almost oppressive beauty as 
they lay in the white light. 

2 In one spot only was the solemn monotony of the plain broken. Near the center a small solitary kopje rose. 
Alone it lay there, a heap of round ironstones piled one upon another, as over some giant’s grave. Here and 
there a few tufts of grass or small succulent plants had sprung up among its stones, and on the very summit 
a clump of prickly-pears lifted their thorny arms, and reflected, as from mirrors, the moonlight on their broad 
fleshy leaves. At the foot of the kopje lay the homestead. First, the stone-walled sheep kraals and Kaffer 
huts; beyond them the dwelling-house—a square, red-brick building with thatched roof. Even on its bare red 
walls, and the wooden ladder that led up to the loft, the moonlight cast a kind of dreamy beauty, and quite 
etherealized the low brick wall that ran before the house, and which enclosed a bare patch of sand and two 
straggling sunflowers. On the zinc roof of the great open wagon-house, on the roofs of the outbuildings that 
jutted from its side, the moonlight glinted with a quite peculiar brightness, till it seemed that every rib in the 
metal was of burnished silver.

3 Sleep ruled everywhere, and the homestead was not less quiet than the solitary plain. . . .

4 Only in one of the outbuildings that jutted from the wagon-house there was someone who was not asleep.

5 The room was dark; door and shutter were closed; not a ray of light entered anywhere. The German 
overseer, to whom the room belonged, lay sleeping soundly on his bed in the corner, his great arms folded, 
and his bushy grey and black beard rising and falling on his breast. But one in the room was not asleep. Two 
large eyes looked about in the darkness, and two small hands were smoothing the patchwork quilt. The 
boy, who slept on a box under the window, had just awakened from his first sleep. He drew the quilt up to 
his chin, so that little peered above it but a great head of silky black curls and the two black eyes. He stared 
about in the darkness. Nothing was visible, not even the outline of one worm-eaten rafter, nor of the deal 
table. . . . No one could tell where the toolbox was, and where the fireplace. There was something very 
impressive to the child in the complete darkness.PREVIEW




