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that text.

Write using black or blue pen.

The list is divided into five sections.

1. Find the texts on which you wish to write.

Three passages have been set for every text.

Instructions

2
3. The passages are printed in the order in which they appear in the texts.
4

In your answer book(s), clearly indicate the text numbers of your selected texts.

You are required to complete two pieces of writing based on two texts selected from the list on pages 2 and 3.
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For each of your selected texts, you must use one or more of the passages as the basis for a discussion of
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Section A — Novels

1 Jane Austen: Persuasion

Use one or more of the passages selected as the basis for a discussion of Persuasion.

1.

The evening ended with dancing. On its being proposed,
Anne offered her services, as usual, and though her eyes would
sometimes fill with tears as she sat at the instrument, she was
extremely glad to be employed, and desired nothing in return
but to be unobserved.

It was a merry, joyous party, and no one seemed in higher
spirits than Captain Wentworth. She felt that he had every
thing to elevate him, which general attention and deference,
and especially the attention of all the young women could
do. The Miss Hayters, the females of the family of cousins
already mentioned, were apparently admitted to the honour of
being in love with him; and as for Henrietta and Louisa, they
both seemed so entirely occupied by him, that nothing but the
continued appearance of the most perfect good-will between
themselves, could have made it credible that they were not
decided rivals. If he were a little spoilt by such universal, such
eager admiration, who could wonder?

These were some of the thoughts which occupied Anne,
while her fingers were mechanically at work, proceeding
for half an hour together, equally without error, and without
consciousness. Once she felt that he was looking at herself—
observing her altered features, perhaps, trying to trace in them
the ruins of the face which had once charmed him; and once
she knew that he must have spoken of her;—she was hardly
aware of it, till she heard the answer; but then she was sure
of his having asked his partner whether Miss Elliot never
danced? The answer was, “Oh! no, never; she has quite given
up dancing. She had rather play. She is never tired of playing.”
Once, too, he spoke to her. She had left the instrument on the
dancing being over, and he had sat down to try to make out an
air which he wished to give the Miss Musgroves an idea of.
Unintentionally she returned to that part of the room; he saw
her, and, instantly rising, said, with studied politeness,

“I beg your pardon, madam, this is your seat;” and though
she immediately drew back with a decided negative, he was
not to be induced to sit down again.

Anne did not wish for more of such looks and speeches. His
cold politeness, his ceremonious grace, were worse than any
thing.

k %k

2.

And with a quivering lip he wound up the whole by adding,
“Poor Fanny! she would not have forgotten him so soon!”

“No,” replied Anne, in a low feeling voice. “That, I can
easily believe.”

“It was not in her nature. She doated on him.”

“It would not be the nature of any woman who truly loved.”

Captain Harville smiled, as much as to say, “Do you claim
that for your sex?”” and she answered the question, smiling also,
“Yes. We certainly do not forget you, so soon as you forget us.
It is, perhaps, our fate rather than our merit. We cannot help
ourselves. We live at home, quiet, confined, and our feelings
prey upon us. You are forced on exertion. You have always a
profession, pursuits, business of some sort or other, to take you
back into the world immediately, and continual occupation and
change soon weaken impressions.”

“Granting your assertion that the world does all this so
soon for men, (which, however, I do not think I shall grant) it
does not apply to Benwick. He has not been forced upon any
exertion. The peace turned him on shore at the very moment,
and he has been living with us, in our little family-circle, ever
since.”

“True,” said Anne, “very true; I did not recollect; but what
shall we say now, Captain Harville? If the change be not from
outward circumstances, it must be from within; it must be
nature, man’s nature, which has done the business for Captain
Benwick.”

“No, no, it is not man’s nature. I will not allow it to be more
man’s nature than woman’s to be inconstant and forget those
they do love, or have loved. I believe the reverse. I believe in a
true analogy between our bodily frames and our mental; and that
as our bodies are the strongest, so are our feelings; capable of
bearing most rough usage, and riding out the heaviest weather.”

“Your feelings may be the strongest,” replied Anne, “but the
same spirit of analogy will authorise me to assert that ours are
the most tender. Man is more robust than woman, but he is not
longer-lived; which exactly explains my view of the nature of
their attachments. Nay, it would be too hard upon you, if it were
otherwise. You have difficulties, and privations, and dangers
enough to struggle with. You are always labouring and toiling,
exposed to every risk and hardship. Your home, country, friends,
all quitted. Neither time, nor health, nor life, to be called your
own. It would be too hard indeed” (with a faltering voice) “if
woman'’s feelings were to be added to all this.”

“We shall never agree upon this question”—Captain Harville
was beginning to say, when a slight noise called their attention
to Captain Wentworth’s hitherto perfectly quiet division of the

room.
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1 Jane Austen: Persuasion

3.

They might in fact have borne down a great deal more than they
met with, for there was little to distress them beyond the want of
graciousness and warmth.—Sir Walter made no objection, and
Elizabeth did nothing worse than look cold and unconcerned.
Captain Wentworth, with five-and-twenty thousand pounds, and
as high in his profession as merit and activity could place him,
was no longer nobody. He was now esteemed quite worthy to
address the daughter of a foolish, spendthrift baronet, who had
not had principle or sense enough to maintain himself in the
situation in which Providence had placed him, and who could
give his daughter at present but a small part of the share of ten
thousand pounds which must be hers hereafter.

Sir Walter indeed, though he had no affection for Anne, and
no vanity flattered, to make him really happy on the occasion,
was very far from thinking it a bad match for her. On the
contrary, when he saw more of Captain Wentworth, saw him
repeatedly by daylight and eyed him well, he was very much
struck by his personal claims, and felt that his superiority
of appearance might be not unfairly balanced against her
superiority of rank; and all this, assisted by his well-sounding
name, enabled Sir Walter at last to prepare his pen with a very
good grace for the insertion of the marriage in the volume of
honour.

The only one among them, whose opposition of feeling could
excite any serious anxiety, was Lady Russell. Anne knew that
Lady Russell must be suffering some pain in understanding
and relinquishing Mr. Elliot, and be making some struggles
to become truly acquainted with, and do justice to Captain
Wentworth. This however was what Lady Russell had now to
do. She must learn to feel that she had been mistaken with regard
to both; that she had been unfairly influenced by appearances
in each; that because Captain Wentworth’s manners had not
suited her own ideas, she had been too quick in suspecting
them to indicate a character of dangerous impetuosity; and that
because Mr. Elliot’s manners had precisely pleased her in their
propriety and correctness, their general politeness and suavity,
she had been too quick in receiving them as the certain result
of the most correct opinions and well regulated mind. There
was nothing less for Lady Russell to do, than to admit that she
had been pretty completely wrong, and to take up a new set of

opinions and of hopes.
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Section A — Novels

2 Charlotte Bronté: Jane Eyre

Use one or more of the passages selected as the basis for a discussion of Jane Eyre.

1.

I was a discord in Gateshead Hall; I was like nobody there;
I had nothing in harmony with Mrs Reed or her children, or
her chosen vassalage. If they did not love me, in fact, as little
did I love them. They were not bound to regard with affection
a thing that could not sympathise with one amongst them;
a heterogeneous thing, opposed to them in temperament, in
capacity, in propensities; a useless thing, incapable of serving
their interest, or adding to their pleasure; a noxious thing,
cherishing the germs of indignation at their treatment, of
contempt of their judgment. I know that had I been a sanguine,
brilliant, careless, exacting, handsome, romping child — though
equally dependent and friendless — Mrs Reed would have
endured my presence more complacently; her children would
have entertained for me more of the cordiality of fellow-
feeling; the servants would have been less prone to make me
the scapegoat of the nursery.

Daylight began to forsake the red-room; it was past four
o’clock, and the beclouded afternoon was tending to drear
twilight. I heard the rain still beating continuously on the
staircase window, and the wind howling in the grove behind
the hall; I grew by degrees cold as a stone, and then my courage
sank. My habitual mood of humiliation, self-doubt, forlorn
depression, fell damp on the embers of my decaying ire. All
said I was wicked, and perhaps I might be so: what thought
had I been but just conceiving of starving myselfto death? That
certainly was a crime: and was I fit to die? Or was the vault
under the chancel of Gateshead Church an inviting bourne?
In such vault I had been told did Mr Reed lie buried; and led
by this thought to recall his idea, I dwelt on it with gathering
dread. I could not remember him; but I knew that he was my
own uncle — my mother’s brother — that he had taken me when
a parentless infant to his house; and that in his last moments he
had required a promise of Mrs Reed that she would rear and
maintain me as one of her own children. Mrs Reed probably
considered she had kept this promise; and so she had, I daresay,
as well as her nature would permit her: but how could she really
like an interloper, not of her race, and unconnected with her,
after her husband’s death, by any tie? It must have been most
irksome to find herself bound by a hard-wrung pledge to stand
in the stead of a parent to a strange child she could not love,
and to see an uncongenial alien permanently intruded on her

own family group.
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2.

Arraigned at my own bar, Memory having given her evidence
of the hopes, wishes, sentiments I had been cherishing since
last night — of the general state of mind in which I had indulged
for nearly a fortnight past; Reason having come forward and
told, in her own quiet way, a plain, unvarnished tale, showing
how I had rejected the real, and rabidly devoured the ideal; — I
pronounced judgment to this effect: —

That a greater fool than Jane Eyre had never breathed the
breath of life: that a more fantastic idiot had never surfeited
herself on sweet lies, and swallowed poison as if it were nectar.

‘You,” 1 said, ‘a favourite with Mr Rochester? You gifted
with the power of pleasing him? You of importance to him in
any way? Go! your folly sickens me. And you have derived
pleasure from occasional tokens of preference — equivocal
tokens shown by a gentleman of family and a man of the world
to a dependent and a novice. How dared you? Poor stupid dupe!
— Could not even self-interest make you wiser? You repeated
to yourself this morning the brief scene of last night? — Cover
your face and be ashamed! He said something in praise of your
eyes, did he? Blind puppy! Open their bleared lids and look on
your own accursed senselessness! It does good to no woman
to be flattered by her superior, who cannot possibly intend to
marry her; and it is madness in all women to let a secret love
kindle within them, which, if unreturned and unknown, must
devour the life that feeds it; and, if discovered and responded
to, must lead, ignis-fatuus-like, into miry wilds whence there
is no extrication.

‘Listen, then, Jane Eyre, to your sentence: to-morrow, place
the glass before you, and draw in chalk your own picture,
faithfully, without softening one defect; omit no harsh line,
smooth away no displeasing irregularity; write under it,
“Portrait of a Governess, disconnected, poor, and plain.”

‘Afterwards, take a piece of smooth ivory — you have one
prepared in your drawing-box: take your palette, mix your
freshest, finest, clearest tints; choose your most delicate
camel-hair pencils; delineate carefully the loveliest face you
can imagine; paint it in your softest shades and sweetest hues,
according to the description given by Mrs Fairfax of Blanche
Ingram: remember the raven ringlets, the oriental eye; — What!
you revert to Mr Rochester as a model! Order! No snivel! —no
sentiment! —no regret! I will endure only sense and resolution.
Recall the august yet harmonious lineaments, the Grecian
neck and bust; let the round and dazzling arm be visible,
and the delicate hand; omit neither diamond ring nor gold
bracelet; portray faithfully the attire, aérial lace and glistening
satin, graceful scarf and golden rose: call it, “Blanche, an
accomplished lady of rank.”

‘Whenever, in future, you should chance to fancy Mr
Rochester thinks well of you, take out these two pictures and
compare them: say, “Mr Rochester might probably win that
noble lady’s love, if he chose to strive for it; is it likely he
would waste a serious thought on this indigent and insignificant

plebeian?”’
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2 Charlotte Bronté: Jane Eyre

3.

‘I was in my own room, and sitting by the window, which
was open: it soothed me to feel the balmy night-air; though I
could see no stars, and only by a vague, luminous haze, knew
the presence of a moon. I longed for thee, Janet! Oh, I longed
for thee both with soul and flesh! I asked of God, at once in
anguish and humility, if I had not been long enough desolate,
afflicted, tormented; and might not soon taste bliss and peace
once more. That  merited all I endured, I acknowledged — that
I could scarcely endure more, I pleaded; and the alpha and
omega of my heart’s wishes broke involuntarily from my lips
in the words, “Jane! Jane! Jane!”’

‘Did you speak these words aloud?’

‘I did, Jane. If any listener had heard me, he would have
thought me mad, I pronounced them with such frantic energy.’

‘And it was last Monday night, somewhere near midnight?”’

‘Yes; but the time is of no consequence: what followed
is the strange point. You will think me superstitious — some
superstition I have in my blood, and always had: nevertheless,
this is true — true at least it is that I heard what I now relate.

‘As I exclaimed “Jane! Jane! Jane!” a voice — I cannot
tell whence the voice came, but I know whose voice it was —
replied, “I am coming: wait for me;” and a moment after, went
whispering on the wind the words, “Where are you?”

‘I’11 tell you, if I can, the idea, the picture these words
opened to my mind: yet it is difficult to express what I want
to express. Ferndean is buried, as you see, in a heavy wood,
where sound falls dull, and dies unreverberating. “Where are
you?” seemed spoken amongst mountains; for I heard a hill-
sent echo repeat the words. Cooler and fresher at the moment
the gale seemed to visit my brow: I could have deemed that
in some wild, lone scene, I and Jane were meeting. In spirit,
I believe, we must have met. You no doubt were, at that hour,
in unconscious sleep, Jane: perhaps your soul wandered from
its cell to comfort mine; for those were your accents, as certain

as I live, they were yours!’
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Section A — Novels

3 John Fowles: The French Lieutenant’s Woman

Use one or more of the passages selected as the basis for a discussion of The French Lieutenant’s Woman.

1.

Exactly how the ill-named Mrs Fairley ... more Grecian,
nickname.

John Fowles, The French Lieutenant’s Woman,
Vintage Classics, 2005

pp- 20 and 21

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

2.

He glanced again at Sarah ... “We must never meet alone
again.’

John Fowles, The French Lieutenant’s Woman,
Vintage Classics, 2005

pp. 186 and 187

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

THIS QUESTION IS CONTINUED ON PAGE 9
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Section A — Novels

3 John Fowles: The French Lieutenant’s Woman

3.

And at the gate ... he would recognize Arnold’s intent.

John Fowles, The French Lieutenant’s Woman,
Vintage Classics, 2005

pp. 468 and 469

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA 1is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Section A — Novels

4 Miles Franklin: My Brilliant Career

Use one or more of the passages selected as the basis for a discussion of My Brilliant Career.

1.

My father was a swell in those days—held Bruggabrong,
Bin Bin East, and Bin Bin West, which three stations totalled
close on 200,000 acres. Father was admitted into swelldom
merely by right of his position. His pedigree included nothing
beyond a grandfather. My mother, however, was a full-fledged
aristocrat. She was one of the Bossiers of Caddagat, who
numbered among their ancestry one of the depraved old pirates
who pillaged England with William the Conqueror.

“Dick” Melvyn was as renowned for hospitality as joviality,
and our comfortable, wide-veranda’ed, irregularly built, slab
house in its sheltered nook amid the Timlinbilly Ranges
was ever full to overflowing. Doctors, lawyers, squatters,
commercial travellers, bankers, journalists, tourists, and men
of all kinds and classes crowded our well-spread board; but
seldom a female face, except mother’s, was to be seen there,
Bruggabrong being a very out-of-the-way place.

I was both the terror and the amusement of the station. Old
boundary-riders and drovers inquire after me with interest to
this day.

I knew everyone’s business, and was ever in danger of
publishing it at an inopportune moment.

In flowery language, selected from slang used by the
station hands, and long words picked up from our visitors, I
propounded unanswerable questions which brought blushes to
the cheeks of even tough old wine-bibbers.

Nothing would induce me to show more respect to an
appraiser of the runs than to a boundary-rider, or to a clergyman
than a drover. I am the same to this day. My organ of veneration
must be flatter than a pancake, because to venerate a person
simply for his position I never did or will. To me the Prince of
Wales will be no more than a shearer, unless when I meet him he
displays some personality apart from his princeship—otherwise

he can go hang.
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2.

“Go on the stage! A grand-daughter of mine! Lucy’s eldest
child! An actress—a vile, low, brazen hussy! Use the gifts God
has given her with which to do good in showing off to a crowd
of vile bad men! I would rather see her struck dead at my feet
this instant! I would rather see her shear off her hair and enter
a convent this very hour. Child, promise you will never be a
bold bad actress.”

“I will never be a bold bad actress, grannie,” I said, putting
great stress on the adjectives, and bringing out the actress very
faintly.

“Yes,” she continued, calming down, “I’'m sure you have
not enough bad in you. You may be boisterous, and not behave
with sufficient propriety sometimes, but I don’t think you are
wicked enough to ever make an actress.”

Everard attempted to defend his case.

“Look here, gran, that’s a very exploded old notion about the
stage being a low profession. It might have been once, but it is
quite the reverse nowadays. There are, of course, low people
on the stage, as there are in all walks of life. I grant you that;
but if people are good they can be good on the stage as well
as anywhere else. On account of a little prejudice it would be
a sin to rob Sybylla of the brilliant career she might have.”

“Career!” exclaimed his foster-mother, catching at the word.
“Career! That is all girls think of now, instead of being good
wives and mothers and attending to their homes and doing what
God intended. All they think of is gadding about and being fast,
and ruining themselves body and soul. And the men are as bad
to encourage them,” looking severely at Everard.

“There is a great deal of truth in what you say, gran, I admit.
You can apply it to many of our girls, I am sorry to confess,
but Sybylla could not be brought under that classification. You
must look at her in a different way. If—"

& sk ok
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4 Miles Franklin: My Brilliant Career

3.

Ah, thou cruel fiend—Ambition! Desire!

Soul of the leaping flame,
Heart of the scarlet fire,
Spirit that hath for name
Only the name—Desire!

To hot young hearts beating passionately in strong breasts,
the sweetest thing is motion.

No, that part of me went beyond my mother’s understanding.
On the other hand, there was a part of my mother—her
brave cheerfulness, her trust in God, her heroic struggle to
keep the home together—which went soaring on beyond my
understanding, leaving me a coward weakling, grovelling in
the dust.

Would that hot dreary day never close? What advantage
when it did? The next and the next and many weeks of others
just the same were following hard after.

If the souls of lives were voiced in music, there are some that
none but a great organ could express, others the clash of a full
orchestra, a few to which nought but the refined and exquisite
sadness of a violin could do justice. Many might be likened
unto common pianos, jangling and out of tune, and some to
the feeble piping of a penny whistle, and mine could be told
with a couple of nails in a rusty tin-pot.

Why do I write? For what does any one write? Shall I get a
hearing? If so—what then?

I have voiced the things around me, the small-minded
thoughts, the sodden round of grinding tasks—a monotonous,
purposeless, needless existence. But patience, O heart, surely
I can make a purpose! For the present, of my family I am the
most suited to wait about common public-houses to look after
my father when he is inebriated. It breaks my mother’s heart to
do it; it is dangerous for my brothers; imagine Gertie in such a
position! But me it does not injure, I have the faculty for doing
that sort of thing without coming to harm, and if it makes me
more bitter and godless, well, what matter?
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Section A — Novels

5 Gabriel Garcia Marquez: Love in the Time of Cholera

Use one or more of the passages selected as the basis for a discussion of Love in the Time of Cholera.

1.

In reality, Fermina Daza knew very little about this taciturn
suitor ... but the letter was so explicit that there was no way
to avoid it.

Gabriel Garcia Marquez, Love in the Time of Cholera,
Edith Grossman (trans.), Penguin, 2007

pp. 66 and 67

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

2.

Three days later, in Paris ... the awful consciousness that
he was also as mortal.

Gabriel Garcia Marquez, Love in the Time of Cholera,
Edith Grossman (trans.), Penguin, 2007

pp- 113 and 114

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

THIS QUESTION IS CONTINUED ON PAGE 13
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Section A — Novels

5 Gabriel Garcia Marquez: Love in the Time of Cholera

3.

It was a six-page letter ... but the alpha and omega, an end
in itself.

Gabriel Garcia Marquez, Love in the Time of Cholera,
Edith Grossman (trans.), Penguin, 2007

pp. 292 and 293

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Section A — Novels

6 Cormac McCarthy: All the Pretty Horses

Use one or more of the passages selected as the basis for a discussion of All the Pretty Horses.

1. 2.
You cant outride a thunderstorm ... Just settin here, he said. I had no one to advise me ... I am the one who gets to say.
Cormac McCarthy, A/ the Pretty Horses, Cormac McCarthy, A/l the Pretty Horses,
Pan Macmillan, 2010 Pan Macmillan, 2010
p. 71 pp- 140 and 141

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided. and closing words of the passage have been provided.

THIS QUESTION IS CONTINUED ON PAGE 15
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Section A — Novels

6 Cormac McCarthy: All the Pretty Horses

3.

He lay in the dark thinking ... but there was no place to go
anyway.

Cormac McCarthy, Al the Pretty Horses,
Pan Macmillan, 2010

pp. 210 and 211

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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7 Michael Ondaatje: The Cat’s Table

Use one or more of the passages selected as the basis for a discussion of The Cat’s Table.

1.

One afternoon he gathered the three of us ... in the darkness
of the hold.

Michael Ondaatje, The Cat's Table,
Jonathan Cape, 2011

pp. 50 and 51

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

2.

For what I saw in the paintings ... we were saying to all of
them. Goodbye.

Michael Ondaatje, The Cat s Table,
Jonathan Cape, 2011

pp. 141-143

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

THIS QUESTION IS CONTINUED ON PAGE 17
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7 Michael Ondaatje: The Cat’s Table

3.

Over the years, confusing fragments ... ‘Maybe I did.’

Michael Ondaatje, The Cat s Table,
Jonathan Cape, 2011

pp. 274 and 275

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA 1is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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8 Kim Scott: That Deadman Dance

Use one or more of the passages selected as the basis for a discussion of That Deadman Dance.

1.

Now the young men appeared from behind some bushes,
standing in a line just like in that dance from over the ocean
horizon, that Dead Man Dance. It was very quiet, the wind
and the waves hushing them all. Wooral and Bobby were in
the middle of the line of dancers, and Bobby the youngest.

Then came the singing.

Emu dance first: the men did it together, sat back and took
turns, each man with his arm extended, bent at the wrist, and
moving like the neck of an emu. No special dances, and not
the Dead Man Dance, though many were thinking of that one,
hoping this important friend might lead them in something
like that. And after the dance where men show their strength,
standing on one leg, almost motionless but for the muscles
quivering under their skin, Bobby started playing. He did his
shipboard dance: the rise and fall. The boys caught on, bobbing
like things floating in the water and the wave moving along
them; and Bobby took little steps side to side, like on the deck
of a ship. The men lay down, and Bobby walked across their
moving bodies, like the boat in the harbour going from ship to
shore. Walking on the waves, see? And then he was staggering
side to side and mimed lifting a bottle to his lips: that dance
the sailors do.

The singers tried hard not to laugh, and sometimes took up
the rhythm and sound of some other dance, some safe dance,
to get everyone back to a less cheeky repertoire. Time and time
again they took the dancers back to the test of strength, one
man standing motionless with the muscles quivering under his
skin while the others stomped the ground, releasing all their
strength into it.

Bobby improvised soon as the singers relented, sang for
himself until the Elders took it up, and in his dance was
rolling side to side, awash on the deck. Then he was walking,
plodding—all the young men joined in, a single line behind,
doing the journeys Cross took them on, walking walking
walking ever outwards and away. They gathered around Bobby
like curious spirits as he plucked flowers and feathers, and
turned the pages of a book. Faces turned to Cross, and he did
look embarrassed, too. And after each improvisation, everyone
still laughing at Bobby and his cheek, the singers brought the
dancers back, and again it was Bobby everyone looked at,
standing on one leg, his muscles quivering and jumping under
the skin. Bobby stayed and stayed and never moved from
that one spot until the singers finally released him. All that
concentrated power, and he just a boy.

* 3k sk

2.

Someone went down with Menak’s spear in their thigh
and it was like a storm settling, the wind and sea dying down.
Menak’s touch yet again, his power, see? Blame was not to be
found here. The wounded man lay while his family snapped
the spear off, casting resentful glances at Menak and the people
around him. They dawdled away muttering, not quite enemies,
the lame one half-carried, half-leaning on his brothers.

They would be back, and if not them then one of the other
families surrounding them here, this womb of their home.
And Menak wondered again if it was wise to allow these other
strangers to remain so long, these pale horizon people. True,
they chose to camp where Menak or anyone else would not—
beside the water in the coldest winds and yet where the sun
does not reach until late morning. The water is deepest there,
too, but a poor place for spearing fish. They had been there a
long time, with the air in their huts growing stale, their food
old, and shit spilling from the ground around them. These men,
from the ocean horizon or wherever it is they come, they do not
leave even when the rains come and that wind blows across the
water right into their camp. Yet they would have our women,
Menak knows that. Perhaps when the whales and cold again
return, perhaps they will leave. Or offer a little more.

He had retrieved most of his spears. Their guns would be
good. A fine skill, shooting. And only the quickest can dodge
powder and ball. These pale horizon people will help us.
Thinking aloud, he said as much to little Bobby.

Yes.

& %k ok

Extracts from That Deadman Dance by Kim Scott reprinted by permission of Pan Macmillan Australia Pty Ltd;
© Kim Scott, 2010

THIS QUESTION IS CONTINUED ON PAGE 19
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8 Kim Scott: That Deadman Dance

3.

Several sheep were missing; Skelly counted once more and
confirmed the loss. Was this the same thing as at Close-by-
island just starting up? He’d had no news from there, nor
from King George Town for how long now? Days? A week or
more? Chaine would expect to see signs of progress when he
eventually arrived.

Skelly stomped around the pen, looking for a hole or some
sort of break in the brush fence but there was nothing, and
they’d been counted in last night.

He found Bobby patting the dog at the shed where Skelly
had rigged up an anvil and workbench. So much for the guard
dog, thought Skelly. Maybe he needed to get a dog like that
one Killam gave Menak all those years ago, that barked at
everything.

Bobby looked up, surprised. Grinned.

I been see some fellas eating your sheeps, Mr Skelly, he
said. And I wanna help you and make friends again too many.

Clearly, the black boy’s English was reverting to type,
probably because he was spending more and more time with
his own kind. But yes, of course Skelly wanted to see such
evidence. It’d be even better if he could catch them red-handed.
He had Bobby wait a moment while he fetched and loaded his
rifle.

Gunna shoot them, then?

If need be.

But just one sheep maybe, when you killing all the kangaroos
far as people walk.

Skelly didn’t answer.

Bobby showed him where the brush fence had been
dismantled and then repaired. He pointed out tracks, though
Skelly could see nothing. They from far away, this mob, Bobby
reckoned. Well, no surprises in that, thought Skelly. He’s not
going to blame his own family or friends, is he?

Bobby led the way, barely glancing at the ground.

Will they still be there, Bobby? Did you actually see them
with the sheep?

No, I just seen the ashes and the eaten-up sheep.

Not too fast, then.

Skelly had his eyes peeled. Was wary of where he was led.
It was a convoluted journey, and an area of Chaine’s land that
he did not know.

You sure you know where you’re going, Bobby?

They found the ashes of a fire, but no sign of sheep.

So they ate it up, bones and all!

Sheep here this morning, Bobby said and pointed to the
ground. Someone carrying something away on his shoulder.

Well, what good is this? Will we chase nothing all day?

Okay. Boorda.

He was gone, quick as that. Damn.

Bobby!

* % %

Extract from That Deadman Dance by Kim Scott reprinted by permission of Pan Macmillan Australia Pty Ltd;

© Kim Scott, 2010
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9 Virginia Woolf: Mrs Dalloway

Use one or more of the passages selected as the basis for a discussion of Mrs Dalloway.

1.

How many million times she had seen her face, and always
with the same imperceptible contraction! She pursed her lips
when she looked in the glass. It was to give her face point.
That was her self — pointed; dartlike; definite. That was her self
when some effort, some call on her to be her self, drew the parts
together, she alone knew how different, how incompatible and
composed so for the world only into one centre, one diamond,
one woman who sat in her drawing-room and made a meeting-
point, a radiancy no doubt in some dull lives, a refuge for the
lonely to come to, perhaps; she had helped young people, who
were grateful to her; had tried to be the same always, never
showing a sign of all the other sides of her — faults, jealousies,
vanities, suspicions, like this of Lady Bruton not asking her to
lunch; which, she thought (combing her hair finally), is utterly
base! Now, where was her dress?

Her evening dresses hung in the cupboard. Clarissa, plunging
her hand into the softness, gently detached the green dress and
carried it to the window. She had torn it. Some one had trod on
the skirt. She had felt it give at the Embassy party at the top
among the folds. By artificial light the green shone, but lost its
colour now in the sun. She would mend it. Her maids had too
much to do. She would wear it to-night. She would take her
silks, her scissors, her — what was it? — her thimble, of course,
down into the drawing-room, for she must also write, and see
that things generally were more or less in order.

Strange, she thought, pausing on the landing, and assembling
that diamond shape, that single person, strange how a mistress
knows the very moment, the very temper of her house! Faint
sounds rose in spirals up the well of the stairs; the swish of
a mop; tapping; knocking; a loudness when the front door
opened; a voice repeating a message in the basement; the chink
o