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Student Instructions Sheet

In this activity, you will write about a character’s morning routines/rituals before arriving at school. Before beginning your own writing, you will investigate how you could go about such a task by closely reading Finlay Macdonald’s ‘The worst journey in the world.’

You will be assessed on your ability to

· develop and sustain ideas about the character’s ‘worst journey’

· craft your writing to achieve coherence through your use of details, syntax or a particular style 

· structure material in a way that is appropriate to the audience, the purpose and the text type

· use writing conventions accurately (spelling, punctuation, grammar, syntax, paragraphing)

Your writing will be at least 600 words long. It should be appropriate for a readership of your peers and your English teacher. Your writing should also be suitable for publication in a collection of senior secondary students’ writing.

Task 1: Close Reading

(a) Read Finlay Macdonald’s ‘The worst journey in the world.’


I

t begins in the early morning as `I am lulled from a gentle sleep by the twitterings of birds, followed quickly by a few surreal beeping sounds and then the Morning Report reveille, which couldn't be any more offensive to the senses if it really were played on a bugle and drums. The road to work stretches ahead, as uninviting as ever.

The landscape is familiar but no less daunting for that. From bed to wardrobe, there to fumble disorientedly for the dressing gown, feet shuffling across bare floorboards, eyes still adjusting to the curtained light, mind still struggling to comprehend the land of the waking and its peculiar demands after such a pleasant interlude in Nod.

Once out of the bedroom and in the hallway, things do become a little clearer. Hallways are good like that, with their obvious linear qualities, a beginning and an end, a destination, and the limited potential that they afford for straying from the path. Still I manage the odd misstep, the glance off a wall, the minor trip over the edge of a rug. Who put all those things here?

At some point in my journey I am joined by a fellow traveler, smaller than me and with surprising reserves of energy for such an hour. Do I know this person? Of course, it's the human alarm clock, the reason I can no longer sleep in, which used to be one of my hobbies but is now only a husk of a memory. How odd, I often think, to be able to go from sleep to wakefulness in the time it takes to open an eye, as often as not to resume a thought or a conversation or some childish fixation from the previous evening as if having paused only for breath, not 10 hours in the arms of Morpheus. And as if I haven't enough to worry about -shaving, dressing, remembering which order to do it in - I have to make a school lunch.

The initial part of our journey is almost complete. A fork in the road, a metaphor. Right to the bathroom or left to the kitchen? Or the road less traveled - straight ahead into the end wall? Tea.  Must have tea.

But oh the light in here! Morning sun - who put that there? - streams in through bare windows, forcing me to close one eye and squint with the other. "Why are you winking at me?" asks my traveling companion. My throat doesn't work yet, so I don't answer. Put jug on, put bread in toaster, curse dishes left unwashed from last night. This is what they mean when they say travel is hard work.

I retrace my steps from the kitchen and head for the bathroom. Like most travel stories, this one glosses over the odd detail ‑ when, for instance, did you last read about Paul Theroux's or Eric Newby's or Bruce Chatwin's comfort stops? ‑ but I will say that I'm grateful for the First World plumbing standards on this particular trip. As for that shaving mirror ... who is that guy?

The next leg passes in a blur of gulping, munching, nagging, dressing, nagging, brushing, nagging and eventually the transition to motorised transport, via a short walk down a garden path. Learning to drive again. The fresh assault to the senses ‑ noise, chaos, intersections. I am a stranger in a strange land, where people park too near to street corners so that drivers must pull too far out into oncoming traffic to see when the way is clear, where lunatics run red lights and this lawlessness goes unpunished, where a person dressed as a Chinese gooseberry dances outside a new supermarket to entice custom.

Perhaps the most treacherous section of the journey comes as too many suburban assault vehicles converge on too few drop‑off zones outside the school gates. From the dangerous to the surreal. Within the school grounds I find myself in Lilliput, a confusing, miniature world of whirling, ball‑hurling, teeming, screaming small people. I appear to have lost my traveling companion - he was here a minute ago! - but later I see him, adopted into the native population, seemingly happy and already practising the local customs. We exchange a brief farewell and I promise to return for him later when I have crossed the final frontier and made it to the office.

For now, I must make the final part of the journey alone

(b) Answer the questions in groups. Justify your answers by being able by referring to the text for evidence. 

1 List in order what the narrator does in the morning. 

2 What is the narrator like in the morning and how do you know?

3 Who is the ‘fellow traveller’ and what phrases describe this person?

4 How old might this fellow traveller be?

5 In this piece of writing, there is a deliberate sense of a beginning and movement towards an end. Identify words and phrases that tell you about time sequence as well as the order in which the narrator moves about the house.

6 Another way of reinforcing the idea of a journey is to use words and phrases that suggest a journey. Identify as many examples of this as you can.

7 The use of metaphor is a deliberate choice in this piece of writing. In the following examples, describe what the writer means.

(a) “Morning Report reveille”

(b) “pleasant interlude in Nod”

(c) “human alarm clock”

(d) “comfort stop”

(e) “First World plumbing standards”

(f) “suburban assault vehicles”

(g) “native population”

(h) “crossed the final frontier”

8 Allusion is another deliberate choice. Explain why you think the writer chose the following:

(a) “arms of Morpheus”

(b) “a fork in the road… the road less travelled”

(c) “Paul Theroux, Eric Newby, Bruce Chatwin”

(d) “Lilliput”

9 (a) 
Find the sentence in paragraph 2 that begins “From bed to wardrobe…”. Explain how the author has used listing and adjectives to suggest something about pace and routines.

(b) 
Find the sentence beginning “The next leg…” in paragraph 8. Explain how the author has used listing, repetition and the present continuous to suggest something about pace and routines.

(c) 
The pace of the sentences you have just looked at are very different. What does this tell you about the narrator’s state of wakefulness?

10 What is the narrative point of view?

11 What does the writer assume about the reader and how can you tell?

12 The writer takes a universal event and draws an intended reader into wanting to read on. How is this done?

13 Why do you think the writer called the passage The worst journey in the world?

(c) Once you have completed the questions, share your group’s ideas with the rest of the class.

Task 2: Thinking about your own morning rituals

(a) This task is an individual one based on your own experiences. Write down your answers for the following after you have thought about mornings in your household: 

	Tasks
	A student’s responses

	1 Describe morning routines, in the order they take place of one person in your household.


	I get woken up by my mum and stay in bed listening to the radio until she’s yelled at me a few times. Go to the loo, go to the kitchen and check out breakfast. Eat. Complain about mum’s radio station choice. Mum nags at me for being slow, I get annoyed about her being so cheerful. Get dressed, spend time on hair, pack bag, get nagged at for being slow again. Mum takes me to the bus.

	2 Describe the morning mood of that same person – for instance, is the person grumpy, or happy, or mad, or restless?
	Asleep, grumpy, dazed, zombie, dozy, monosyllabic.

	3 Who are the other ‘fellow travellers’ and what are they like in the morning?
	Mum. She’s wide awake and rearing to go in the mornings. Cheerful, talkative, organised. Can’t stand it!



	4 Note any words or phrases that are commonly said at this time of the morning.
	Time to wake up; hurry up; room like a bombsite.

	5 Note any metaphors or allusions you can think of to relate to things like: the radio station you listen to, a particular person, breakfast food, your mood, or someone else’s, your bedroom, the bathroom…
	The Edge – funky, funny, rude (radio station); Hellodarling  - ‘HD’ (for mum); blue sea (bathroom); bombsite (bedroom); Changing Rooms, Survivor (mum’s decorating and me getting through mornings); Ruapehu (zits); Buffy the Vampire Slayer (killing mum’s cheerfulness); rainbow room (kitchen); island of clothes (my clothes on the floor); muffins (love token); suburban status symbol (car).

	6 Who is your audience going to be, and what will you assume they know about?


	Other teens – similar radio station, tv programmes, don’t like getting up for school; have mothers that are far too organised for us; hate parents’ choice of radio station.

	7 Who is going to be the narrator in your story, and what is this person like?
	Me – see 1 & 2 above.


(b) Read the following story based on these ideas from (a). Discuss how they have been expanded into a story.

The creaking stairs, the slamming door, the clacking venetian blinds, the searing fluorescent lights, and worst of all – the chirpy Hellodarling! Have to do it. Have to do it. Have to open eyes or else Hellodarling won’t go away.


“Hello darling, clean up this bombsite or I’m calling OSH!”


Too loud. The Edge goes on. HD thinks having the radio on gets me out of bed. Thankfully she goes before I push her over the edge…


I lie there. I sit up far enough to pull the duvet up from where it had slithered to the edge of the bed overnight. First though, I have to haul up the sheet, which had gone sideways. One day I’ll make my bed. I look at the floor of the bedroom. There’s not much on it. A few books, clothes, socks, CDs… Clear pathway to the bed from the door. No problem. Bombsite indeed!! Huh!


HD yells from the bottom of the stairs.


Yeah, yeah. Soon. Close eyes again.


HD does it again. “ Get down now!” Must be half-past now. Sigh. One more minute…


“ Now!!!!” Yeah, yeah, keep your hair on. HD is now apopleptic. Sigh. One more minute…


10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1, ¾, ½, ¼… Sigh. Nothing else for it. Sit up. Push duvet back which slithers to floor this time. Pull legs up and over the edge. Ouch. Stand on CD… Scan floor. Grab clean undies and socks. Lucky they’re on the floor close by. Turn off radio. Motorhead a bit too much for head. Head for loo. Step over bits of waiting school uniform on floor of bathroom. Gingerly sit on cold loo in sea of blue that HD chose a while back. Changing Rooms has a lot to answer for. I should have won Survivor for putting up with this. The mirror looks better than I do. I scan for zits. Phew. No new Ruapehus, no impending eruptions. Tongue out. Urghhh. Furry. Put tongue back in. The hair is…bugger… boofy. Not like Buffy. I couldn’t slay a vampire looking like this, but I could try slaying HD instead. Too cheerful and too well, ready. Horrible sight in the morning. Worse than torture. Prefer having my fingernails ripped out. Stop me biting them, anyway.


Step over clothes and head for HD’s rainbow kitchen. 


“Hello darling. Did you sleep well?” Grunt. 


Sit on stool at kitchen bench and survey our other changing room. The kitchen is red, blue and green. Gross. Rough stuff in the morning.


HD’s done it again. Put strawberry jam on toast. I wanted peanut butter. 


“You should have come down earlier and done it yourself!” Grunt. 


Try to change radio to The Edge. Morning Report sucks. Too serious and wordy. No fun. Shudder.


“Leave the radio, dear.” Grunt. 


Spirulina. Green, thick, pureed….


“It’s good for you dear.” Grunt. Swallow. Grit teeth.


“It’s nearly quarter to, dear.”


Pad back to bathroom. Feet are cold now. Rumpled pile of uniform is still there. No shower. Too cold. Can’t be bothered. Start dressing from the bottom up. The new pile is my pjs.  An artistic island in the centre of this blue lagoon. HD is bound to stress over that! No doubt I’ll hear about it tonight. Too bad. Back to the mirror. Brush teeth and brush hair and search for the clips to tame the boof and the mirror says I still look like Survivor. Bugger. Poke tongue out. Check teeth. Ring of confidence intact. Last look for stray hair and last scan for zits. You never know…

Back to HD’s rainbow territory. On the bench is the individually wrapped HD love-token, a frozen banana chocolate chip muffin. Actually, my favourite. HD has her uses.

“Your lunch is ready dear. Hurry up!”

Yeah, right. Muffin, Pacific Rose apple, Uncle Toby’s muesli bar, peanut butter sandwich and yogurt are flung into the school bag. Hope they last the distance on top of the books and homework (more or less done, I think).

HD toots the horn of her latest suburban status symbol. It’s red, ugly and plays Morning Report. Thank god the speakers are tiny. 

“Leave the station, dear.” Sigh.

Slump into the seat. Snap the seatbelt (I made it click!). When we get to the lights, I silently thank god that they’re about to change to green, so I escape HD’s red lipstick-kiss goodbye and hurry out of the car. Don’t look back, but check for oncoming traffic…. 

Oh yay, the bus for school is on time. Great. Can’t wait. Huh.
Task 3: Drafting and developing a final version

a) In addition to writing already studied, you could also read the annotated exemplars which follow, discussing their strengths and areas where they could be improved. 

b) Write your own ‘worst journey in the world,’ crafting it so that it is an extended piece of writing. It should contain a variety of techniques used in a controlled way. You should consider the following points as you develop and craft the writing:

· 
Including effective words and phrases that indicate time, sequence and order 

· 
developing a strong sense of the central character 

· 
developing contrasts in characters

· 
using direct speech to move the action along or to emphasise differences or similarities

· evoking mood through clever word choice

· integrating metaphor, allusion, alliteration and other language devices

· creating a sense of a clear beginning and movement towards an end

· signalling changes in pace through different sentence structures and/or word choices

· accommodating your intended audience through allusion and other devices

· selecting specific details to enhance the reader’s ability to empathise with the situation and the characters
· including an apt title
(c) Develop a final version of your story. It should: 

· develop and sustain ideas
· be crafted and controlled
· be effectively structured
· use writing conventions accurately.

Your writing will be at least 600 words long. You may not include material from the exemplars or from the activity. It should be appropriate for a readership of your peers and your English teacher. Your short story should also be suitable for publication in a collection of senior secondary students’ writing.

Exemplar A:
Excellence


The moist, pungent aroma of Purina‑One (made with real chicken!) wafts offensively into my nostrils. I cringe as a cold, wet nose slides across my cheek and a whisker enters my ear. I break from a blissful coma, a giant woken from his slumber. Nostrils flare, my rusty eyelids part ‑ the glue of a good night’s sleep disintegrates. My eyes, awash in a fog, struggle to focus on a small latte brown face staring gingerly at me with two huge blue peepers. MEOW. Lick.

I yawn ambiguously as I look towards my window. I am greeted by an inky blackness. A deep sigh follows. "Get off me". He doesn't agree. MEOW. And proceeds to climb onto my head. I struggle to get him off me and he replies with a swift paw to my nose. By the time my feline foe is out the door, it’s 4 am. I'm tugged back to my berth, tripping over various anomalies in the cracking darkness. I drift off quickly as the rope mooring me to consciousness unfurls.

"Get up! It’s 7.15!!"

I groan as my ship sinks. Squinting as the light pierces my eyes, I roll out of bed, stretch and then stare blankly into the recesses of my wallpaper. Need to find clothes. I search the proximity surrounding my bed. Hmm. Shirt looks clean, but upon closer inspection the smell of Saturday’s burritos is not a welcoming one. Underwear. Enough said. I secure the few sterile garments obtainable in the foray and hone in on the bathroom, eyes dead ahead.

Boom!!

My nemesis races between my feet, sending me stumbling into the steel frame of the computer chair. I let out a stream of derogatives in a slow motion‑esque throe of agony. Again the furry fiend gazes at me, taunting me, MEOW. And then a gloating purr. I pick myself up and proceed to limp to the infirmary.

I step into the shower. The air seems to gain a faint glow as the lights filter through the steam. I feel replenished, I savour the euphoria as this fountain of youth washes an eternity of slumber from its being. I proceed to anoint myself with a plethora of ointments filled with the wonders of Jojoba, Hawafena, Chamomile, Roja Cannina and other herbs of which pronunciations escape me. Exiting the shower, I’m pierced by the icy chill of an autumn morning. I quickly dry myself and slip on whatever I brought with me from the bedroom. I go to the basin to brush my teeth. As I turn the tap, a creaking door brings me to a halt. The foam in my mouth burns with minty freshness, my eyes agape ... the brush remains in position. I let out a groan. Green toothpaste foam drips from the corner of my mouth, hitting the porcelain basin with a spongy splat.

He's back. Jumping onto the rim of the bathtub he finds his way onto the basin. Ears pricked and tail high ‑ flying a flag, his ego bigger than his bright blue eyes. He leans into the basin and begins to drink. I hesitate to give up my locale. A meow puts me in my place. Not wanting to cause any trouble I back away.


I rinse my mouth, wipe my face off on a smelly handtowel, then  head for the kitchen. 

"Come on! Hurry up, it’s nearly eight!" 

I ignore the agitated plea and pull out the toaster.

"Mum, where's my Chemistry folder!?"

10 minutes later I am still sockless. I return to the kitchen to find that the toast has gone cold and hard and the coffee is sitting on the bench ...luke warm. 

"I'm going to the car! Hurry up!" 

I try in vain to make the toast more palatable with Vegemite. The dry cud sticks to the sides of my mouth, the coffee turning the already horrendous mouthful into a bitter slop. I stomach the final gulp as I slip on my socks and shoes. Grabbing my bag I run for the car.

"Have you got your lunch?"

"Dammit!"

I race back inside and seize the elusive tupperware. By the time the door slams behind me I'm already in the car. I glance up at the bay window as Mum pulls out of the garage. All is well. I sigh as I settle myself into the cold upholstery and as I look up to the powder blue sky, something catches my eye. I turn slowly back towards the bay window. The small, latte brown face peers through the glass ...watching...waiting. 

MEOW.

Exemplar B:
Merit

I'm vaguely aware of some negligible smidgen of existence. I tried to sleep but my teacher won't let me. He stands towering over my shoulder as I slave away at my bedroom desk, barking at me to hurry up. I don't get it ...why do I have to do all this math before I can sleep? Now he's a centurion, urging me to keep on moving as the blood drips from my wounds onto the desk. He's holding his whip, and I jump out of my chair, fleeing the torture pit. Now he's cornered me; there's nothing but a sheer 300 foot drop on three sides. He pulls out his whip and brings it down hard onto my flesh as I cower before him...

I jump. Ouch. The pain instantly fades away as I lie on my bed, the realisation slowly sinking in that it was merely a figment of my deranged imagination. No blood stains my sheets. I resist opening my eyes for a while lest the light flood in and bring me to complete consciousness. Finally I allow my hand to sneak out from under the covers and grab my cellphone, precariously balanced on the large pile of junk on my desk. It's not even seven yet. I lie in bed for longer, trying hard to fit in an extra few minutes of sleep, trying hard not to think ...but one can never get to sleep if one tries too hard ‑ it's too much effort. Soon my Mum

knocks on my door.

"Ben it's quarter past, time to get ready for school."

Damnit.

"Why can't I have another few minutes?" I lie motionless in bed, unable to coax myself away from the warm covers. Finally I manage to get first one leg out and onto the floor, then the other. I stumble out of the Pit, my 3‑by‑2 corner in the basement, upstairs to the shower. I couldn't live without my shower. It's the only thing that keeps me alive in the morning. The warmth cascades over my body as I draw a deep breath at the sharp sensation of piercing hot water. It's a proven fact that a time warp exists as soon as I close the shower door, like what Einstein said about black holes. Though to outsiders it seems like almost an infinite amount of time has passed, a mere few seconds seem to go by on the inside of the bathroom door, as the steaming hot water forces sleep out of my eyes and energy into my limbs.

With my trusty Bluebird towel wrapped around my waist, I walk back to the pit and select from the floor my clothes for today. I really should take some of these up to the laundry to be washed sometime ...l go back upstairs to the kitchen and grab a quartet of cardboard blocks from the Weet‑Bix packet, stuffing them into my plate. After drowning them in milk and suffocating them in sugar I sit down at the table, mindlessly feeding the mush into my mouth like a steam train engineer feeding coal into the boiler to push his engine to never‑before heard of speeds. It's coming up to 8 o'clock already, and I only have a few minutes to finish my tasks.


After finishing my breakfast, I take the walk back down to the Pit, forcing the door open past that stubborn carpet that never was quite laid properly. Dodgy DIY job it was. I cast a searching eye over the Pit, trying to locate books and my bag in amongst the sprawling mass on the floor. A minute later I have all the necessary books crammed into my bag and ready to go ‑ no, wait ...damn, where's my Physics book got to? One after the other I hurtle each item of clothing into a new heaped up mass in the corner in a desperate but futile attempt to recover it. It has to be here somewhere. I double check the pile of junk on my desk ‑ no, not there either. After once again checking the new heaped up mass in the corner, I head back upstairs. My book glares at me accusingly from the couch by the window. How dare I forget I had left it there by itself after my homework last night? I seize it and jam it into my backpack, already almost bursting at the seams. OSH would sue the teacher if they found out how heavy my bag was.

"C'mon Ben, are you ready or are you taking the bus?" Mum yells out from the car. I leap halfway down the steps before remembering a crucial element to school life ‑ my lunch. I rush back up, grab my lunch off the kitchen table, and 20 seconds later I'm back down in the car, ready to go off to school. The little Corolla cruises out of the gateway and I'm on my way, at last...

Or not. "Mum ‑ my lunch is still on the bench," my brother calls out desperately. Mum puts on the brake, just as she was about to take advantage of a rare gap in the traffic outside our main road property. Every morning it has to happen to someone, Murphy's Law demands it. He jumps out of the backseat and races back up to the house. The door's locked. Mum reverses the car up the driveway and goes up to retrieve the lost lunch. Soon, at last, we'll be on our way...

This is something to savour. In that sardine tin the Japanese dubbed the Corolla, when you've got four students and a driver, the front seat is the only place to sit. The time spent sitting in the front passenger seat of the car every morning gives me a much‑needed rest before school. It's the calm before the storm, the slow‑motion camera pan of bullets flying before they collide with their victim in a gory crescendo, the quiet few seconds of calm before that big wave.

Before long the car pulls up at school. I don't have that big test on today. Its not sports day or mufti day and I'm not going on any trips, and that important assignment isn't due. Just your average boring day at school. So much for the big swell. I step out of the car, and apart from that undying nagging feeling that insists I must have left something at home,

I'm finally ready to tackle another day.

Exemplar C:
Achievement

Groundhog Day
My island paradise is abruptly interrupted by the cacophony of Metallica beginning to peck and gnaw at my dreams. Lo and behold my island fast fades into nothingness. It’s time to begin my journey for the day. A well worn path in my life as a teenager, the journey to school. The harsh reality of another day is upon me. The thought of a lie in is merely that, a thought. As Metallica fades into the monotonous tone of a newsreader’s voice "and its going to be another wonderful day here in Hamilton..." 

"It's time to get up."

The sun sneakily peers through a gap in the curtains and stings my eyes as I pull the curtains open. The room is bathed in golden light. It looks like Hurricane Rob has just passed through recently: magazines, odd socks, clothes and CDs are strewn all over the place, but at last I find what I'm looking for. I pull on a pair of shorts and a T shirt, grab some clean boxers and the shackles I call a uniform and prepare for the next part of the journey, the walk to the house. Still half asleep, I step out from my sleep out into the light, with much apprehension to the day that is unfolding before me. The wind nips and bites at every bit of exposed skin, the end of this leg is in sight, the front door.

The cold door handle bites at my hand as I turn it. I step into the hallway, the wooden floor creaks as I turn towards the kitchen. The kitchen doors rattle open as two slobbering hounds rush out to greet me. The bright morning light warms the kitchen as I wander towards the fridge with two dogs in tow. A blast of icy air whips my face as I retrieve a bottle of milk, then to the pantry to get the good old Skippy corn flakes. As I munch away at my breakfast, an alarm goes off in my head. "It's ten past seven, time to get a move on." I quickly wolf down the rest of my breakfast and begin the next leg of the journey, the walk to the bathroom.

The house is cool and an uncomfortable eerie silence is present. I turn the bathroom door handle and step onto the cold wooden floor. "Why can't I just stay home?" I think to myself. The shower drums as I turn it on, spluttering at first. I step under the torrent of hot water and it stings as it washes over me. But my shower is quickly interrupted. As always, time is not on my side and it’s time to get a move on. Next on my list of things to do is shave. The gel is cold on my face as I apply a thick, white beard. I don't recognise the guy staring back at me through the mirror.

Slowly I begin to recognise the guy as he is stripped of his brilliant, white beard: I hesitantly pull on the shackles I call a uniform. Time to do my hair. With my fingertips covered in "shaping mud" I twist and pull at my hair trying to get the right style. Time check: half seven. I wander back through the deserted house, nothing stirs, not even a mouse. "I should probably leave for the bus stop soon." One chore left to carry out, the most annoying ‑ the goat! I walk to the goat's house It seems to be as apprehensive about the day as I am. It refuses to leave its house!!

After losing my temper and a lot of swearing, it decides to budge for me. Quite soon I am being pulled down the driveway by a ravenous goat. Now it's definitely time to leave for the bus. I walk back to my room to hear the guy on the radio jabbering away I grab my bag, give myself a look in the mirror, grab my keys and head for "The Beast". A high pitched "beep‑beep" screams from beneath the bonnet and the locks pop up. The steering wheel is cold as I hold it. With a turn of the key "The Beast" roars into life. Metallica blares from the speakers and I set off.

I roll into the car park opposite the bus stop. Time check: five to eight. I hop out, arm the alarm and walk to the bus stop on the other side of the road. I meet up with two other Year 13s who seem as apprehensive and enthusiastic about the day as I am. We sit in the bus stop in almost complete silence except for the odd grunt.

The bus arrives and as we board the eerie silence still looms and barely a few words are spoken. Hellos are grunted and the customary hand slaps ensue as the bus roars off. There is no stopping the journey now, the outcome looks bleak. Ending up "chained" to a desk is inevitable. Hamilton is fast incoming and conversation begins to erupt on the once quiet bus. Fellow travellers yell obscenities at passers by who return the comments with unpleasant gestures. The bus has started to come alive.

Apprehension fades into acceptance. "I'm here now, no point in fighting it". I'm soon surrounded by hundreds of others dressed in the same shackles as me. The journey is over for today, I made it to school unfortunately. But the sad thing, tomorrow's another day, and tomorrow it starts all over! A strange sense of ‘deja vu’ sets in. "Yep, it's Groundhog day again."

 Exemplar D:
Not achieved

Another Dreadfull Morning

The sun pours through the window. It hits my eyes like a golden arrow.

AND THEN.

BEEP, BEEP, BEEP, BEEP.

I lash out to my alarm clock. Ahhh, dreadfull noise stopped.

It begins! Another morning, another dreadfull morning.

I lay there and think to myself. WHY? Why do I have to get up? I’d rather lay there in my warm cosy bed. My hiding place, my refuge but most of all my sanctuary, where dreams that I conjure up and imagine take place. A fantacy world that belongs to me and me only, where I can relax.


BEEP, BEEP, BEEP. It goes again. After lying there for another 5 minutes or so I try and pull my heavy torso out of bed. A cool breeze hit’s my body as I unravel my duvet that has wraped itself around me like a slithering, slimmy snake.

NO! NO! Don’t want to do it! Have to or my eyes will shut again and I will fall back into my hyptnotic trance.

I finally pull myself out of bed and stumble around. Banging, tripping and smashing into the furniture in my bedroom, stubbing my toe into anything that comes across my path and banging my funny bone into the door. I move from my room to the hallway, a long narrow thing that feels like a confined cage. Tip-toeing across that path, I try not to wake Mum and Dad. Thats the only thing enjoyable about the morning’s. They are still dead to the world, yet, I still hear the snores that escape from time to time. Trying to close their door, I peer in to see if they have come back from the dead. I laugh silently to myself.

 Having little time to relax I race down to the cold, chilly, chrisp shower and wait half an hour for it to actually heat up. Ahhhh. I feel the warm, thick water droplets on my face. Hot showers in the morning are the best. Jump out of shower, ohhh, yuck. It still feels like im in there. Ha, the floor is still wet from last weeks torrential rain. I feel like I’m in the Amazon. The water squishes between my toes as I move my way upstairs and head back to my room.

I rummage through a pile of clothes on the floor, like a dog through the rubbish, trying to find, “THE TRENCH COAT”.

I finally manage to get it on and take to the mirror to do my hair and makeup. I smother my L’oreal, “Because I’m worth it” foundation on. It feels like a mask, - gotta look good though. Hide the zits with concealer and splash my mascara on. There and were done. I still got to battle to tame the wild beast, a thing I call hair.

Breakfast time, love those Coco Pops – “Just like a Choclate milkshake only crunchy”. I head to the kitchen and pour a bowl. They pop, crunch and disintergrate in my soggy milk-choclate gob. Trying to keep the noise down I make my lunch. A crisp, crunchy red Granny Smith apple that smells like mowed grass, tasty, yellow grained corn-chips and a delicious moist chicken sandwich.

Finally, Im nearly there and still on time, I THINK!

The cold clanky wooden floor creaks underneath my body weight. I make my way to the bathroom, turn on the tap and begin to brush my teeth. The toothpaste is minty fresh and hot. A mixture of ice cold water and hot mint toothpaste are applied to my new, ‘Macleanes Reach’ toothbrush. The brushing sensation tingles and tickles my tounge like a feather duster. Rinsing my mouth I grab the floss, just a final touch up to make sure my Coco Pops are out of the way. You never know.

I check my watch and ….OH GOD IM LATE! I race to get my bag, blazer and books and dash for the door. Opps my keys. Got ya.

There in the driveway stands my maroon machine. It purrs like a kitten. I woosh down the road like a bat out of hell. I sigh to myself. Ahh great I still have the day ahead of me. Another Allice in Wonderland morning gone but a new school day has just begun!! 

Assessment Schedule 3.1: Produce an extended piece of writing in a selected style

	
	Descriptor
	Example

	Achievement 
	· Develop, sustain and/or support idea(s).

· Craft controlled writing which creates effects appropriate to audience, purpose and text type.

· Structure material clearly in a way that is appropriate to audience, purpose and text type.

· Use writing conventions accurately.
	Refer achievement Exemplar C on page 14.

	Merit
	· Develop, sustain and/or support idea(s) convincingly. 

· Craft controlled and fluent writing which creates effects appropriate to audience, purpose and text type.

· Structure material clearly and effectively in a way that is appropriate to audience, purpose and text type.

· Use writing conventions accurately.
	Refer merit Exemplar B on page 12.

	Excellence
	· Develop, sustain and/or support idea(s) convincingly, showing insight and/or originality.

· Craft controlled and fluent writing which creates effects appropriate to audience, purpose and text type, and which commands attention.

· Structure material clearly and effectively in a way that is appropriate to audience, purpose and text type and which achieves impact.

· Use writing conventions accurately.
	Refer excellence Exemplar A on page 10.


Writing is structured clearly and effectively.


Opening dream sequence catches reader’s attention and links effectively with description of waking up.





Writing conventions are used accurately throughout: 


accurate use of syntax, paragraphing, punctuation and spelling. 


(NB: a few random errors, or minor editing lapses, are acceptable).











Deeper features:


achievement criteria assessing:


ideas


crafting


structure.











Surface features:


achievement criteria assessing:


conventions.

















Deeper features:


achievement criteria assessing:


ideas


crafting


structure.











Surface features:


achievement criteria assessing:


conventions.











Writing is crafted, controlled and fluent throughout and commands attention. Details are thoughtfully selected. Controlled syntax. Wide range of diction used effectively.





Writing is clearly and effectively structured appropriate to its audience, purpose and form and achieves impact.


Character’s perspective on the ‘worst journey’ is effectively integrated with frantic bursts of direct speech, evoking a sense of rush and panic.





Writing conventions are used accurately throughout: 


accurate use of syntax, paragraphing, punctuation and spelling. 


(NB: a few random errors, or minor editing lapses, are acceptable).











Ideas are developed and sustained convincingly with originality. A range of observations are effectively integrated to create a sustained and immediate impression of the character’s ‘worst journey.’





Surface features:


achievement criteria assessing:


conventions.











Deeper features:


achievement criteria assessing:


ideas


crafting


structure.











Writing is crafted, controlled and fluent throughout and commands attention. Minor sentences used effectively to convey various impressions as the character attempts to find clothing.








Writing is crafted, controlled and fluent throughout and commands attention. Extended ‘ship’ image is effectively integrated.


Eg: ‘lugged back to my berth… rope mooring me…. I groan as my ship sinks.”





Writing is clearly and effectively structured appropriate to its audience, purpose and form and achieves impact.


Dominating role of the cat is skilfully integrated as an effective linking device throughout.


Eg: “small latte brown face [opening and ending] …my nemesis races between my feet … ears pricked and tail held high - flying a flag [linking with earlier ‘ship’ image]; and elsewhere.
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The worst journey in the world








Colloquialism








Sentence fragments suggest semi-consciousness of character





Extends earlier metaphor





Parataxis (repetition of ‘and’) suggests routine and repetition and increasing speed and wakefulness.























Alliteration 




















Ironic tone





Listing of phrases; repetition of structure 





Repetition; parallel structure


 


Bold font to emphasise loudness


Metaphor





Bold for emphasis





Sequence indicator





Dots suggest there’s more stuff on the floor 





Sentence fragments











References to time and numbers develop humour and sense of inevitability





Structural repetition where verbs start sentences





Metaphor


Allusion





Extended metaphor





Colloquialism 








Speech indicates mood of speaker and contrasts with character’s mood








Colloquialism





Writing is crafted, controlled and fluent, but does not command attention needed for excellence. Eg:  some syntax lacks fluency: “It’s a proven fact…like what Einstein said about black holes.”





Writing is crafted, controlled and fluent.


Sense of disorganisation  is humorously conveyed through references [eg “the Pit”] and effective selection of descriptive details [eg “my book glares accusingly at me..”]





Writing is crafted, controlled and fluent.


Range of diction is used effectively. Eg: “negligible smidgen… precariously balanced…”


“Damnit.”











Writing is crafted, controlled and fluent.


Contrasting sentence lengths are used effectively.


Eg: “…and I’m on my way, at last…





Or not.”





Writing is structured clearly and effectively.


Character’s impressions are combined effectively with narrative and direct speech.





Ideas are developed and sustained convincingly. Character’s diverse range of feelings about getting up and the day ahead are effectively developed.








Writing is crafted, controlled and fluent, but does not command attention needed for excellence. Eg:


mixed metaphor detracts from overall impact: “After drowning them in milk…like a steam train engineer…”


some vocabulary  selection does not ‘command attention:’ “hurtle each item.”


[and elsewhere]





























Writing is not crafted or controlled.  


Loosely expressed descriptions do not create effects.


Eg: paragraph beginning  “ Having little time to relax…”








Writing is not crafted or controlled.  


Cliches and overwriting detract.


Eg: “A crisp crunchy, red Granny Smith apple that smells like mown grass…”


[and elsewhere]





Writing is not crafted or controlled. Overwritten in several sections. Imagery is ineffective. Eg: ”slithering, slimmy snake.”





Writing is generally crafted, controlled and fluent in some places, but not sustained elsewhere as needed for merit.


Eg: Opening paragraph creates interest and atmosphere through varied use of well chosen vocabulary.








Writing conventions are not used accurately throughout: 


Inaccurate spelling and punctuation.


Eg: “5”…“hit’s”...”wraped”… ”hyptnotic”..”slimmy”


(and elsewhere)


(NB: a few random errors, or minor editing lapses, are acceptable).





Deeper features:


achievement criteria assessing:


ideas


crafting


structure.











Surface features:


achievement criteria assessing:


conventions.











Writing is not crafted or controlled.  


Inffective use of simile throughout.


Eg:“…like a golden arrow.”


[and elsewhere]





Writing is not clearly structured. Lack of control evident. Event driven narration and character’s impressions not combined effectively.





Ideas are not developed and sustained. Character’s reactions are not effectively conveyed due to a lack of crafting.








Writing conventions are used accurately throughout: 


appropriate syntax, paragraphing, punctuation and spelling. 


(NB: a few random errors, or minor editing lapses, are acceptable)











Writing is generally crafted and controlled, but a greater level of fluency required for merit.


Some less effective expressions detract from overall impact. Eg: “As always, time is not on my side and it’s time to get a move on. Next on my list of things to do is shave.”





Writing is generally crafted and controlled.


Range of vocabulary is used in a generally effective way, but more  attention to syntax in several sections is required for merit. Eg: “The bus arrives and as we board the eerie silence still looms and barely a few words are spoken.”





Writing is structured clearly by developing the ‘journey’ metaphor throughout.








Ideas are developed. Character's perspective of the morning experience is sustained throughout.








Writing is structured clearly. The ‘journey’ metaphor is introduced.








Ideas are developed. Character's perspective of the morning experience is sustained throughout.
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