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The following guidelines are supplied to enable teachers to carry out valid and consistent assessment using this internal assessment resource.

Context/setting:


Students write the first chapter for a longer text from a selected fiction genre.

It is intended at this level that students should have the opportunity to explore and develop a writing genre of their choice. Refer to explanatory note 3 in the Achievement Standard.

Conditions:

This activity should be worked on in class under teacher supervision to ensure authenticity. Teachers may guide students through the initial tasks, helping them to make suitable language choices. Teachers may demonstrate how the techniques/language choices used in the samples in the activity can be applied to the students’ own writing.

As students develop their final drafts, teachers can offer appropriate guidance that writing may need further work on ideas, language, structure or accuracy in spelling, punctuation or paragraphing. Teachers may not correct errors, rewrite sentences or suggest specific ideas. Students should have access to dictionaries and thesauruses to check their writing. Word processing is acceptable. Refer to explanatory note 12 in the Achievement Standard.

Resource requirements:
Access to extracts in this activity.

Access to a range of texts within the student’s selected fiction genre.

Dictionary.

Thesaurus.
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In this activity you will write the opening chapter for an original piece in a fiction genre you have chosen. The first chapter establishes the setting and atmosphere, introduces the main characters and initiates the plot.

Before beginning your own writing, you will study the conventions of the opening chapter of four given novels, each representing a different fiction genre: crime, romance, western, science fiction fantasy.  Your study will focus on the structure, character, setting and language of the opening chapter.  You will then choose a fiction genre that you wish to write in.  

Your ‘Chapter One’ will be at least 600 words long.

You will be assessed on your ability to

·  show your understanding of your chosen fiction genre by integrating character, setting, incident and vocabulary

· create effects such as mood, incident and dialogue appropriate to the genre you choose

· organise your opening and closing sentences, your use of incident, narrative voice and dialogue to achieve impact

· use writing conventions accurately.

Task 1: Chart Reading 

a) Read these four charts which identify important aspects of the first chapter of four books. Each book belongs to a different fiction genre. 

b) As a class, talk about the distinguishing features of each genre.

	Text title and genre
	Keeper of the Keys by Janny Wurts 

(science fiction / fantasy)

	What happens in Ch 1
	· Fishermen on fishing sloop see something lying on beach in doomed kingdom

· They retrieve it and find it is apparently a noble youth who has been beaten badly, thinking they will get reward.

· Potential for development: Questions raised about physical condition and situation of youth 

	Point of view
	Third person – objective view of situation, not invited to sympathise with any of characters.

	First sentence
	Chilly wind slapped the swells into white caps off the west shores of Elrinfaer, where, a lone fleck of colour under frowning cliffs, a fishing sloop spread tanbark sails beneath the leaden grey of the overcast.

	Setting
	 ‘Time - Historical – eg ‘I’ll give a week’s coppers’, ‘Ye’ll lose them’ court clothes, tunic, Fantasy - kingdom of Elrinfaer

Landscape

Place - bleak maritime (see first sentence)

Society – class division – fishermen and courtly youth “perhaps he would have wealthy relatives”

	Initial incident
	Fishermen spot body on beach and decide to retrieve it.

	Word bank – vocabulary typical of the genre. 
	Neologisms – aquillohippo, Elrinfaer,  Sathid-link, Mharg.

 Compound words – stormwarden, dreamweaver, swordmaster.

Typical words – sword, demon, sorcery, magyk, brawl, blade, aura, knives, castle, scabbards, prophecy, quest, tower, witch, warrior, hero, ale, spell, dagger. 

	Character
	The fishermen are brothers. They are rough, uncouth and worn, as revealed;

· by dialogue – “It’s a boy that, Flotsam don’t wear boots, not that I ever saw.”
· description – “…his callused, twine –scarred hands.”
· actions – the elder brother is reluctant to help the castaway – “he cursed, .they must take on a passenger.”, whereas the younger brother is more sympathetic – “ …shrugged philosophically, then lifted the limp body from the sand.”
The castaway is a mystery. He is so sick he is incapable of giving any details through action and dialogue and we rely on description – “...the castaway wore court clothes,” and “The eyes opened in delirium were blue, and the hands ravaged by what looked like burns.” He is young and has obviously been in a difficult situation – “...court clothes, badly torn but the dirt on the tunic was fresh.”


	Text title and genre
	Fireflies by Jonathan Harlen  

(romance)

	What happens in Ch 1
	· Narrator (John) takes dog (Maestro) for a walk.

· Dog is hit by car and killed.

· Accident introduces John to girl (Johanna – instant attraction for him), her overbearing mother and driver of car

· John asks for ride home with dead dog

· Johanna’s mother orders John from car when she realises he is an opportunist trying to get to know Johanna better

· Potential for development: Mother unsympathetic - a potential obstacle. ‘You young man, get out now!’ She continued to glare at me.

	Point of view
	First person (narrated by John) – conversational adolescent register (‘I gave him my best Kurt Cobain pass-me-the-shotgun look’)

	First sentence
	It was four o’clock in the afternoon and I’d been up exactly one hour.

	Setting
	Time - Contemporary – eg mention of ‘Kurt Cobain’, and song ‘Tears in Heaven’

Landscape - Urban – intersections, traffic lights and lanes, five blocks from my house, airport, cemetery

Place- not identified but NOT America, England or Sth Africa, because all are commented on as foreign. Societal – class division, girl in chauffeur-driven Volvo, boy impressed ‘Somebody was a somebody judging by the car and the driver.’

	Initial incident
	Dog is run over by car allowing John and Johanna to meet.

	Word bank – vocabulary typical of the genre 
	conversational –‘for God’s sake’, ‘uni’, ‘his trusty Volvo’, ‘ a few bits of dog sticking out of the grille’ , ‘yeah’

romantic – ‘waiting for my eyes to mist over, for the violins to start playing’, ‘stunning eyes’, ‘brilliant’, ‘tropical blue’, ‘gorgeous’, ‘small secret wave’, ‘it was then that I fell in love with her’

	Character
	John narrates the story.  His laid back, rebellious and sarcastic personality are revealed through his choice of language.  He hints at his habits - ‘It was four o’clock in the afternoon and I’d been up exactly one hour; his attitudes – ‘…wishing I’d put shoes on so I could give it [the dog] a good swift kick up the arse’; his dialogue – ‘God bless America.  And thank you so much for running over my dog.’

Johanna is described from John’s point of view – ‘I’d always had a thing for girls in uniform’; ‘she had her mother’s sharp features and wide mouth, softened by a more generous face and frizzier hair’; ‘Her eyes were a brilliant tropical blue: the kind of blue you dream of swimming in, or of photographing through the glass bottom boats.’


	Text title and genre
	The Last Ride by Tom Eidson

 (western)

	What happens in Ch 1
	· Brake Baldwin is outside reading a newspaper. It is evening.

· A stranger approaches slowly on horseback. 

· A storm is gathering.

· Brake Baldwin has no gun, leads a peaceful life.

· The rider arrives. He is old, tired, outlandishly dressed, and carrying a rifle.

· Potential for development: The stranger reports a group of unknown riders in the area.

	Point of view
	3rd person narration, but from Brake Baldwin’s point of view. This suggests he is the good guy.

	First sentence
	Brake Baldwin spotted the horseman as he rode clear of the tamarisk trees.

	Setting
	Time – 1886 announced in the newspaper BB is reading.

Place – a ranch near Santa Fe, New Mexico, also indicated in the newspaper, a useful device.

Weather – the threatening storm clearly symbolises the threatening nature of the stranger

Society – the newspaper headline reads “President declares Wild West dead.”  This statement is probably about to be contradicted in the story.

	Initial incident
	The arrival of the stranger and the storm seem to herald the end of the ten years during which Brake Baldwin has not worn a gun.

	Word bank – vocabulary typical of the genre
	Whiskey, blood, shootin’, cowboy, some (means a bit), frontier, holler, bootjack, Wild West, drifters, lynching, outlaws, rub down, mule, bay mare,  sheriff, outlaw, howdy, gamblers, draw ( a gun), pack a gun, fool (means foolish). 

	Character
	Two main characters are introduced in the first few pages.

Brake Baldwin is reading a newspaper and wearing glasses. He has not worn a gun for 10 years. He lives on a ranch. These facts suggest he is intelligent, peaceful, a farmer, with a past that may have included violence and danger. He is sensitive both to the natural sounds around him and the suggestion of threat from the approaching stranger. 

The stranger looks exhausted or drunk, carries ”enough hardware to dust half the Mexican army.” He is old, perhaps 70, and coughs a lot. So we know he is still involved in violence and danger but may be coming to the end of his life. His clothes suggest Indian associations and he knows about tracking. He has a small dog, so he is probably not all bad.


	Text title and genre
	Unnatural Exposure by Patricia Cornwell 

(crime)

	What happens in Ch 1
	· main character (Kay Scarpetta) lies in a Dublin hotel bed thinking over the day’s events

· She calls a detective, Marino, she normally works with in Richmond USA to review connections between the crimes she is investigating in Ireland and others in USA

· The next day Scarpetta visits the Dublin coroner’s office to meet her old friend the local medical examiner

· The discussion turns to thoughts of Scarpetta’s recently murdered partner.

· Scarpetta then returns to America and picks up the details of her waiting work at her home office.

· Potential for development – several levels- 

- linkage of crimes in both countries

- personal life of Scarpetta –old/new relationship

	Point of view
	First person narration by Scarpetta- thoughtful and troubled by events. Sensitive to moods of self and others. The narration blends a combination of reflection, reaction and detail of events

	First sentence
	Night fell clean and cold in Dublin, and wind moaned beyond my room as if a million pipes played the air.

	Setting
	Time – Contemporary world – Dublin and Virginia   Place – Dublin – the locales of Dublin and the coroner’s office – ‘narrow dimly-lit hallway’. With the phone call and Scarpetta’s recollections Virginia is incidentally introduced foreshadowing later settings.

Atmosphere/Mood – initially the weather detail gives the idea of the hotel room and the foreboding storm – inducing sleeplessness and speculation. The phone call to the American detective sets an alternative (rough and colloquial) scene and character.

	Initial incident
	Telephone call establishes the link between crimes in two different countries.



	Word bank (vocabulary typical of the genre)
	Technical language – torso, serial killer, victim, FBI, abduction. Police ranks mentioned and coroner/pathology diction.

Contrasting language – context/content/characterisation of the phone call to USA – graphic, colloquial –pictures the person whom Scarpetta calls as playing cards with friends. Sets the context of the day-to-day policeman Marino in contrast to Scarpetta’s research approach.

	Character
	Two principal characters introduced in the first chapter 

Kay Scarpetta – the chief medical examiner (pathologist) introduced immediately – sensitive –thinking through her day ‘sat up sweating’ troubled. Learned and efficient in her references to her job.  Chapter also introduces her personal life – past and present partners. Working relationship with Marino also set up.

Pete Marino – detective – characterised by the content and context of the phone call. He is gruff and irreverent –‘Just some of us (here playing cards) guys with faces so ugly we don’t need masks’ His language contrasts with Scarpetta’s.


Task 2: Chapter reading

a) Choose a novel from a fiction genre that interests you (eg: science fiction, fantasy, crime, romance, western, horror, adventure, spy, thriller, historical, war.).  

b) Read the first chapter, after checking with your teacher that your choice is suitable for this assessment task. Fill in the template below as you read.  Use the notes in task 1 as a guide for making your own notes on your text.

	Genre and title
	

	What happens in Ch 1
	

	Point of view
	

	First sentence
	

	Details of setting (time, place, weather and social conditions)
	

	Initial incident
	

	Word bank (specific to genre, setting etc)


	

	Central character (appropriate name) - 

consider appearance, 

dress,

 dialogue, 

habits, 

relationship  to other characters


	

	Second character (appropriate name) -
consider appearance, 

dress,

 dialogue, 

habits, 

relationship  to other characters


	


Task 3: Asking questions

From the chapter that he read of his western, Toa gave these answers to the following questions. Read them and answer the same questions for the first chapter you have read using the blank template.

	Text Title and type: The Last Ride by Tom Eidson   (western)

	How does the writer grab the reader’s attention at the beginning?

By the descriptions of the storm and the stranger. There’s a hint of trouble coming.

	How does the reader meet the key characters?

One is sitting watching the other arrive in the storm.

	What techniques does the writer use to guide our response to the characters?

Descriptions of the appearance and behaviour of the characters as they meet. Jones appears threatening. He is drunk, doesn’t say much, and looks as if he’s out for trouble. Jones has a little dog, so he mightn’t be all that bad. Brake Baldwin looks like the hero. He’s a retired gunman, hospitable and acts cool in front of the weird-looking stranger.

	How is the writing divided between narrative, dialogue and description?

There’s a bit of all three. Long descriptions of weather and what Jones is wearing. Dialogue  - characters are really short, usually only say two words at first.(They’re really tough). Narrative – mostly about what Baldwin thinks as he sees the stranger, what the dog does, and what the other characters are doing. The story is told from Baldwin’s point of view.

	What ideas are suggested but not stated directly?

That the stranger could be a threat; that Baldwin will start shooting again; that Maggie has been hurt by Jones.

	What mood is established and how?

A tense and threatening mood because of the storm and the way the stranger looks and behaves

	What threads does the writer leave to be picked up and developed in later chapters?

Why does Maggie hate Jones?  Why has Jones come to the ranch? Will Baldwin start using his gun again?


	Text Title and type:

	How does the writer grab the reader’s attention at the beginning?



	How does the reader meet the key characters?



	What techniques does the writer use to guide our response to the characters?



	How is the writing divided between narrative, dialogue and description?



	What ideas are suggested but not stated directly?



	What mood is established and how?



	What threads does the writer leave to be picked up and developed in later chapters?




Task 4: Writing

a) Once you have analysed the features of the first chapter of your chosen genre and feel you are confident that you can recognise and apply the features, you are ready to plan your own writing. You are writing an original piece in your chosen genre, not a prequel to an existing text.

b) 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. The boxes around each of the following exemplars indicate how the writing has been assessed against the achievement standard.

c) Use the information and ideas from earlier tasks as starting points for drafting your own original opening chapter, crafting it so that it is an extended piece of writing (at least 600 words). You may not include material from the exemplars. 

d) After the first draft has been completed you will need to edit your work until it reaches publication standard. Develop a final version of your writing.  It should: 

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

Your writing should be appropriate for a readership of your peers and your English teacher.

Exemplar A:
Excellence

One
Nan reckons rain. “Smell it in the air,” she says pulling me close. “See, watch the clouds piling up over there.” She points towards the hills. “Those clouds are full of it.” The air aches around us. It's been four weeks, two days and counting since the skies last opened.

The land is so still and slopes away from us. We're just sitting on the verandah, Nan and I, enjoying the prospect of rain. Across the paddocks the barren land loses itself to the sky. Cattle doze and sheep pull gently at the yellow grass. The heat has induced the growth of gorse thickets and they are now everywhere. From here, my place next to Nan, you can see the road shimmying in the ten a.m. heat. Big, sticky clouds begin to move their way across the plains. I can hardly wait to feel my pores open, receptive to their weight.

From somewhere inside the house the radio plays softly. Emmy must have finally awakened. Two years younger than me, she still lives with Nan and still yearns to get out, to be allowed to thumb her way to Kaikohe for a Saturday night's wandering, or at least to the beach for a day's worth of sunbaking. I see her silhouette drifting aimlessly in the house through the fly screen door. “We're out here,” calls Nan. There's no answer. Nan explains that Emmy's been sulking for days. Something about a boy. But then, everything's about a boy when you're seventeen.

I rest my head on Nan's shoulder. This is as much my place now as it is hers. We sit and reminisce on my childhood here. What she remembers and what I remember is much the same. We bask in the sun, chatting about things. It is only now that I realise just how much I missed being here with her. We eat a late lunch. We chat some more.

I remember cuddling up in this chair with Nan on Sunday mornings. She'd read to me and plait my hair, her fingers dredging it, unplugging any secrets that I may have accumulated over that week. I remember walking to school on bleak mornings, running my hands over and through the gorse thickets that grew along the sides of the roads, all the way to the edge of town, the sting of the nettles on my palms. I remember practising the piano every night for hours ‑ the sound reverberating through the house, making the windows rattle.

I stand up after a while and make my way into the kitchen. It's just how it used to be. The lino's coming away from the floor in places and the paint on the walls that we applied four summers ago has begun to peel. I pour myself a glass of lemon and barley from the fridge and stand at the kitchen window to drink it. The clouds have begun to dissipate. I'll be disappointed if it doesn't rain. The land needs it and so do. I wander around, breathing in the familiar aromas. I lean against the radiator. I close my eyes and let my mind drift.


I hear Nan coming in from the verandah. She crosses the hall, her feet dragging on the bare floorboards. I hear her making her way down the passage, close the door to her bedroom and then quiet. I drain the rest of my lemon and barley, tilting my head back to catch the last few drops onto my tongue. I watch the shadows grow longer and thinner as they move their way across the room. The room begins to change colour as the sun begins to recede beneath the hills. White becomes a radiant orange. I remember peeling potatoes in this room in a similar light, Nan humming at the stove.

From somewhere outside a car's horn sounds. I don't move, don't speak, and just let the time move across my shoulders. From somewhere in the shadows Emmy rushes across the doorway. I hear the front door slam as she leaves the house, on her way to god knows where.

Sometime later, the dark drawn close around me. I find myself alone on the verandah. Nan's asleep in bed, Emmy's nowhere to be found. I watch the black clouds pass us by; their hulking shapes ominous on the January sky. Not one drop is spilt. The air is so intense, so heavy, that it is almost unbearable. And so the drought continues. Four weeks, three days now and still counting. I cannot do anything but wait, wait and hope. Hope that the heat will kill us before we kill each other.

Exemplar B:
Merit




Chapter One
Drip... Drip... Drip... 

Sometimes the pain faded, and then there was just the haze. He remembered the darkness: solid darkness had come before the haze. Did that mean he was making progress? Let there be light ‑ surely this blurry catastrophe of grey must be good news? Had the drip existed in the darkness? He didn't know the answer to any of those questions. Did it make sense to ask them? He didn't know the answer to that one either. The pain was somewhere below the sound, and screamed through his body. That was all he did know.

He had no idea who he was or where he was and cared to know neither. He wished he were dead, but through the pain soaked haze that filled his mind like a gorging surgical swab, he did not know he wished it.

As time passed, he became aware that there were periods of pain and periods of no pain and that these had a cyclic quality. While the pain tore through his body like a searing knife, a single recurrent memory ran through his mind through the periods of no pain. Away in the countryside. Swinging from the riverbank on a hot summer's day. Crawling up the treacherous mud bank to reach the rotting tree swing attached to the strongest branch overshadowing the river. Gripping the rope and swinging into nothingness, dipping, then rising, following the arch of the swing, higher, higher still. Peaking. Then free falling. Plunging in over his head, the icy cold crystal clear water stabbing his body, adrenaline surging, seemingly oblivious but desperately aware of the submerged log nearby, the jutting fang of a jagged tree branch of a buried monster. One misjudgement of the swing or the release from the rope and the momentum could impale you...

The pain returned and brought him from his trance. Drip... Drip... Drip... While the grey haze lingered, he realised the pain was no longer tidal but at high tide and the water not receding. The agony radiated from his torso to every inch of every limb. As consciousness returned, colours began forming, the picture of his situation being painted before him. He was not at the riverbank swinging from the old swing, but he was in the grip of a monster. He lay trapped in a rusty bathtub, the coppery smell of his own blood thick in the air. The water in the bathtub was crimson as a thorny red rose and icy cold. The mouth of the gin trap had its jaws wrapped firmly around his abdomen, blood trickling from the monster's lips into the tub, his life trickling into the water. His toes were blue and not moving. The metronome of the drip came from the tap at the end of the tub, not clear river water like those days at the river, but a murky brown dripping into the tub. Panic soon exploded up his body in a gigantic bolt. Again, the sun set on his consciousness and the dark moved in.


Drip... Drip... Squeak! Squeak! 

The dripping stopped. He awoke and saw why. Through the blur of his misty eyes and the gloom at the end of the bath he  could make out a dark shape. He squinted, forcing his eyes to make out more detail. A scarred and withered hand was slowly turning the tap at his toes. He soon wished that the darkness would return, as two eyes, black as coal leered at his naked, immobile body, not a trace of compassion in them. Was he staring into what must have been the face of the devil? Were those slits for nostrils? Was that a malicious grin showing yellow teeth? He knew the monster sucking the life from him was the least of his worries. An attempted scream only roused a gurgle in his throat, and a twisting jab in his side. No help was coming.

Exemplar C:
Achievement



Chapter One 

She woke. It was pitch black. For a second, thinking she was at home in her bed, she tried to roll over but couldn’t. Jigsaw pieces of meaningless, overwhelming memory flooded back to her. The silence of the night screamed through her head bringing back terrifying sounds of screeching tyres and metal crunching upon metal. She tried to move her legs - no response. She urged her toes to move but still nothing happened. The images in her head were starting to make sense.

Her parents had driven her to the closest town earlier that day. It was two hours away and the journey consisted mainly of unchanging rural scenery. Excited, she couldn't sit still. This car was going to be so much more to her than just a possession; it was the start of her new life. Driving out of the dealership gate she felt like a queen. This was hers; she owned it. Her parents had never supplied her with more than the absolute necessities; she loved them more than anything but they were very tight with money and were stuck in their strict, old‑fashioned ways. She had learnt to drive at the age of ten, growing up on a farm. The day she turned fifteen she got a full time job working on the land and started saving. She couldn't wait, not only for the car of her dreams, but for the independence that came with it. Going to a country school and living two hours from a reasonable sized town meant that she didn't have many friends. This car gave her the opportunity she had been waiting for; she could leave the farm, start a new life in the big city, go to university and, study veterinary science. She had an interview at the university next week. She knew just how she wanted it to go, what to wear and how to introduce herself. She couldn't wait. It wasn't just a new year to her. It was the start of a new life.


She remembered the rain now. It was a beautiful day when they left the farm that morning, but the closer they got to the town, the heavier the clouds grew. As she began her drive home they gave in. The windy country roads were slippery making her journey very slow. As dusk drew in, she pulled to the side of the road and ate what was left over from lunch earlier in the day. Turning back onto the road she was beginning to feel tired, a sense of calm washed over her and she relaxed knowing that home wasn't too far away. The next piece of memory was like a dream. Things like this didn't happen in her simple country life. She recalled the sound of the rain beating down on her windscreen. She remembered how the road just seemed to disappear in front of her. The memories played through her head in slow motion. The only signal her brain managed to send was to slam her foot on the brake. The tar seal just dropped away from under her. She was trapped and falling inside a mass of plummeting earth. She could hear glass busting and crushing metal, as rock pounded against the body of her car.

There must have been a period of blankness. Her only memory was of the moon casting a faint light across the land. She could make out shapes and contours. Her eyes adjusted more and the surrounding silhouettes gained detail. Her breath was suddenly taken and her whole body shivered. She was frozen with shock and fear. Consequences of what had just happened were filling her mind faster than she could push them out. She screamed out as loud as she could. Minutes passed. Nothing. She had to do something. She tried to move again. Her mind was clear now but her body wouldn't respond. Her hand twitched as she realised that her cell phone must be somewhere in the car. She reached out but couldn't find anything that resembled a dashboard. She fumbled around to the left of her but still she felt nothing. She reached under her seat and felt something smooth in amongst shards of glass and metal. She tried to grasp it but it slid backwards. Pushing herself forward as far as she could, she grabbed her phone and sunk back in pain. A few minutes later the pain had subsided slightly and she dialed. "You have reached emergency services, what service do you require ...." The line went dead.
Exemplar D:

Not Achieved

Chapter One

The swell swept towards the island, rising up into a wall of water, forming a foaming pinnacle, its arms stretching out 35 metres into the air. It thrashed through anything in its way with more power than an entire army. The peak rose higher and higher towards the heavens. The wave continued its journey towards the beach, before its foaming top began falling and crashing down into the ocean. The strength of the wave was equal to a tornado. The raging torrent tore the sand from the foreshore and tossed it into the sea, leaving it looking as muddy as a flooded stream. 

I looked down the coastline. To my left the bay stretched out into the distance, before disappearing into the haze of rain and salt spray that had also engulfed the sea. To my right was the cliff which was halting these massive waves. They were angrily smashing into the wall, slowly been swallowed back into the sea.

“Hey Jonny, you going to ride it  bro?” Barked the huskey voice of my Hawaian flatmate over the roar of the ocean.

“I dunno bro, I won’t be doing it for the cash! But it looks so damn good. Almost even possible, so I’m definitely tempted, for sure!” I answered in a almost over confident tone.

“Rather you than me,” he mouthed, before turning his short, stockey, sunburnt body back out to the ocean for another look at these monsters rolling in.

Our plan was to ride the biggest wave on the planet, set the record, going one step further than anyone before us. Finally the wave was here, the best surfing ever was at our doorstep. The team had been “tripping” round the world, hopping from summer to summer, beach to beach and wave to wave. To ride a wave this big would top it all off. We could finish the documentary we had been filming for the last two years with a radical never seen before wave ride. It would definitely sell with this world record in it. The original plan was that we would spend the last two weeks in Hawaii during what was forcasted to be the biggest wave season seen since mankind set foot on earth. We hung out and rode 20 foot waves here waiting for the big waves to come. They never did! Two years later we jumped on the last flight into Hawaii before the storm, named cyclone Beniot, which was again thought to bring huge clean waves to Hawaii. We wanted to be there finishing what we had started two years earlier. This time the waves did come bigger and better than before.

There we were, like ants compared to the titanic sized waves we were scouting as they rolled in like army regiments, having one last look before we committed our lives for this buzz. I knew the commitment was going to be unreal, and that once we were out the back we were on our own at the perilous mercy of the raging ocean. It was the boss, it didn’t care who we are, how good we are, where we come from. We had to take control of this mass of power and destruction. We had to tame it before we can ride it.

My stomach was somewhere around my head as the chopper we had chartered appeared in the distance battling though the wind driven rain to land. We had figured the only way to ride this was to perform a never before attempted helicopter tow in.

The three of us had 10 minutes to decide what to do. I was in, Shorshi was too, and Jimmy our over tanned pipeline buddy was undecided.

10 minutes later all three of us jumped into the metal box that resembled a helicopter. We were closely followed by a trail of safety gear, cameras and surf boards. We slowly but steadily departed the safety and comfort of the land to the rhythmic beat of the chopper blades. The same blades churned up the sand and we left behind a frienzied stormy dust cloud of tropical white sand. The waves awaited us.
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 short story form.

· Structure material clearly in a way that is appropriate to audience, purpose and short story form.

· Use writing conventions accurately.
	Refer achievement Exemplar C.

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

· Craft controlled and fluent writing which creates effects appropriate to audience, purpose and short story form.

· Structure material clearly and effectively in a way that is appropriate to audience, purpose and short story form.

· Use writing conventions accurately.
	Refer merit Exemplar B.

	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 short story form, and which commands attention.

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

· Use writing conventions accurately.
	Refer excellence Exemplar A.


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





Does not meet the standard for the structure criterion.





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





Does not meet the standard for the ideas criterion.





Deeper features:


achievement criteria assessing:


ideas


crafting


structure.











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).











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 not crafted or controlled. Overwritten in several sections. Imagery is ineffective. Eg: ”There we were, like ants compared to the titanic sized waves we were scouting as they rolled in like army regiments…”











Surface features:


achievement criteria assessing:


conventions.

















Writing is generally crafted and controlled, although there is a tendency in places to ‘tell’ too much: eg; overly detailed backstory in  second paragraph.





Writing is generally crafted and controlled.





Short sentences used to effectively to convey the sense of panic and desperation.





Ideas about the accident and the events preceding it are developed and sustained.














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





Some less effective  expression detracts from overall impact. Eg: “The next piece of memory was like a dream. Things like this didn't happen in her simple country life.”





Writing is generally structured clearly.





Moves effectively between present and past events. The character’s reactions are integrated successfully into the narrative.





Surface features:


achievement criteria assessing:


conventions.











Deeper features:


achievement criteria assessing:


ideas


crafting


structure.











Surface features:


achievement criteria assessing:


conventions.











Deeper features:


achievement criteria assessing:


ideas


crafting


structure.











Writing is structured clearly and effectively.  





The extended ‘monster’ image is skilfully used to overlap the memories of  potential danger in earlier experiences [ the submerged branch at the river] with his thoughts about real danger in his current precarious predicament.





Intensity sustained throughout the piece.








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, controlled and fluent.





Short sentences create sense ot tension.





Deeper features:


achievement criteria assessing:


ideas


crafting


structure.











Ideas are developed and sustained convincingly with originality. 


Character’s perspective is effectively developed through the careful selection of supporting details.





Surface features:


achievement criteria assessing:


conventions.











Writing is not sufficiently crafted. Does not show evidence of selecting language to create effects.





Does not meet the standard for the crafting criterion.





Writing is crafted, controlled and fluent throughout and commands attention. 


Controlled syntax throughout. Wide range of diction  and imagery used effectively to evoke mood.





Writing is crafted, controlled and fluent throughout and commands attention. Oppressive atmosphere effectively developed throughout the piece:


Eg: ‘barren land loses itself to the sky”;”shimmying in the ten am heat”;  “I can hardly wait to feel my pores open.”





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





The opening chapter skilfully establishes a strong sense of setting and atmosphere, while revealing key character aspects.





Final words create sense of intrigue about what will follow.





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


The slow passage of the hot day is integrated with reflective passages throughout.








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 crafted, controlled and fluent.





Wide range of diction is used effectively. Eg: describing the experience at the river: “Gripping the rope and swinging into nothingness, dipping, then rising, following the arch of the swing, higher, higher still. Peaking. Then free falling. Plunging...”








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


cliches detracts from overall impact: “the icy cold crystal clear water...”; “...the picture of his situation being painted before him”; “, the sun set on his consciousness...” [and elsewhere].








Writing is structured clearly and effectively.  





Repeating “Drip… Drip” is an effective structural device, made ominous by the addition of “Squeak! Squeak!” at the beginning of the closing paragraph.





Ideas are developed sustained and convincing. 





The character’s reactions to his dire situation are effectively developed.








Writing is structured clearly and effectively.  





Barrage of questions creates a sense of confusion in a challenging  opening.
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