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	EXEMPLAR A: EXCELLENCE:   Arrows of Discord

[Based on Othello, William Shakespeare]

The flash of cannon blasts heaved the boat under Othello’s feet.  The gleam of a flying grappling hook caught his eye as it homed in on the Turkish ship.  Othello tasted the salty mix of sweat and sea water on his cracked lips and steadied his stance.

“Ready yourselves men.  The infidel approaches!  We must stand fast against them.  It is time for Christianity’s fangs to sink deep into the Turks.”

At that moment the Turkish caravel collided with the Venetian vessel and the gangways were lowered.  Othello’s militants charged, their fierce commander at their right flank.  The flash of bright blades as they hacked down the scimitars of the Ottoman forces was the scene on which the sun set and the Turkish cries greeted the stars.  

The deathly calm sea was in direct contrast with the massacre spread before Othello’s eyes.  Yet what a prize: the Turkish ship laden with spices and the Ottoman general as hostage.  Othello’s eyes glinted a tinge of green as visions of acceptance flashed behind his eyelids.  Now he was truly a Venetian.

Iago’s eyes glinted too, but for a different reason.  He saw a hold full of spice.  If only the crawling Cassio and his master, the Moor, were not overseeing the operation, his fortune would be secured.  Iago’s bitter eyes fell on the Moor.  Him – a Venetian?  Ha!! Hatred rose from deep within him, threatening to burst through his honest façade.  Iago struggled to bring the rage under control.  Despite his keen intuition he could not recognise the racism deep within himself.  Instead he focused on the rumours.  The Venetian infidel had cuckolded his wife!  The strumpet!   Soon he would have vengeance.

“Brave honest Iago!”  The Moor stood before him, his palm outstretched in greeting.  Iago accepted the open-palmed shake and allowed a sad smile to draw across his face.  Secretly he abhorred the touch of the infidel’s black hand.

“Well met, Signor Othello.  You have proved yourself more than a Venetian in battle.”  (‘More like a Turk’, Iago thought.)

“Ay, a success ’t’was for many, but a grave defeat for the few at our feet.  I see you struggling to find your smile, friend.  Perhaps thoughts of your lost men cast a shadow upon our victory?”

“’tis so noble Othello.  While I smile on the outside, I seethe on the inside just thinking of the infidels’ blades and their evil deeds against Christianity.”

“Come, let us return to Venice,” Othello declared, “ so that the Senate might bestow upon your shoulders the honours you have earned.”  

With that, the Moor boarded the ship, followed by hatred’s incarnation.

*

*

*

The scene that night was one of joyous revelry: Venetian high society gathered in full dress to honour those who had fought and won against the mighty Ottoman Empire.  The banquet table, laden with delectable meats and fine Sumerian wine, was surrounded by the vivacious faces of the diners. 

In the middle of the congenial gathering one man sat, a smile gracing his face like the others.  However the charm was forced as Iago sat, once again, a man passed over for promotion, and viewed with hatred’s eyes the Moor escorting his strumpet-wife Emilia to a table.  Wasn’t it enough that the Moor should cuckold him, without now flaunting it in public? Othello’s respectful treatment of Emilia he saw only as evidence of an affair between them.  Curse his black hide!  And now Othello appeared to be spreading his evil Muslim influence to Venetian society as he secretly courted Desdemona.

“But the Moor in his complacency will prove 

an easy target for my arrows of discord and I, 

Christianity’s fine archer, 

shall start the hunting.”

With these thoughts, Iago slipped out through the banquet hall doors, unnoticed, his conscious mind scheming and his unconscious hating.
	Ways in which the narrative reflect the play:

In Shakespeare’s play Othello the Turks are identified as the enemy and Othello is asked to engage in battle at sea against them.  This is therefore a convincing scenario.

A link to the reference to ‘bright swords’ made by Othello in Act One of the play.

Othello is a victim of ‘the green –eyed monster’ of jealousy in the play.

Othello seeks assurance that he is worthy in the eyes of the Venetians.

Iago is an opportunist.  He is always out for personal gain.

He loathes Cassio for the respect he shows Othello.

‘Ha’ – a phrase associated with Iago.

Iago hates Othello.  He makes racist references in the play; he believes Othello has slept with his wife.

Typical of Othello’s speech, his ‘open nature that thinks men honest that but seem to be so.’

Iago lies to Othello’s face.

Othello speaks in grand phrases.

Iago’s appearance belies his hatred.  He is scheming.

Othello marries Desdemona in secret.

Iago plans his revenge.
	Comments linked to assessment criteria:

Ideas are developed and integrated convincingly. The writer convincingly recreates Shakespeare’s characters in this narrative and also sustains close links to the original text as outlined in the middle column.

Awareness of time and place, eg the spices on board the ship, the descriptions of the battle with scimitars, the Sumerian wine, the references to Christians versus Muslims show maturity of understanding and skilful attention to detail.

Controlled writing is shown through the use of sophisticated language used appropriately to give a sense of the past.

Control is also shown with the ongoing integration of material that links back to the original text, from gestures to theme, language and physical characteristics. 

The confidence this writer shows in this powerful story by weaving together aspects of a new tale and the original story commands attention. 

Structure is effective because it builds to a conclusion which shows a plausible reason for the actions which follow in Shakespeare’s Othello.

Writing conventions are used accurately.


	EXEMPLAR B: MERIT 

[Based on Closed, Stranger, Kate De Goldi]

My imagination. My paranoid, dangerous imagination. I'm just making it up I tried to tell myself. But my brain wasn't listening. I had to find out. I had to find Meredith and get her to persuade me that I was making it up. I stormed out of the Italian style, newly renovated kitchen and slammed the door. I booted Westie's car a bit harder this time. I got into Dee's car and roared off in the direction of the Uni.

I somehow made my way to the Music School without realising I was driving. I waited in the car in the place where we always met after Meredith's lessons. I barely managed to wait the thirty five minutes for Meredith without spontaneously combusting. I sat, brooding, thinking about Meredith, who was at that moment in the building just over there, playing her beautiful music. That was the problem. She was so perfect. How did she trick me into thinking she could settle for a guy like me.

It all started to make sense. After Meredith saw Westie in the Pompei Bar she couldn't help herself. And Westie. He couldn't bare the thought of me actually beating him for once. I had a serious relationship going with the perfect girl. And Westie, he had to ruin the small amount of happiness that I had in my life. But not this time. Westie hadn't won. I was still in control. I thought.

The door opened and Meredith got in.

"Oh my god Max, I have to tell you about the funniest thing that happened in my lesson today."

I let off the handbrake and started driving forward. I could only just hear Meredith's insane babbling while I concentrated on the road ahead of me. Her words were telling me some story, but all I could hear was her voice. The light bubbling sound that I used to be able to listen to for hours on end. Her rants and raves about Fredrick C and saving the universe. Now it seemed so trivial. I could hear behind every note in her voice a layer of lies that I was so naive to miss. Her words were hollow and pointless, all I could think of was her and Westie.

"Max are you OK? You seem a bit quiet."

"No I'm not OK." I slowed the car down and pulled over to the side of the road. I don't know where I had been driving to. If she hadn't said anything, I don't know how far I would have driven. I didn't know anything I was doing.

"What's wrong Max? What are you doing?"

"I need to talk to you:" I said between clenched teeth.

"What about?"

I took a slow deep breath. "Westie." Meredith was silent, studying my face for any clue of what I was saying. My voice was steady and low. I was concentrating on a spot on the windscreen. "How long have you been seeing him?"

"What do you mean?" The earnestness in her voice was the final grain of salt being rubbed into my wounds.

"You know what I mean." The silence in the car was deafening. She reached for my hand. I batted her hand away. And lost it. "You've been seeing Westie behind my back! How long have you been doing that? How long have you been lying to me? Some people do bad things, but nobody, no human being with any feelings of compassion, would ever go with their boyfriend’s best friend." I could just see through the tears that were welling up in my eyes, that Meredith was crying too.

“I loved you Meredith, how could you abuse that? "

Meredith choked back a sob. "What do you mean? I don't know what you are saying."

I looked at her. She let tears stream down her face. "I mean," I said in a slow determined tone, "I don't want to ever see you again. Get out of my car."

She looked me in the eyes, begging for me to take back everything I had said. I looked away, staring straight ahead. I heard another sob, as she opened the door.

"I haven't been seeing Westie, I don't know what you're saying." She said between sobs. I heard the door slam, and through the tears in my eyes, all I could see was the road. I pulled out into the lane without looking behind to see Meredith, and I drove!


	This sequel is written from Max’s  point of view in Closed, Stranger. After forming a close relationshp with Meredith, Max suspects that she and his best friend, Westie, have been seeing each other behind his back. The sequel offers an alternative scenario to the one developed in the novel.


	Max’s intense feelings are developed and sustained convincingly by use of first person narration, which gives an insight into his tormented jealous emotions about Meredith.

The writing is controlled and creates effects appropriate to purpose, however it does not command attention as it is cliched and overwritten in parts.
Clearly structured, as it integrates the Max / Meredith conversation with Max’s turbulent thoughts and feelings. Overall the structure  is not effective because of the abrupt ending that is not completely convincing.

Writing conventions used accurately.



	EXEMPLAR C: ACHIEVEMENT
[Based on Compulsion, Tania Roxborogh]

"Its going be a boy!" Kelly squealed, launching herself next to Simon, who had been reading a book for an English assignment. Kelly's face was flushed pink. "Simon , can you believe it? I'm going to have a baby brother. It’s gonna be so great. Here look, I got a picture of him."

Kelly's excitement bubbled out. Simon sat there grinning like a Cheshire cat as Kelly chatted on about the baby and pointed out where it was. All Simon could see was a mass of grey on the ultrasound scan, but he didn't mind. He just loved seeing Kelly, her eyes sparkling with happiness and excitement, pink cheeks and messy hair after her run from the bus stop. Kelly didn't notice the way that Simon was looking at her. She was just so delighted that her Mum was having a baby.

"Hey Mum! Look what I bought for the baby. It’s soo cute." Kelly's voice sounded through the empty house, as she put the shopping bags on the kitchen counter. “Mum...? Are you home...? Is anyone home...?" Kelly called through the silence. There was no answer. Kelly climbed the stairs. Maybe she's asleep, she has been really tired lately, Kelly thought. Reaching the top of the stairs Kelly hesitated. A frown appeared on her face as she stared across the hall at the gaping dresser drawer of her parents' room. 

"That's weird," Kelly murmured as she strode into her parent’s room. Kelly surveyed the rest of the immaculately tidy bedroom until her eyes fell upon the open drawer. A red shirt hanging out and a sock on the floor. Dad must have been late for work again, Kelly thought to herself as she stooped to pick up the sock off the floor and put the clothes back in the open drawer. Kelly started back down the stairs to the kitchen. Reaching the bottom of the stairs, Kelly heard the front door handle rattle as it was opened. 

"Oh, hi Simon..." Kelly’s voice drifted off as she saw his pale unsmiling face and soft sad look in his eyes that she had never seen there before. She knew that something was wrong.

"Kelly, your Mum’s been taken to the hospital," Simon said as he reached out to hold her hand, "I'm not sure why, but we’re going to drive you to met your Dad, he's waiting there already." 

"What?" Kelly whispered, her eyes open wide with disbelief and concern. "Is she OK?" She spoke louder this time. 

“I don't know Kel, your Dad rang and I came straight over to get you. My Mum’s waiting in the car outside to take us there." 

Still holding her hand, Simon led Kelly down the hall and out to the waiting car. Kelly followed in stunned silence.


	Compulsion finishes with a  reaffirmation of the close relationship between Kelly and Simon. This sequel develops a ’what if’ scenario: ‘what if’ Kelly’s mother was pregnant? What would such a scenario reveal about the Kelly’s and Simon’s relationship? The sequel shows contrasting aspects with Kelly’s happiness then her shock at the news of the crisis in the pregnancy.


	Ideas are developed and sustained revealing Kelly’s feelings at both stages of the narrative.  

Writing crafted to create effects. Kelly’s feelings are shown clearly. However, diction and syntax are not controlled as required for merit. 

Narrative is structured to create a contrast between the news of the pregnancy and then the later crisis, although the two sections are somewhat disjointed.

Writing conventions are used accurately.




	EXEMPLAR D: NOT ACHIEVED
[Based on Looking for Alibrandi, Melina Marchetta]

‘Why?’ I said through clenched teeth. ‘I had to drag you to meet my Mother. Are you doing this to spite me?’

‘Are you ashamed of me or something.’

‘No, don’t be stupid.’

But it was to late, Jacob was determined, you could see it in his eyes, Jacob Coote wanted to meet my Grandmother and there was nothing I could say or do that was going to stop him.

Jacob barged through the front door, much to my Mother’s disgust. A sigh of relief crossed when Nonna was no where in sight.

‘Jacob,’ Mama greeted. What a plesent surprise.

Jacob makes his way over to the sofa. Mama looks at me with an egar face.

‘I know.’ I mouth silently to Mama, while jacob’s back is still turned. Both Mama and I know that Nonna meeting Jacob is a very bad idea.

My eyes widen as I see Nonna walking through the lounge door. I just want to hide behind the sofa. 

‘Hello Jozie, how was school?’

‘As good as school can be I suppose, lying knowing that I bunked and spent the whole of my day with the love of my life, Jacob Coote.

‘Christina, you never told me that we were expecting company, ‘Is this the new gardner that you were telling me about.’

‘Hello, young boy, I’m Christina’s Mother.

I felt my face go red with embarisment. I took a quick glance over at Jacob sitting on the otherside of the lounge, his face now reder than  mine and his eyes were filied with fury. He got up and stormed across the room and out the frount door, almost shattering the glass as it banged shut.

‘What a rude man!’ Nonna cried.

‘Mama for once in your life can you please keep your opinions to yourself. Mama pleaded in a husky voice, as if she was trying to keep calm. I ran out the door trying to catch Jacob, so I can explain what just happened, not knowing myself, but I had to try and make some sence about the senario.

‘Jacob!’ I screamed at the top of my lungs. 

‘Jacob please stop!’ I need to talk to you.

‘Is it because I’m an Australian?

He yells back in my direction.

‘No, that has nothing to do with it. Thinking to myself that Jacob being Australian would have been a major problem if Nonna knew that Jacob was my boyfriend, not Nonna’s new gardner.

When I finally catch up, he just ignores me. 

‘Don’t worry about Nonna, she’s old her morals are all wrong. But Jacob pretends that I don’t exist. He makes it very obvious that he doesn’t want to talk, puts on his helmet and jumps on his bike. Meanwhile I’m still trying to make him understand. It was too late, he rode off towards the horizon, leaving me to wonder, will I ever see my first love again?


	This sequel is based on an imaginary disastrous meeting between Josie’s grandmother and Jacob.
	Ideas are developed sufficiently .

Crafting of writing is a problem. While there is some effective phrasing, there are a number of errors in language usage and several fluency lapses.

Structure is appropriate.

There are a number of errors in spelling, punctuation and grammar. Writing conventions are not used with sufficient accuracy.


