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15 marks
Attempt Question 1
Allow about 40 minutes for this section

Answer the question in a SEPARATE writing booklet,

In your answer you will be assessed on how well you:

. demonstrate understanding of the way perceptions of the journey are shaped in and
through texts

' describe, explain and analyse the relationship between language, text and context

—_—
Question 1 (15 marks)

Examine Texts One, Two, Three and Four carefully and then answer the questions on page 7.

Text 1 (Book Review)

The lllustrated Virago Book

of Women Travellers
Edited by Mary Morris with Larry O’Connor

g 3
or centuries it was frowned upon for women to travel

without escort, chaperon or husband. To journey was to put
oneself at risk, not only physically but morally as well. A little
freedom could be a dangerous thing.’ Despite this precedent
obviously set by men for women, the women refused to let

men be the sole travellers of the world, In fact, women have been travelling abroad for
centuries. It is only recently, however, that their writings have found an audience.

Lady Mary Wortley Montagu was the first woman to travel
abroad for curiosity’s sake. Women such as Willa Cather,
Margaret Mead, Francesca French and Rebecca West followed
her lead and had adventures throughout Europe, Africa and the
Americas. From encounters with massive crocodiles to
attending the coronation of the reigning Shah of Persia these
women were certainly not the ‘barefoot and pregnant in the
kitchen’ types.

This book is a window to the world as seen through the eyes of
the women who shrugged off the restraints of a male
dominated society, threw caution to the wind and travelled it.

Virago Pi
Reviewed by Shating

Question 1 continues on page 3
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Text 2 (Photograph)

Question 1 continues on page 4
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Text Three (Poem)

The Survivors

I never told you this.

He told me about it often:

Seven days in an open boat - burned out,
No time to get food:

Biscuits and water and the unwanted sun,
With only the oars’ wing-beats for motion,
Labouring heavily towards land

That existed on a remembered chart,
Never on the horizon
Seven miles from the boat’s bow.

After two days song dried on their lips;
After four days speech.

On the fifth cracks began to appear

In the faces” masks; salt scorched them.
They began to think about death,

Each man to himself, feeding it

On what the rest could not conceal.
The sea was as empty as the sky,

A vast disc under a dome

Of the same vastness, perilously blue.

But on the sixth day towards evening
A bird passed. No one slept that night;
The boat had become an ear
Straining for the desired thunder
Of the wrecked waves. It was dawn when it came,
Ominous as the big guns
Of enemy shores. The men cheered it.
From the swell’s rise one of them saw the ruins
Of all that sea, where a lean horseman
Rode towards them and with a rope
Galloped them up on to the curt sand.
R S Thomas

Question 1 continues on page 5



[image: image4.jpg]Question 1 (continued)

Text Four (Prose Extract)

T 'want to go home
I want to go home
Oh, Lord, I want to go home

Charlie Pride* moans from a cassette, and his voice slips out of the crack the window
makes. Out into the world of magpies’ soothing carols, and parrots’ cheeky whistles, of
descending darkness and spirits.

The man doesn’t know that world. His is the world of the sleek new Kingswood that
speeds down the never-ending highway.

At last he can walk this earth with pride, as his ancestors dx'd— many years before him. He
had his first exhibition of paintings a month ago. They sold well, and with the proceeds
he bought the car.

The slender black hands swing the shiny black wheel around a comer. Blackness forms
a unison of power.

His movements are elegant and delicate. His hair is well-groomed, and his clothes are
clean.

Billy Woodward is coming home in all his might, in his shining armour. ..
---The year when he was eighteen, he was picked by a top city team as a rover**, This
was the year that he played for the state, where he was the best and fairest on the field.

That was a year to remember.

He never went out to the park at Guildford, so he never saw his people: his dark, silent,
staring people, his rowdy, brawling, drunk people.

He was white now...

--.In his latest game of football he had a young part-Aboriginal opponent who stared at
him the whole game with large, scornful black eyes seeing right through him. After the
game, the boy’s family picked him up in an old battered station wagon.

Billy, surrounded by all his white friends, saw them from afar off. He saw the children
kicking an old football about with yells and shouts of laughter and two lanky boys

* Charlie Pride — a singer

** rover — a position on an Australian Football League team

Question 1 continues on page 6
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slumping against the door yarning to their hero, and a buxom girl learning out the
window and an old couple in the back. The three boys, glancing up, spotted debonair
Billy. Their smiles faded for an instant and they speared him with their proud black
eyes.

So Billy was going home, because he had been reminded of home (with all its carefree
joys) at that last match. ..

[He stops to pick up an Aboriginal man, waiting for a lift in the rain near the Koodup
turnoff]

“Ya going’ anywheres near Koodup?’
Yeg’

‘Goodoh. This is a nice car ya got ‘ere. Ya must ‘ave plenty of boya, unna?’

Silence from Billy.

He would rather not have this cold, wet man beside him, reminding him. He keeps his
amber eyes on the lines of the road as they flash under his wheels.

White...white...white. ..

“Ya wouldn’t be Teddy Woodward’s boy, would ya?”

“Yes, that’s right. How are Mum and Dad - and everyone?’

Suddenly he has to know all about his family and become lost in their sea of brownness.
[The man’s] craggy face flickers at him in surprise, then turns, impassive again, to the
rain-streaked window. He puffs on his cigarette quietly.

‘What, ya don’t know?’ he says softly. “Ya Dad was drinkin’ metho, ‘E was blind
drunk, an in the ‘orrors, ya know? ‘Well, this truck came out of nowhere when ‘e was
crossin’ the road on a night like this. Never seen ‘im. Never stopped or nothin’. Ya
brother Carl found ‘im next day an’ there was nothin’ no one could do then. That was a
couple of years back now.’

Billy would have been nineteen then, at the peak of his football triumph. On one of

those bright white nights, when he had celebrated his victories with wine and white
women, Billy’s father had been wiped off the face of his country — all alone.

Question 1 continues on page7
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. demonstrate understanding of the way perceptions of the journey are shaped in and
through texts
. describe, explain and analyse the relationship between language, text and context

Question 1 (continued) Marks

Text One (Book Review)

o -(a)——Hwdoes—ﬂﬁs~reuie~v—achieve—its—purpese?——— . S

Text Two (Photograph)

(b)  What kind of a journey is represented and how? 2
Text Three (Poem)

(c)  Explain how the images contribute to the sense of an emotional journey. 3

Text Four (Prose Extract)

(d)  What does the writer achieve through the use of contrast? 3

Texts One, Two, Three and Four

(e)  Each text explores several points of view about the journey. Choose TWO of the 5
texts and compare how these points of view are represented in them.

End of Question 1




