Section I
15 marks
Alternpt Question 1

Allow about 4 minuotes for this seetion

Answer the question in a writing booklet. Extra writing booklets are available,

In vour answers vou will be assessed on how well vou:

m demonstrate understanding of the way perceptions of belonging are shaped in and
thrompgh texts

m describe, explain and analyse the relationship between language, texl and conlexl

Question 1 (15 marks)

Examine Texts one, two, three and four carefully and then answer the questions on page &,

Text one — Visual text

(Question 1 continues on page 4




Question | (conlinued)

Text two — Poem

1101

20)

LOOKING BACK

We never had the money or the land
we lived in rented rooms

from day to day

from hand to hand

we knew the gifts that sull arise unplanned

WE Were never IITluil'IHll‘t_'ul'll uIi!-' Wy

we had no l.n:u:h;_:_mumi past n weekly pay

and then the dole and then a pension ol a4 Kind

and though things were not right we were not wronged
we learned how not o mind

wo never helonged

peripheries at most nimes were our line
living on the outskirts half the time

or down a lane

my father said, “"Don’t read oo much

it will affcet vour brain™.

our vegetables were grown in backyard lots
my mother grew her flowers in old pots
and trees in kerosene tins near the door

we were what you call the urban poar

VIVIAN SMITI

Question | continues on page 5
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Question | (continued)

Text three — Prose extract — The Chosen by David Ireland

she hegan to love the silence, which clever poople tell us is the absenee ol ritual.
Though in those hills it was more. It was tense silence, there was a buzzing of
tnseen movement, There were small warerfalls ﬂt':-E.'inj_: with fish, with no water
sound, only [ish ... She walched the retreating backs ol showers as they
climbed the next hill. She listened to see if she could hear the crops growing . . .
She was a different person ... She began w see the soil differcatly.., . She
imagined the thin topsoil digesting her thoughts as they fell from her head. She
found herselt thinking people were ugly and they'd made the world sad, Onee
or twice she looked over the high lence of the kindergarten (eeling she'd like o
have been a teacher of little kids. She was emptying of ane life, filling with
another, ]

More than anything else she loved to be alone with fields of grass and go up into
the belts of trees that crowned all the ridges, to search out secret places, Once
she climbed a steep hill and between two trees discovered a green landscape she
hadn't known existed . . .

She would lic out in the open like @ patical gazing upwards at the blue ceiling,
fall asleep, and wake to a sky full of grand canyons and mountain ranges of
white clond . . . She imagined she could lift her hand, hold it over blue peaks,
valleys, ranges, wuching them gently;, [eeling their lolds, textures, warmths and
sudden coolness with her fingers and her palm, which was big as a shire. Once
she stayed oot all night and saw @l dawn @ stand of white-barked 2ums wel with
light, and shivered. while around her the silence and stillness rang with invisible
bells, Sunsets entranged her She walked straight towards them, large vague
symphonies of colour, eyes open, trving to enter the radiance . . ,

Gradually her [eelings dpproached the commitment of words ... a kind of
in-hreathing, perhaps. the hasic taste and sound of the world entering into her
and feeling at ome, making her feel at home among the hills and sunsels; al
home in the landscape which she felt she put on like an overcoat, which fitred.
At home amaong the leaves of trees touching high overhead, speaking quictly to
gach other and silently with her . ..

.- Indvors, the windows were o [ull of cloud, oo litde sky . .. Often she
stared up into the sky trying to get past the blue, and it seemed the whole sky
suddenly swooped down with big blue arms to pick her up and lake her to a
place of music in words and pictures. Other times. she tried to read the answer
i the writings on the seribbly swms. She wanted o know . .

Question 1 continues on page 6




Ouestion | (continued)

Text four — Nonfiction extract — Home: The Heart of the Matter by Peter Read

Homes. like other places. are mentally constructed. What we identify as
*home’ 15 not only a different location from everyone else's. it occapies
a different space. Home can be an area as big as half of Sydney:

Dad knew the city tracks. Not just the steps and pathways round the
Cross, lor cxample, but he had a mental picture likera map. The
shortcuts all the way from the coast to Parramatta which makes me
think of Sydney as like a middle-eastern eity, multi-layered and only
readily knowable by people with that anciemt knowledge.

Home can be the inner city: .

But stll the centre of gravity is the inner ettv. and‘oddly enough it 15
here. in my corner house, with traffic’ on 4wo sides of me, that 've
hepun to learn how to be still, and e accept that changes can come n
small and undramatic ways.

Home can be a suburb:

IU's me. Footscray 18 me. | know 1'm happier here than ['ve been for
vears . .. [ felt as if I've come home . . . [ like it very much, [ do, and
| won't be leaving here.

Home can be a honze:

Well, it may sound a bit corny. but to put it this way, when lelen and
1 went down 1o our place in Cherwell fiftv-odd vears ago, | thought that
was the loveliest place that anvbody could ever have. It was a nice brick
home that | had and 1 think home is everything; you've got to puta lot
into it and you el @ heck of a lot oul ol 1L

Homeean be 4 room in a house:
[When someone was in the kitchen] it kept the family in contact
throughout the day. When they're home. everybody knows where (0

find other people, or at least to find Mum and Dad or whoever’s doing
the cooking — there™s usually somebody in the Kitchen.

Question 1 contlinues on page 7
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Question 1 {conlinued)

Text four — Nonfiction extract (continued)

Home can be a single plant in a parden:

[My attachment] is to houses. The big weatherboard house in Campsie
which we sold and was knocked down to put up units, It's not even the
house, I think it's actually the back yard., And the [Nowers in the
hack yard that I'm attached to. So it's bluehells and snowdrops.

As well as the space it oceupics, people conceptualise their home as the
[unctions it performs. To some, home is a comlortingly bounded enclosed
space, defining an ‘other” who is outside. Others, more socially altuned o
their neighbourhood and friends, see “home’ not as a place but an area,
formed oul of a particular set of social relations which happen (0 Tnterseet at
the particular location known as *home’. "Home' canbe a focus of memory,
a building, a way of mentally enclosing people ol great importance, 4
reference point for widening cireles of significant people and places und
a means of protecting valued objects.

‘Home', a5 T.S. Oliot remarked, *is where one staces from.” The loss of a loved
place sharpens perceptions of what 45 most viluable in the shaped and
fashioned space. The allection for a home, in western cultures, iy the point
where eriefs for lost countries, towns, properiies, gardens and suburbs seem
to meel. Home is the ultunate tecus of all lost places.

Question | conlinues on page 8
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