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Other literature
Text no. 23 Mary Seacole, Wonderful Adventures of Mrs Seacole in Many Lands

Some three weeks before the Crimea was finally evacuated,
we moved from our old quarters to Balaclava, where we had
obtained permission to fit up a store for the short time which
would elapse before the last red coat left Russian soil. The
poor old British Hotel! We could do nothing with it. The iron
house was pulled down, and packed up for conveyance home,
but the Russians got all of the out-houses and sheds which
was not used as fuel. All the kitchen fittings and stoves, that
had cost us so much, fell also into their hands. I only wish
some cook worthy to possess them has them now. We could
sell nothing. Our horses were almost given away, our large
stores of provisions, etc., were at any one’s service. It makes
my heart sick to talk of the really alarming sacrifices we
made. The Russians crowded down ostensibly to purchase, in
reality to plunder. Prime cheeses, which had cost us tenpence
a pound, were sold to them for less than a penny a pound; for
wine, for which we had paid forty-eight shillings a dozen,
they bid four shillings. I could not stand this, and in a fit of
desperation, I snatched up a hammer and broke up case after
case, while the bystanders held out their hands and caught the
ruby stream. It may have been wrong, but I was too excited
to think. There was no more of my own people to give it to,
and I would rather not present it to our old foes.

We were among the last to leave the Crimea. Before
going I borrowed a horse, easy enough now, and rode up the
old well-known road — how unfamiliar in its loneliness and
quiet — to Cathcart’s Hill. I wished once more to impress the
scene upon my mind. It was a beautifully clear evening, and
we could see miles away across the darkening sea. I spent
some time there with my companions, pointing out to each
other the sites of scenes we all remembered so well. There
were the trenches, already becoming indistinguishable, out
of which, on the 8th of September, we had seen the storming
parties tumble in confused and scattered bodies, before they
ran up the broken height of the Redan. There the Malakhoff,
into which we had also seen the luckier French pour in one
unbroken stream; below lay the crumbling city and the quiet
harbour, with scarce a ripple on its surface, while around
stretched away the deserted huts for miles. It was with
something like regret that we said to one another that the play
was fairly over, that peace had rung the curtain down, and
that we, humble actors in some of its most stirring scenes,
must seek engagements elsewhere.
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Other literature

Text no.24 Tim Winton, The Boy Behind the Curtain

Use two or more of the set passages as the basis for a discussion of The Boy Behind the Curtain.

A Space Odyssey at Eight

On and on the epic rolled, serenely refusing [...] endures
as companion and intermediary.

Tim Winton, The Boy Behind the Curtain,
Penguin Books, 2016

pp- 2324
Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is

published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

Hskok

Repatriation

[...] Beside the pale little tree I stare [...] a little uneasy in
the moonlight.

Tim Winton, The Boy Behind the Curtain,
Penguin Books, 2016

pp. 75-76

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Other literature
Text no. 24 Tim Winton, The Boy Behind the Curtain

3.

Barefoot in the Temple of Art

With the familiar past behind me, [...] strode out of the place
like a man in boots.

Tim Winton, The Boy Behind the Curtain,
Penguin Books, 2016

pp- 295-296
Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is

published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Poetry

Text no. 25 Emily Dickinson, The Complete Poems

Use two or more of the set passages as the basis for a discussion of the poetry of Emily Dickinson.

254

“Hope” is the thing with feathers —
That perches in the soul —

And sings the tune without the words —
And never stops — at all —

And sweetest — in the Gale — is heard —

And sore must be the storm —
That could abash the little Bird
That kept so many warm —

I’ve heard it in the chillest land —
And on the strangest Sea —

Yet, never, in Extremity,

It asked a crumb — of Me.

c. 1861
sksksk

258

There’s a certain Slant of light,
Winter Afternoons —

That oppresses, like the Heft
Of Cathedral Tunes —

Heavenly Hurt, it gives us —
We can find no scar,

But internal difference,
Where the Meanings, are —

None may teach it — Any —
"Tis the Seal Despair —

An imperial affliction
Sent us of the Air —

When it comes, the Landscape listens —
Shadows — hold their breath —

When it goes, ’tis like the Distance

On the look of Death —

c. 1861
skksk



2024 VVCE Literature Section B Page 53 of 64

Poetry
Text no. 25 Emily Dickinson, The Complete Poems

389

There’s been a Death, in the Opposite House,
As lately as Today —

1 know it, by the numb look

Such Houses have — alway —

The Neighbors rustle in and out —
The Doctor — drives away —

A Window opens like a Pod —
Abrupt — mechanically —

Somebody flings a Mattress out —
The Children hurry by —
They wonder if it died — on that —
I used to — when a Boy —

The Minister — goes stiffly in —

As if the House were His —

And He owned all the Mourners — now —
And little Boys — besides —

And then the Milliner — and the Man
Of the Appalling Trade —
To take the measure of the House —

There’ll be that Dark Parade —

Of Tassels — and of Coaches — soon —
It’s easy as a Sign —

The Intuition of the News —

In just a Country Town —

c. 1862
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Poetry
Text no. 26 Carol Ann Duffy, The World’s Wife

Use two or more of the set passages as the basis for a discussion of the poetry of Carol Ann Duffy.

Mrs Faust
[...]

Faust was in. 4 word, he said,

[...]

didn’t have a soul to sell.

Carol Ann Duffy, The World's Wife,
Picador, 2017

pp. 2627

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

skskok

Circe

I’m fond, nereids and nymphs, [...]
pig on the spit once again.

Carol Ann Dufty, The World's Wife,
Picador, 2017

pp. 4748

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Poetry
Textno. 26 Carol Ann Duffy, The World’s Wife

Demeter

Where I lived — winter and hard earth.
[...] shy mouth of a new moon.

Carol Ann Dufty, The World's Wife,
Picador, 2017

p.76

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Poetry
Text no. 27 Sarah Holland-Batt, The Hazards

Use two or more of the set passages as the basis for a discussion of the poetry of Sarah Holland-Batt.

An Illustrated History of Settlement

Begins with a frame, as if to say [...]
And often leaves.

Sarah Holland-Batt, The Hazards,
University of Queensland Press, 2015

pp. 12-13
Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is

published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

Hskok

Approaching Paradise

Here in the white, white wing [...]
kneel down like seraphim.

Sarah Holland-Batt, The Hazards,
University of Queensland Press, 2015

pp. 19-20
Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is

published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Poetry
Text no. 27 Sarah Holland-Batt, The Hazards

Insurgency

How perfect the past is. [...]
who waits and waits.

Sarah Holland-Batt, The Hazards,
University of Queensland Press, 2015

p.73
Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is

published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided
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Poetry
Text no. 28 Kenneth Slessor, Selected Poems

Use two or more of the set passages as the basis for a discussion of the poetry of Kenneth Slessor.

Realities

(To the etchings of Norman Lindsay)

Now the statues lean over [...]
Melt into Beauty’s actuality!

Kenneth Slessor, Selected Poems,
A & R Classics, HarperCollins Publishers, 2014

pp. 41-42

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

skokok

North Country

North Country, filled with gesturing wood, [...]
Dripping red with blood.

Kenneth Slessor, Selected Poems,
A & R Classics, HarperCollins Publishers, 2014

pp. 111

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Poetry
Text no. 28 Kenneth Slessor, Selected Poems

William Street

The red globes of light, [...]
I find it lovely.

Kenneth Slessor, Selected Poems,
A & R Classics, HarperCollins Publishers, 2014

p. 118

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Poetry
Text no.29 Ellen van Neerven, Throat

Use two or more of the set passages as the basis for a discussion of the poetry of Ellen van Neerven.

logonliveon

She’s warned about that app.
[...] my screen has gone blank

Ellen van Neerven, Throat,
University of Queensland Press, 2020

pp- 9-11

Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is
published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.

dkeskok

Queens
for Candy Royalle

Read my terms and conditions
[...] we do without fear?

Ellen van Neerven, Throat,
University of Queensland Press, 2020

p. 64
Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is

published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Poetry
Text no. 29 Ellen van Neerven, Throat

Paper ships

[...]
Aunty and Uncle fight to stay
[...] and inhaled smoke

Ellen van Neerven, Throat,
University of Queensland Press, 2020

p- 126-128
Due to copyright restrictions, the VCAA is unable to
reproduce the full passage when this examination is

published on the VCAA website. Instead, the opening
and closing words of the passage have been provided.
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Poetry

Text no. 30 William Butler Yeats, WB Yeats: Poems Selected by Seamus Heaney

Use two or more of the set passages as the basis for a discussion of the poetry of William Butler Yeats.

To a Shade

If you have revisited the town, thin Shade,
Whether to look upon your monument
(I wonder if the builder has been paid)
Or happier-thoughted when the day is spent
To drink of that salt breath out of the sea
When grey gulls flit about instead of men,
And the gaunt houses put on majesty:
Let these content you and be gone again;
For they are at their old tricks yet.
A man

Of your own passionate serving kind who had brought
In his full hands what, had they only known,
Had given their children’s children loftier thought,
Sweeter emotion, working in their veins
Like gentle blood, has been driven from the place,
And insult heaped upon him for his pains,
And for his open-handedness, disgrace;
Your enemy, an old foul mouth, had set
The pack upon him.

Go, unquiet wanderer,
And gather the Glasnevin coverlet
About your head till the dust stops your ear,
The time for you to taste of that salt breath
And listen at the corners has not come:
You had enough of sorrow before death —
Away, away! You are safer in the tomb.

September 29, 1913
sk

Coole Park and Ballylee, 1931

Under my window-ledge the waters race,

Otters below and moor-hens on the top,

Run for a mile undimmed in Heaven’s face

Then darkening through ‘dark’ Raftery’s ‘cellar’ drop,
Run underground, rise in a rocky place

In Coole demesne, and there to finish up

Spread to a lake and drop into a hole.

What’s water but the generated soul?

Upon the border of that lake’s a wood

Now all dry sticks under a wintry sun,

And in a copse of beeches there I stood,

For Nature’s pulled her tragic buskin on

And all the rant’s a mirror of my mood:

At sudden thunder of the mounting swan

I turned about and looked where branches break
The glittering reaches of the flooded lake.

Another emblem there! That stormy white

But seems a concentration of the sky;

And, like the soul, it sails into the sight

And in the morning’s gone, no man knows why;
And is so lovely that it sets to right

What knowledge or its lack had set awry,

So arrogantly pure, a child might think

It can be murdered with a spot of ink.

Sound of a stick upon the floor, a sound

From somebody that toils from chair to chair;
Beloved books that famous hands have bound,

Old marble heads, old pictures everywhere;

Great rooms where travelled men and children found
Content or joy; a last inheritor

Where none has reigned that lacked a name and fame
Or out of folly into folly came.

A spot whereon the founders lived and died
Seemed once more dear than life; ancestral trees,
Or gardens rich in memory glorified

Marriages, alliances and families,

And every bride’s ambition satisfied.

Where fashion or mere fantasy decrees

We shift about — all that great glory spent —

Like some poor Arab tribesman and his tent.
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Poetry

Text no. 30 William Butler Yeats, WB Yeats: Poems Selected by Seamus Heaney

We were the last romantics — chose for theme
Traditional sanctity and loveliness;

Whatever’s written in what poets name

The book of the people; whatever most can bless
The mind of man or elevate a rhyme;

But all is changed, that high horse riderless,
Though mounted in that saddle Homer rode
Where the swan drifts upon a darkening flood.

Hskok

The Curse of Cromwell

You ask what I have found, and far and wide I go:
Nothing but Cromwell’s house and Cromwell’s murderous
crew,
The lovers and the dancers are beaten into the clay,
And the tall men and the swordsmen and the horsemen,
where are they?
And there is an old beggar wandering in his pride —
His fathers served their fathers before Christ was crucified.
O what of that, O what of that.,
What is there left to say?

All neighbourly content and easy talk are gone,

But there’s no good complaining, for money’s rant is on.

He that’s mounting up must on his neighbour mount,

And we and all the Muses are things of no account.

They have schooling of their own, but I pass their schooling

by,

What can they know that we know that know the time to die?
O what of that, O what of that,
What is there left to say?

But there’s another knowledge that my heart destroys,
As the fox in the old fable destroyed the Spartan boy’s,
Because it proves that things both can and cannot be:
That the swordsmen and the ladies can still keep company,
Can pay the poet for a verse and hear the fiddle sound,
That I am still their servant though all are under-ground.
O what of that, O what of that,
What is there left to say?

I came on a great house in the middle of the night,
Its open lighted doorway and its windows all alight,
And all my friends were there and made me welcome too;
But I woke in an old ruin that the winds howled through;
And when I pay attention I must out and walk
Among the dogs and horses that understand my talk.

O what of that, O what of that,

What is there left to say?

kkok

End of Section B — Task Book



Assessment criteria for Section B

Section B will be assessed against the following criteria:

understanding of the text, demonstrated in a relevant and plausible interpretation of the text

analysis of the set passages and/or key moments and how they contribute to an interpretation
of the text

close analysis of the language and literary features of the text and how they contribute to an
interpretation of the text

ability to write coherently, expressively and fluently as appropriate to the task.
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