
[bookmark: _Hlk169871631][bookmark: _Toc148433224]English Advanced (Year 12) – core texts
12.4 – ‘The craft of writing’
This document contains the core texts that accompany the teaching and learning program for ‘The craft of writing’ – 12.4.


Contents
About this resource	2
Purpose of this resource	2
Target audience	2
When and how to use	2
Opportunities for collaboration	3
Core texts and text requirements	4
Core texts	8
Core text 1 – ‘Overture’ by Mykaela Saunders (extract)	8
Core text 2 – extracts from The Yield by Tara June Winch	16
Core text 2, extract 1 – Chapter SEVEN	16
Core text 2, extract 2 – Chapter TWENTY-THREE	20
Core text 2, extract 3 – Chapter THIRTY-ONE	23
References	25

[bookmark: _Toc148432928][bookmark: _Toc148433226]Updating the table of contents
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[bookmark: _Toc236298409]About this resource
This core texts booklet has been developed to assist teachers in NSW Department of Education schools to create and deliver teaching and learning programs and assessment that align with the English Advanced 11–12 Syllabus (2024) (NESA 2024). More information is available via How to use the English 11–12 core texts.
[bookmark: _Toc148432929][bookmark: _Toc148433227][bookmark: _Toc236298410]Purpose of this resource
This core texts booklet is not a standalone resource and aligns with the following support materials for the program ‘The craft of writing’:
Assessment resources: Assessment – 12.4; Student assessment samples – 12.4; Core formative tasks – 12.4
Programming resources: Program – 12.4
Resource and activities support in Word: Resources and activities – 12.4
· Resource and activities in PowerPoint: In conversation – Saunders – 12.4; Phase 1 – context of Saunders – 12.4; Phase 2 – Saunders and discursive writing – 12.4; Phase 3 – engaging with The Yield – 12.4; Phase 4 – connecting with The Yield – 12.4; Phase 5 – composing – The craft of writing – 12.4; Support for terminology – voice – 12.4
Scope and sequence: English Advanced Year 11–12 Option 1
Assessment schedule: English Advanced Year 11–12 Option 1.
All documents associated with this resource can be found on the Planning, programming and assessing English 11–12 webpage.
[bookmark: _Toc148432930][bookmark: _Toc148433228][bookmark: _Toc236298411]Target audience
This core texts booklet is created as a teacher resource. It provides the full version of core texts or the full excerpts that are licensed and explored in program 12.4 – The craft of writing.
[bookmark: _Toc148432931][bookmark: _Toc148433229][bookmark: _Toc236298412]When and how to use
The core texts provided can be used as a basis for the teacher’s own programming and assessment processes. Texts have been selected to support teachers as they address the Stage 6 English Advanced text requirements in the NSW English Advanced 11–12 Syllabus (2024) (NESA 2024). More information is available via How to use the English core texts.
Teacher note: the blue feature boxes include instructions for the classroom teacher engaging with the resource. These are to be deleted by the teacher before issuing the core texts to students.
[bookmark: _Toc177734515][bookmark: _Toc189750537][bookmark: _Toc236298413]Opportunities for collaboration
How to use the English 11–12 core texts provides an outline of some of the ways the core texts can be used with colleagues.


[bookmark: _Toc180147746][bookmark: _Toc236298414]Core texts and text requirements
A succinct overview of the texts required for the teaching and learning program is provided in the table below. This brief overview provides the name and details of each text, the syllabus requirement being addressed and points of note.
Table 1 – core texts and their alignment to the text requirements
	Text
	Text requirement
	Annotation and overview

	Saunders M (2022) ‘Overture’, in Saunders M (ed) This All Come Back Now, University of Queensland Press, St Lucia. Reproduced and made available for copying and communication by NSW Department of Education for its educational purposes with the permission of Mykaela Saunders. This resource is licensed until 31 July 2030.
	This Australian print, non-fiction text, is a discursive essay, by an Aboriginal author, that introduces and frames a contemporary anthology of Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander speculative fiction. It uses a confident, conversational authorial voice, extended metaphor, direct address and rhetorical questioning to position the reader, while also weaving cultural reference points and critical commentary. The prose blends varied sentence structures, layered inferences and purposeful repetition. These features align with the complex and highly complex levels of the Text Complexity scale as per the ‘Literacy: About the general capability’ document which can be downloaded on the General capabilities downloads page of the Australian Curriculum webpage.
The text supports The craft of writing focus area by explicitly reflecting on what stories do, who they are for and how writers make deliberate choices about form, voice and register. It provides a mentor text for students drafting discursive and reflective pieces that experiment with sustained voice, extended metaphor and evaluative language.
The text helps meet the Text requirements for the English Advanced 11–12 Syllabus as students are required to engage with a range of texts by Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander authors. This text also provides an opportunity for students to engage with integrated modes of reading, listening and speaking.
EAV-12-04 requires students to compose texts using language forms and features in new and different contexts
	‘Overture’ opens the anthology This All Come Back Now by positioning First Nations speculative writing as both an imaginative practice and a deliberate cultural intervention.
Saunders sustains a distinctive voice that blends personal reflection with broader commentary about story, genre and audience, modelling how writers can build authority through direct address, shifts in register and figurative language.
Studying this text allows students to analyse how cohesion is created through motifs and rhythmic phrasing. It uses evaluative language to invite the reader to adopt a particular stance about the purpose of writing. It can be used to support a range of student writing, such as discursive and reflective.

	Winch TJ (2021) The Yield, Penguin Random House Australia, Sydney. Reproduced and made available for copying and communication by NSW Department of Education for its educational purposes with the permission of Penguin Random House Australia Pty Ltd. This resource is licenced up until April 2031.
	This Australian print text by an Aboriginal author is a contemporary literary novel that experiments with structure, voice and mode. It interweaves a realist narrative with archival style documents and a glossary of Wiradjuri language entries, requiring readers to synthesise meaning across sections and perspective. The writing contains lyrical imagery, tonal shifts, extended multi-clause sentences and fragmentation that invites inference and layered meaning. These features align with the complex and highly complex levels of the Text Complexity scale as per the ‘Literacy: About the general capability’ document which can be downloaded on the General capabilities downloads page of the Australian Curriculum webpage.
The text supports The craft of writing focus area by providing a sustained model of how writers shape meaning through structural design, narrative voice and stylistic control. It offers rich opportunities for students to examine sentence craft, motifs and the relationship between form and cultural context.
The text helps meet the Text requirements for the English Advanced 11–12 Syllabus as students are required to engage with a range of texts by Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander authors. This text also provides an opportunity for students to engage with integrated modes of reading, listening and speaking.
EAV-12-01 requires students to critically analyse the ways an author’s choice of language, form and structure shapes meaning in complex texts of different modes and mediums
	The Yield layers personal story with cultural memory and language reclamation, using form to shape how readers understand loss, belonging and responsibility.
Winch creates a reading experience through structuring the novel with interwoven modes, including narrative, chapters, letters and dictionary entries. This creates an experience for readers where meaning accumulates through juxtaposition and recurrence rather than linear explanation.
Studying this text allows students to analyse how voice, pacing and structural patterns create emotional impact and shape perspective. It can lead into student writing that experiments with braided narratives, integrates a symbolic glossary or composes a reflective statement explaining how structural choices create meaning for an audience.


English Advanced 11–12 Syllabus (2024) © NSW Education Standards Authority (NESA) for and on behalf of the Crown in right of the State of New South Wales, 2024.

[bookmark: _Toc148432933][bookmark: _Toc148433231][bookmark: _Toc236298415]Core texts
The following texts are included in the teaching and learning program for ‘The craft of writing’ – Year 12, Program 12.4.
[bookmark: _Toc236298416][bookmark: _Toc148432936][bookmark: _Toc148433234]Core text 1 – ‘Overture’ by Mykaela Saunders (extract)
[bookmark: _Hlk216349526]Teacher note: this text is used in Phases 1 and 2 of the teaching and learning program for ‘The craft of writing’ – Year 12. The podcasts In conversation – Saunders – on authority, In conversation – Saunders – on inspiration, In conversation – Saunders – on process and the PowerPoints Phase 1 – context of Saunders – 12.4 and Phase 2 – Saunders and discursive writing – 12.4 can be used to support students to engage with this text. The footnotes in this extract reflect the published version of this text.
There were only a few ways to find new music when I was a teenager, growing up in a small town in a pre-internet world.
I found old music easily enough, flipping through the old girl’s records and listening to them with headphones plugged in to the speakers in the lounge room, studying the cover art and liner notes and lyrics as I sang along. But finding new music was a different, more difficult quest. There were not yet any music blogs to scour or YouTube rabbit holes to get lost in. Radio sucked, even the few alternative stations that we picked up in Tweed. I was too poor to just go out and buy albums whenever I wanted, and CDs were pretty hard to flog, so if I wanted an album I had to be sure I loved it, to justify spending my meagre, illegal wages I earnt cooking brekky at the local markets.
And so mixtapes and compilation CDs were my gateways to finding new music that excited and moved me.
I loved receiving the gift of a mixtape made by someone whose taste I relied on to open up my world. I could count how many of these people I absolutely trusted on one hand: mostly older, cooler mates, and my older brother. I loved making my own mixtapes too: the craft of taping songs off other songs, nailing the precise timing of starting and pausing, and carefully transcribing the song list – sometimes whiting-out an old tape sleeve that had already been whited-out and written on dozens of times over.
I found real joy and pride in making a mixtape that was coveted by people I respected. I loved the ritual of swapping mixtapes with others, always hoping to hell that you all recorded the song names and artists accurately, and wrote them down in the correct order of their position on the playlist, lest you begin telling people how much you love the wrong band. There was no greater shame than in being a poser.
Later on, I discovered small punk and metal labels that would put out compilation CDs seasonally, to showcase forthcoming samples from their bands. There were music magazines that did this too. And when I belatedly got the internet, I found blogs dedicated to making playlists of seminal bands in whatever genre you could think of. Thank god for all of these pedlars and purveyors of new music; listening to their offerings felt like being at some mythical overseas music festival where you could check out hundreds of bands and find new favourites from the comfort of home. These compilations were hit and miss, but sometimes it felt like a powerful and prescient god had tapped into your mind and curated this gift especially to your tastes.
Short story anthologies are like mixtapes, and I want you to think of this book as a burnt CD from me to you, a way for you to sample new worlds, a mishmash of styles gathered together that speak to similar themes, and an opportunity to find exciting writers you might not have otherwise come across.
In 2004, Nalo Hopkinson and Uppinder Mehan edited the anthology So Long Been Dreaming: Postcolonial science fiction and fantasy. In 2012, Anishinaabe scholar Grace L Dillon edited Walking the Clouds: An anthology of Indigenous science fiction. I read both North American anthologies in 2016 and they excited me so much they set me off on my current path of researching and writing my own speculative fiction (spec fic), in both creative and critical work.
Closer to home, over the last few years we’ve seen a rising tide of ‘un-Australian futurism’ anthologies, and the more the merrier, I reckon – this is the way that nascent movements grow strong and interesting, and that new ideas and approaches begin to unfurl.
After Australia (Affirm Press) was published in 2020 after editor Michael Mohammed Ahmad commissioned work that responded to the provocation: What might Australia look like fifty years from now? Contributors answered in a variety of genres. Also in 2020, Collisions: Fictions of the future, a Liminal anthology (Pantera Press) was edited by Leah Jing McIntosh, Cher Tan, Adalya Nash Hussein and Hassan Abul. The short stories came from the longlist of the 2019 Liminal Fiction Prize, and while not all stories are spec fic, they all write into the prize’s theme of ‘the future’. Contributors from these anthologies are, respectively, ‘diverse writers’ and ‘people of colour’;[footnoteRef:2] After Australia features four First Nations contributors while Collisions features two. Both anthologies speak back to white Australia’s literal and literary territorialism over the past, present and future with a multiplicity of fresh voices. [2:  Both of these are descriptors and categories that I loathe, as they lump all non-white people together in relation to whiteness, and centre whiteness in doing so. This especially disregards ways of belonging to land and community, or not belonging, particularly as a point of difference between First Nations and settler communities of colour. It also euphemistically equates colour with culture, as racial pseudoscience does, and it assumes a commonality of experience under white supremacy, without factoring in proximity to whiteness, or passing as white, or similar privileges. Finally, it assumes a cross-colour/cultural solidarity that’s mostly not actual, but based on a fabricated similarity of struggle. This is often done without any socio-economic considerations, of class or access to resources, and other ways that fracture and divide cultural groups. McIntosh acknowledges some of these limitations in her introduction to Collusions, too.] 

But until now we had yet to see an anthology of Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander speculative fiction, written and edited entirely by us. And with the jaw-dropping cover art created by Jessica Johnson at Nungala Creative, and the book itself designed by the talented Jenna Lee, this has been a one-hundred-percent First Nations project (well, besides owning the means of production).
But why, in 2021, is this a world first?
Over the years that I’ve been studying Indigenous spec fic, I’ve had countless conversations with people interested in my work. One question I’m always asked is, ‘Why isn’t there much Indigenous spec fic being written?’
‘But there is!’ I answer. We blackfellas love reading spec fic and writing our own, so a better question to ask is, ‘Why isn’t there much Indigenous spec fic getting published?’
Well, it is. It’s just not being published in the places you’d expect.
Anecdotally, many First Nations spec fic writers I’ve spoken to have had their work embraced by mainstream literary publishers after being rejected by Australian spec fic publishers. Indeed, of all the stories in this anthology that have been previously published, none of them come from traditional Australian spec fic publications. They were all first published in mainstream literary publications, and a few of them have won lucrative literary prizes.
To be fair, there aren’t many spec fic publishers in Australia, but those that do exist have historically not published much of our writing. Some might say this is a matter of taste – as though taste is objective, and just a matter of style or aesthetics – but taste is judgement, which determines the ways we read, enjoy, and interpret stories, and this is always, always shaped by our world views, which are always cultural.
Of the many spec fic stories about First Nations characters and cultures, the vast majority have been written by non-Indigenous writers, and published through traditional Australian spec fic channels. It’s gotten a little better recently, mostly, but there’s a long way to go, considering that for most of its history the Australian spec fic publishing industry has been hostile to our stories and indeed our presence, while mining our cultures and pillaging our spirituality to trade in tired themes and tropes.
Australian and global spec fic prizes have, too, been historically averse to actual First Nations writers but welcoming of non-Indigenous writers who win awards for biting our style and flogging our experiences for their storylines. This is still true at the time of writing. No wonder we feel hostile to the Australian spec fic community too.
I don’t say any of this lightly or pithily, or to provoke a controversy for the sake of the discourse. I’m saying this with my whole chest, hand on heart. I say this with the authority of somebody who has sought out and read every single Australian spec fic story that features at least one Aboriginal character. And I say this loud and clear: the vast majority of this characterisation is no good, whether they’re infantilising or fetishising or assimilating or demonising us, or some combination of these.
I’ll concede that some non-Indigenous writing about us has gotten a little better, but not always, and in any case, a few half-decently rendered characters over the last decade can’t possibly make up for a solid century of grotesque representation.
Traditionally, Australian spec fic publishers have preferred fake, palatable versions of our stories over the real deal, but this is no surprise as it mirrors the same proclivities of mainstream literature, which of course is just a microcosm of this country at large. They want the nice stuff: the ochre, the opals, the stoicism, the spiritual purity, the creatures, the cosmology, the mystical shamans and evil sorcerers, the magical properties in our blood, the portals in our scared sites. But nobody wants to reckon with the effects of state-sanctioned violence, of ecocidal policy, of genocide, of eugenics.
If this all sounds harsh, consider being an Aboriginal spec fic fan: the rare times you see your people written into the genre it is mostly by non-Indigenous authors, most of who use us and our stories as plot devices or to play out their own colonial Dreamtime fantasies.
Spec fic is a big and porous basket that holds all the slippery types of stories together, including science fiction, climate fiction, alternate history, futurism, post/apocalyptic fiction, utopian and dystopian fiction, fantasy, horror, gothic fiction, surrealism, magic realism, and slipstream fiction.
Spec fic, as a Western genre, employs devices that our cultural stories have dealt in for millennia – the difference is, to us these stories aren’t always parsed out into fiction or fantasy, as they are often just ways we experience life. For example: time travel isn’t such a big deal when you belong to a culture that experiences all-times simultaneously, not in a progressive straight line like Western cultures do. And talk to any Aboriginal kids, from any community anywhere on this continent, about gussies or ghosts, and you will find a captive audience of experts, and maybe a highly skilled storyteller if you’re lucky.
There are so many common spec fic themes that are just stone-cold reality for us. Right now, right across this continent, we are post-apocalyptic and not yet post-colonial, so all those violent histories of invasion and colonisation must be read as apocalyptic by any standard. Related, Mad Max is probably the best-known Australian cli-fi story, but for our people, who have seen unfathomable ecocide enacted hand in glove with our own attempted genocide, all stories that take place in unceded lands post-1788 are climate fictions. Finally, and perhaps more universally, some say that spec fic deals in the ‘not real’, but what of the absolute fantasy of continuous consumption on a finite planet?
So it sticks in my craw a little to call this a spec fic anthology, given that for many non-Indigenous people that means it’s all completely made-up. But I do concede that these are spec fic stories while I underline that these are not stories that diverge from reality, as defined in a Western scientific materialist sense. These stories are about our realities. Lisa Fuller explains this much better than I can in her 2020 essay ‘Why Culturally Aware Reviews Matter’ in Kill Your Darlings. ‘Myth This!’, her story from this collection, alludes to this too.
Spec fic is just one toolkit of many that we use to tell our stories, and if I have to hierarchise labels, the stories in this book are First Nations stories before they are spec fic stories; that is, they centre and celebrate our communities, cultures, and countries while using spec fic tropes and techniques as literary devices. We make these tools our own rather than using them in the way Australian spec fic writers use them. We use them in cultural ways, respectfully, and we don’t allow the tools to use us, as we refuse to pilfer our collective cultural consciousness for shock tactics and plot twists.
In This All Come Back Now, it is clear that the writers aren’t overly concerned with prescriptive spec fic protocols, as their stories only sometimes affirm accepted genre conventions, sometimes extending or subverting them, or else collapsing them into new forms, or discarding their conventions entirely.
Some of these writers have been writing spec fic for years, and some have won awards for their work. But for Evelyn Araluen, Timmah Ball, Loki Liddle, John Morrissey, Merryana Salem, Jack Latimore, Krystal Hurst, and Kathryn Gledhill-Tucker their story in this book is their first foray into spec fic, a departure from what they’re best known for, respectively: poetry, essays, music, short fiction, critique, journalism, visual arts, and tech writing. This is more proof that discrete categories of genre, form and mode don’t restrict our people in our storytelling wholeness.
I’d been thinking about editing this anthology for a few years, purely because I wanted this anthology to exist. I waited patiently for someone else to do it, but it didn’t happen – but that’s okay, because I eventually felt arrogant enough to do it myself. I am indebted to Dillon, Hopkinson and Mehan for showing me ways that it can be done, and for inspiring me to do it too.
The parameters of this project have always been fairly plastic as I believe that the shape of an anthology like this should be determined by the stories, rather than forcing choices to fit into a preconceived paradigm. However, in the call for submissions, I laid my cards out on the table.
I sought work written by us, with a strong preference for stories written for us and about us. After reading so much of our literature, I’m much more interested in stories that centre and celebrate First Nations characters, that focus on relationships inside and across country, community, and culture. I did not want this to be an anthology full of pan-Indigenous, written-to teach-white-Australia-a-lesson-about-itself stories that could be mistaken for coming from other cultures.
I encouraged all blackfellas to submit, whether emerging or established writers, unpublished or widely so, whether they had written spec fic before or were writing it for the very first time. I emailed dozens of writers whose writing I loved with an invitation to submit, and I’m happy to say that many are in this book.
I wanted to collect the best of our spec fic writing together in this basket of like-minded genres, so that the stories could all be read in their proper cultural context, side by side with their siblings. And so I opened up submissions to already-published works, as so much of our strong and interesting black spec fic has been published in journals and other anthologies; it would have been a tragedy to exclude the stories by Evelyn Araluen, Karen Wyld, Jasmin McGaughey, Samuel Wagan Watson, Loki Liddle, Krystal Hurst and Hannah Donnelly. For the same reason, it was important to include extracts from seminal, longer texts by Ellen van Neerven, Sam Watson Snr (Samuel William Watson), Archie Weller and Alexis Wright, and standalone stories from books by Alison Whittaker and Adam Thompson.
On that note, I can’t tell you how special it is to feature stories by a father and his son in this anthology. Sam Watson Snr passed away in 2019, and with the blessing of his family I’ve included an extract from The Kadaitcha Sung, the first Aboriginal speculative fiction novel, published in 1990. I landed on this particular extract through yarning with Watson’s son Samuel Wagan Watson, whose story I am so proud to include in this book alongside his father’s. How did we decide on this excerpt? Well, this part of the story is set in my community, in Fingal, a place beloved of both Watsons and myself, so that was that.
I had the pleasure of reading over sixty pieces in a few short weeks, and as I read and made my decisions, purely based on my own tastes, the collection began to shape itself organically, like a clump of crystals growing from a common source and forming around each other. And what did we end up with? A multi-gender, multi-generational, multi-perspectival community of exciting thinkers and writers, coalesced around our collective storytelling campfire.
In choosing, I always leant more toward the experimental, outlandish, surreal and satirical, rather than the traditional, predictable, conventional and solemn. Some writers sent in two stories, and I often chose the most cultural of the two. There were around forty stories that I couldn’t include, so keep your eyes peeled for an explosion of First Nations spec fic in the coming years (if literary publishers continue to publish our spec fic, and if traditional spec fic publishers begin to open their gates up a little).
In my experience, all the best projects are built on good relationality, as this is what builds healthy communities. In the call for submissions I guaranteed the cultural safety contributors through my editorial guidance, and I strongly suspect that’s why such a flood of stories came in. I stipulated that all writers would have creative control over their stories, that I wouldn’t try to make their voices sound white, and I’d protect their work from other unnecessary meddling.
A hands-off approach is attractive for some editors, perhaps seeming simpler when editing across cultures, and not wanting to step on toes. But not for me. Rather than discarding every less-developed story outright, I committed to nurturing work that showed potential through a collaborative editorial process. This was sometimes an intensive exercise but it was always rewarding once the story came out gleaming.
I only decided on the book’s title after I had spent time with the stories; I think choosing a title before you know what stuff the book is made of is a little like naming a baby before they are born. I had a one-page shortlist of titles; these were phrases taken from the stories themselves that jumped out at me during editing. And when I saw a draft of Nungala’s cover art, I decided. (On that note, if you happened to pick this book up based on the cover – good! You clearly have great taste.)
This All Come Back Now is a line taken from the opening story, ‘Muyum, a Transgression’ by Evelyn Araluen. Throughout this story of departures and returns, the spectral narrator speaks of herself coming back like falling star or like scintillation or like nothing. All manner of other things come back, too: waves will be coming back for their rivers, and dead creatures come back, bringing comfort. At the end of the story, as the narrator crosses a threshold she’s resisted since the beginning, she announces ‘this all come back now’, alluding to the singularity of thought and feeling that she’s now become, at one with everything, right at the end of consciousness.
In this anthology, ‘this all come back’ for us, too – all those things that have been taken from us, that we collectively mourn the loss of, or attempt to recover and revive, as well as all the things that we thought we’d gotten rid of, that are always returning to haunt and hound us. Characters return, sometimes in different forms, and things are returned to characters. There are themes that come back through this book, time and again – family and other kin, Old People and ancestors, government interference, corporate greed, the destruction of land and water, the archive, technology, language, law, ghosts, hauntings, warm and deep belonging and despairing alienation. This All Come Back Now speaks to what Grace L Dillon calls ‘Biskaabiiyang – Returning to Ourselves’ in Walking the Clouds. It also speaks to our cultural conception of time as everywhen, or all-times at once.
These are stories that take place outside the bounds of consensus reality, showcasing a variety of possible worlds, and they are all rooted in our ways of being, knowing, doing – or becoming. Some of these writers are summoning ancestral spirits from the past, while some are feeling around in the muck of daily living for their stories. Others are looking straight down the barrel of potential futures, which always end up curving back around to hold us from behind. Not many of these stories are utopian, though our cheek and humour shines through in even the grimmest and heaviest of stories.
A good playlist will take the listener on a journey; the relationships between contiguous songs make sense and transitions are seamless, and in this way short, disparate songs are strung together to create a unique larger, longer composition. ‘Open with a banger and close with a burner’: this advice is sometimes promoted by editors of literary anthologies and curators of musical compilations alike. I didn’t follow this adage, but I didn’t not follow it either. Instead, I sequenced these stories in such a way that, together, they tell a bigger story; each of the stories is in conversation with its neighbours, bound to each other by through-lines of genre, character, setting, theme or trope.


[bookmark: _Toc236298417]Core text 2 – extracts from The Yield by Tara June Winch
[bookmark: _Toc148432937][bookmark: _Toc148433235]Teacher note: this text is used in Phases 3 to 6 of the teaching and learning program for ‘The craft of writing’ – Year 12. The PowerPoints Phase 3 – engaging with The Yield – 12.4, Phase 4 – connecting with The Yield – 12.4 and Phase 5 – composing – The craft of writing – 12.4 can be used to support students to engage with this text.
Cultural and emotional considerations
The Yield includes themes relating to the experiences of Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander peoples, including references to violence, abuse, cultural dispossession and intergenerational trauma. These themes may be confronting for some students. Teachers should enact this program with cultural sensitivity and awareness of student wellbeing. Establish clear expectations for respectful discussion and provide opportunities for students to opt out of particular activities where needed.
Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander students should be supported in ways that respect their wellbeing and agency, without expectation to share personal experiences. Where appropriate, balance challenging content with perspectives that recognise the strength, resilience and continuity of Aboriginal communities.
[bookmark: _Toc236298418]Core text 2, extract 1 – Chapter SEVEN
SEVEN
war – nadhadirrambanhi There was a big one here, that’s how the town got its name in the end. The war lasted one hundred years. Everyone was fighting that war, even the Ghan cameleers and train-track fettlers were there and fighting alongside the Gondiwindi. It all started when the Gondiwindi were sick of the settlers taking over their land, digging up their tubers, ruining the grazing work they’d done forever. The Gondiwindi were farmers see, farmers and fishermen and they cultivated the land here long before, they stayed even through the rare winters. They’d keep warm by turning their possum-skin cloaks inside out and rubbing the fat of the pelican on their skin.
So when the Gondiwindi were fed up, and hungry because their kangaroo wasn’t coming in their hunting ground anymore and because their lore said that even during change, the land still owned them. That they could use the land how they needed – they got into the cattle then. They rounded them up with their mutts and dingoes and chased the heifers until they became tired, until it became a hunt and they’d spear them. Must’ve been frightened, those cows, so it was a good thing they never ate the meat – would’ve been tough as a chop from the Boys’Home. They ate the fat, and the liver and the marrow. The settlers got mighty angry that the wild Gondiwindi didn’t respect their new fences. Then came retaliation. Thousands died, even the Gondiwindi babies too. Well, the river ran with blood then, and the dirt turned forever from yellow to pink. Massacre Plains had been born and the Gondiwindi, looking down the eye of a gun’s barrel, were scared.
water – galing, guugu, ngadyang The Reverend wrote it in his journals as culleen – he was listening that fella, listening as close as he could. All my life I’ve been near the water, and we come from the water too, us people. First we were born from quartz crystal – that’s hard water, we are kin of the platypus, that’s the animal of the water, and then, my wife Elsie and I made Missy and Jolene and Nicki, born on the banks of the water, the Big Water – Murrumby.
a large waterhole, a watercourse downhill – nguluman There’s one near the property, just there at the corner of the wheatfield, a little shoot off the Murrumby. The waterhole never fills all the way anymore. If the river ever gets going, it’s only running a little, and the whole thing is never deep enough to fill the wetland and then trickle into the waterhole. They call that one Poisoned Waterhole Creek.
wattle flower, acacia tree – yulumbang The ancestors told me about all the plants and trees and how to use them. They told me that the plants were pregnant with seeds, that the plants were our mothers and so I was only to use them for the Gondiwindi, not for selling, just for living. Remember that, wherever you go and touch the trees and plants, they are sacred. The yulumbang is a great plant for lots of things, the green seeds can be roasted in their pods on the fire, then you eat them like you eat peas. If you roast them and make a paste it tastes like peanut butter. The light-coloured gum from the yulumbang can be sucked like a lollipop, but not the dark-coloured gum – that one is too bitter. The gum is called mawa.
weak, hungry, depressed – ngarran You should never say this word too loud because it’ll catch you hard. When you say the thing, sometimes you become the thing. August, when she arrived to live with us, would scream and weep, and yell out ‘I’m hungry’, but she was ngarran, she was all those things. I knew she had ngarran from this life and the past too. We’d say, Close the voice, because it’s telling you wrong. Anyone can say that, I’m not ngarran, because I’m in control – I can make it small and put it into the palm of my hand. I don’t think it always works, but it gives the spirit a chance to rest. In the end, ngarran is part of life – we can’t make it disappear, it doesn’t vanish overnight, but we can tell it to shush in the meantime.
well/to make well, to make good – maranirra If it takes a village to raise a child, it takes a village to drop one. Mistakes were made and I want to make maranirra now. We should all make maranirra.
wheat – yura My entire life has been galing and yura. Even in the Boys’ Home we used to have to bless our meals, mostly served with johnnycakes, or dense bread. We’d recite ‘Blessed by God who is our bread, may all the world be clothed and fed’. I quite liked saying that aloud. Many people know the wheat firsthand, not just in this country. Every person knows bread one way or another. The Gondiwindi had their own flours, and they were meant especially for the body of the Gondiwindi. We have always worked in the wheatfields too, my daddy did, and his daddy too, and if the world ever stopped turning it’d be the last grain on earth, I reckon. Prosperous acres were fertile for the most part and although us mob lived on rich land – we never became rich.
where is your country? – dhaganhu ngurambang The question is not really about a place on the map. When our people say Where is your country they are asking something deeper. Who is your family? Who are you related to? Are we related? There’s a story I read about someone who wanted to build a map that was the scale 1:1 so that the map covered all the oceans and all the mountains and land at its true size. That made the girls laugh when I told them – imagine walking underneath and holding the thing above your head in the dark? That’s a little what a map does, takes the light out so you can’t see. The map isn’t the thing, this country is made of impossible distances, places you can only reach by time travel. By speaking our language, by singing the mountains into existence.
wooden dugout, or bark container or dish – guluman Elsie and me – we celebrated our marriage anniversary when the grandkids were little, Mary babysat. We took the Greyhound bus like they did in American blues songs. We went all the way to Alice Springs and then to Uluru – right in the middle of the country. We met some proper blackfellas out there, and there were women that were making their own guluman there too, and we bought one to bring home. It made me want to do things like that back at Prosperous. The guluman we brought back reminded me what the ancestors showed me and said, that our family had our own, used to carry fish to waterholes. Our people used to farm fish too! And after that trip, the guluman was a reminder of a bigger story of our people – how far we’d come that we could revisit ourselves, be proud of our culture again.
world, all over the world, everyplace – bangal-ngaara-ngaara Once, the ghosts came when I was meant to be doing chores, and away we went to shake a leg. I had never been to a dance in my life, I must have been about thirteen years old. All my family was at the corroboree and there they showed me the dance of the crow. We all danced and while we were dancing we flew into the sky, doing things that humans can’t do. We went bangal-ngaara-ngaara and the ancestor, my great-great-great-nanny was there, and she was teaching me about dying. We were flying and she said, ‘No-one ever dies.’ I said, ‘I’m sure they do because my daddy died.’ She took her claw then and ripped a feather off my wing and she said, ‘This is not you. If I rip all the feathers off you, it is not you.’ ‘What is me?’ I said, and she said, ‘You is only electricity and electricity cannot die. You go somewhere else, but your feather is not you.’ We went to a thousand and one places in our dance and she showed me that dust to dust is just where we are resting – in the ground some places, in the water other places, burnt in ashes other places – she just said, ‘They now soil, they now water, they now lightning.’ Afterwards we flew back to the fire. All my ancestors danced through night and we ate quandong fruit by the fire. It was sweet and I stayed awake a long time after dessert. But then it was time for bed and they took me back to the Boys’ Home. When I lay in bed that night I was very scared that I was going to die, that they showed me dying for a reason. But I didn’t die that night, I think they just wanted to tell me things, but not always in the way I thought. I realised I was just learning, it didn’t need to be in a special order, they just had me learn what I needed for all the days, not just the one I feared.
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TWENTY-THREE
Joe was with the Uncles, carrying branches of black cypress pine and gum to the fire pit. August noticed Eddie there with the men who were carrying dried lengths of geebung too. In his suit he seemed to have the confidence of a soldier off to battle, not unlike the town’s statue. August thought about Poppy, trying to imagine him so young, thinking how she never knew him completely, only for some of his life, and wondered what it was like for him here in Massacre as a young man. Elsie was waiting at the fire. She was wearing a crepe navy-blue dress, her hair looped into a low bun.
August stood with the women and girls who were bound together and heaving; sorrowful noises came from all the Aunties, even Aunt Mary was crying. The sun seemed to ease and August suddenly didn’t feel sweltering hot anymore. A breeze felt as though it came off the water of the Murrumby, where it couldn’t. She’d once heard Aunt Missy talking about the grief coming from upriver – or had it been from underground? She couldn’t remember. Aunt Missy squeezed August’s wrist. Missy was thinking about when her dad had taken her fishing, about when she was little he let her push her thumb into the soft soil and how he walked past her, dropping seeds into the earth, with the other hand she would cover them up. Aunt Mary was swaying by the fire. She was thinking about the first time she met her brother again at the Aboriginal Medical Centre Christmas lunch, how relatives had walked them to each other across the lawn, how they didn’t know whether to hug or dance in the joy. She was thinking about when she buried her own son, how much she’d loved him, more than she knew she could, more than she was ever taught. And Aunt Nicki, who had let go of August’s other hand, with eyes closed, asked the Lord, whom she never asked for anything, to end this chapter of their lives. Amen.
Nana took the black cypress-pine branches, the gum and geebung from the cousins and uncles and placed the ends into the fire. The men and boys stood back and waited. When the branches were smoking but not yet alight, everyone moved forward and Nana handed them out until she was emptyhanded. August stood back from everything, just watching.
Once Nana took the jewellery box of ashes everyone went quiet, but music came from their feet when Nana spread the ashes into the fire. The flames rose and sank. She walked into the wheatfield, letting the grey gravel dust trail from the box alongside her. Nana dropped the box on the ground, threw her arms wide and moved to those private songs of their marriage with her eyes closed shut. Elsie was thinking about Albert, thinking about his free spirit flying, whooshing into the air as he’d always said he could. Like an arrow through a heavy heart the long elegant body of the bird glided into a chorus of sobbing and landed out by the dam. Elsie opened her mouth and a deep noise came out, words she didn’t remember that she’d gathered like years. August stared further out towards the dam as the ceremony continued and smoke rose, sweeping across the plains. The whole world seemed to stop then: the cicadas went quiet, leaves stopped rustling, chairs didn’t creak.
August couldn’t taste or smell a thing. She spied the lone bird at the edge of the dam, dancing, as did her nana, who stopped moving when she noticed. It was as if the bird were coming towards the fire. Everyone else was looking too.
It was a brolga.
A few family members pointed in the direction of the dam where the red bonnet of the brolga rose and fell, and its white and blue-grey feathers opened and collapsed. At the edge of the water, with its stick-thin, sinewy legs and dipping knees, it danced. It flapped its wings, showing its black underside. When it bowed its head August thought she could see its yellow eye. It had a trumpet call, its caw rising, rising. Then its beak dipped right down to the ground – and up, up its wings went, the long body of the bird rose, its legs cycling in the air before it fell again. As the brolga hit the ground, a wing, then the other, whooshed into the smoke blowing in the field. One leg up, and then the other leg joined so that the brolga was airborne for a moment, and then as its body, atoms, molecules joined the ground its head rose up with the billow of dust, rising. Over and over, the brolga repeated the dance. There was music. Everyone was still, watching – seeing suddenly not the freedom of the bird, but its belonging. She dropped to her knees and sobbed and wailed like she’d never done before. August saw something else in the bird, too. Her legs felt heavy and she fell where she stood, kept her eyes on the bird. Jedda, she thought, Jedda.
August could see her dancing, her narrow childish hips, her long limbs weaving in the air. She could see Jedda as she took his arm when he went to run his hand through August’s hair. Where was Jedda going with him? Who was he? She tried to remember but couldn’t. In this wakeful dream, this vivid echo, August peered over the bed, somehow controlling what she could see, and looked at the floor of their bedroom. Below the bunks their cassette tapes were strewn across the rug, she saw the texta marker: Spice Girls, Hanson, TLC. She could see all their books and figurines and one cassette on the pillow of Jedda’s bunk, it read Letter to the Princess. That wasn’t a song, it was their secret recorded messages to Princess Diana of England. They used to record stories for her. True stories? August and Jedda were watching ballet dancers on the television when the news came on that Princess Diana had died. Why, she thought was she seeing this, now? Had she not gone to England for Jedda? she wondered, looking about their bedroom in her mind. Hadn’t she flown to Buckingham Palace for her? Hadn’t she done nothing all those years? Hadn’t she just washed dishes, like when they were kids doing the chores at home? Hadn’t she not eaten properly forever? Hadn’t she wasted herself to stay a girl forever, little girls forever? The cement block of her memory, that smooth slab in her mind cracked, the grey wall crumbled then, and all she saw was Jedda dancing. The music to Jedda’s dance. Chanting girls’ voices: Heads, shoulders, knees and toes, they sang that, Balang gaanha bungang burrami, bungang burra-mi, bungang burra-mi … she could see the little girls. August wanted to fall from the bunk bed and hug them, but as her head moved towards them, her neck dropped heavily like a body on drugs, a mind in the sea and she was awake, in the field again. The brolga folded itself through the motions, heads, shoulders, knees, toes … poking into air … pecking into the earth. Again and again the body surged from the dust field, like future and past colliding.
Then the brolga’s mates arrived from the west, a hundred sails flung into the sea of yellow-green. They followed the same motions, bicycling their own sinewy legs, but the first brolga danced the most: it stood forward in the pack, its wings spread out the widest. August could feel her face turn wet. A benediction blanketed the yard in all the words that weren’t needed to be said. It was simply, painfully, the finality of a time. All along they’d wanted peace, or to be happy, and they are good things to want, especially for children, but they’d been drawn again and again into the past, where all pain lives. She wondered if everyone was haunted by being a kid. Haunted by the feeling of being unshielded. They weren’t protected from everything, August remembered, not the words hurled by the other locals in town, not the slurred looks, not the school history books and those lies, not everyone around her whose spirits were shattered in a thousand pieces, and she remembered clearly now – how they weren’t protected from everything at all, not even Uncle Jimmy Corvette who liked to climb into their beds when nobody seemed to notice.
She could hear Gospel music playing around her when it wasn’t. Under the eaves, down the verandah steps and out into that old field ran the music, rustling dormant seeds from pods and pods from branches, and stuck-branches from trees. She looked back at the verandah of Prosperous and could see Nana and Poppy that night, dressed up for the fundraiser and waving goodbye to the girls. That was the year the Gospel came to Prosperous and hadn’t Jedda and August been over the moon? Nana and Poppy had bought a brand-new CD player to add music to the beginnings and ends of Bible study on Fridays. Poppy said it was God’s Will and then he pressed the play button. Younger Nana always agreed with God but smiled and winked at the girls about God’s wishes all the time. They let the music run through every part of that house. They even opened up the windows and August had seen Gospel leaking out of Prosperous like the smoke of something burnt off the stove. Those wailing singing voices pitching camp on that farm.
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THIRTY-ONE
Reverend Ferdinand Greenleaf’s letter to Dr George Cross,
2nd August 1915, continued
VIII
For a number of years I have been in fear for my life, as if a likely denouement to the recent events. Two months prior I was ordered to report to the Police Station of Massacre Plains. There I was questioned for some hours, interrogated about my ancestors, my Bible and my loyalty. The Mission was raided many times, our rations halved again and again. The people of the township, who never looked favourably on my work with the Natives, had, in recent years and months, threatened myself to no end, and for what reason? Each day I have searched Scripture and my heart and head trying to understand.
From the beginning of the new century it seemed Australian nationalism was growing, and every newspaper devoted great space to explore the topic. Some people had an unwavering conviction that Australia should be united under a common identity, founded on the pioneers, the geography, the flora and fauna – not the immigrant, nor the Native.
And the Aborigines Protection Board’s eventual reaction was swift and unyielding. Seven boys, John, Michael, Bobby, Percival, Samuel, Graham, Richard, and three girls, Isabel, Sally, Kathleen – that on this date range between two years of age and seven years of age – were forcibly taken in the years 1908 to 1914 to the city, I believe, or taken to children’s ‘homes’ throughout the state to be trained for work, trained to be pliant. They were too young to be sent away – eleven years would have been sufficient! We were unable to find exact information of where the children went. Their parents cried every day. Many parents ran away, choosing to conceal their infants with them in the bush, though most were captured and divided.
You may think, dear Dr Cross – what does this prove? I say, in sober truth, that a species of slavery does exist in this part of the King’s dominions.
After these incidents a great agony settled in the Mission and in my heart. I feared we were all breaking apart when I received the first of the news on August 26th, 1914, that there was trouble for my fellow countrymen: the descendants and immigrants from the Prussians and Germans of Broken were being harassed. Their houses razed, their German language books burnt. The newspaper brandished all the news we’d needed to understand:
BRITAIN DECLARES WAR ON GERMANY
It was not a fortnight after this that the Constable, the one who had shrugged his shoulders, ordered me to the Police Station. My hour had come round at last; Keller’s also.
At the Police Station, they had us register on a yellow form our name, date and place of birth, address, trade or occupation, marital status, property, length of residence in Australia, nationality, and naturalisation details.
We filled them out and the Constable laughed. ‘We don’t like you, Greenleaf,’ he said. ‘And now we can do something about that.’
I was ordered to report each day to the Police Station and they would decide, depending on my continuing, full co-operation with the Protection Board, whether they would send me to gaol or not, or worse. But what could be worse? Nothing could be worse than seeing those children too young transported away.
I had visited the Police Station and signed a registration form each day for nearly twelve months before my internment. I know the others have been sent to internment camps elsewhere. I acknowledge that they endured a terrible fate: their family bonds broken, businesses shut down and livelihoods taken from them – but they haven’t become the enemy to two crowds.
I retired to my hut during the days when I heard the wagon and vehicles arriving to take the children away. I kept pressing upon the residents that my hands were bound, that I could not do a thing against the Law. They ceased to address me fondly as gudyi and turned from me, as they should have, as I deserved, with a deep and wounding contempt.
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