Annotating exemplars

Cut out the annotations (without the exemplar titles) and mix them up. Students match the annotations to the exemplar that best fits.

	
	Exemplar 1
	Exemplar 2


	1  
	First sentence catches attention, followed by sentences that clearly set the scene  
	Brief introduction provides the context.


	2  
	More description of people, places and feelings  
	Describes mostly events


	3  
	Complex noun groups (more than one adjective giving a very precise picture of the thing being described)  
	Simple noun groups (article, adjective, noun) used to describe objects and people


	4  
	Uses descriptive verbs to show sounds, feelings, impressions  
	Careful choice of verbs to describe actions and some feelings.


	5  
	Tells us about the important moments and feelings rather than all of the events  
	Tells the story by recounting events in time order


	6  
	Changes tense where appropriate  
	Uses mostly past tenses


One of these texts received an excellence grade and one an achieved grade.

Exemplar 1: Going Up North

The trip alone to Nana Evie's was an adventure. Mum took us into town and we sat in the hollow bus-stop waiting for a big green one with yellow kowhai flowers to take us up to Leigh. She'd buy us some lollies and a comic then give us a big hug and a kiss before we climbed up the big metal steps into the bus.

I always felt a little sad as we waved to Mum, I almost wanted to hop off and run back to her. But once the bus rumbled and hissed its way north we forgot all about Auckland. We sat with our faces pressed up against the windows making steamy patterns as buildings, cars, lights and shops all whizzed by. Slowly they'd break up and change until there was only big stretches of green. I never could read my comics on the bus. I'd get a headache. We'd talk and laugh about the people on the bus and try to guess where they'd hop off. Hardly anyone ever went all the way to Leigh. That was our stop.

Leigh is a little place with only two shops at either end on the road. It always seemed quite empty and lonely but it was peaceful and nice at the same time. At Nana's funny little batch down by the creek we'd and pile over the gate to race down to get there first. Nana was always waiting on her steps leaning against her broom that was never far from her reach. Her big skirts swung in the wind and her sparkly old eyes watched us closely as we ran to hoard around and hug her big waist. We'd all chatter non-stop about everything we'd done and she'd just grin and say 'Ah my little city mokopunas aye - talk talk non-stop no time for nothing but your news, by crikey aye'.

We'd spend our days doing a hundred things. Climbing to the top of the hills that enclosed us and sliding down on the biggest nikau palms we could find. Tramping through the soft mud down by the creek and swimming from a big macrocarpa tree hanging over its banks. We'd roll and hide in the huge white sand dunes that covered the beach and wander through the paddocks looking for blackberries to pick for Nana.

Our stay always seemed so short. Nana was so good to us. She'd have a far-off misty look and smile on us so that we knew, although we had to go home, she would always be with us and we would always be with her. The trip home was long and tiring and we were all worn out yet full of satisfaction. That's how I remember going up North to visit Nana and how I always will.

Exemplar 2: On the Right Track

When thinking back into my past or digging through old photos of the Waitakeres, one event always comes into mind.

Friends of ours, visiting from Australia, were enjoying their last few days in New Zealand. We'd just recently moved, and brought a house right in the Waitakere ranges and were keen to explore the area. According to maps we were living only five minutes by car from a walking track, so being the sunny Sunday it was decided to exercise our minds and legs with this walk. All seven of us piled into their rental camper van, and set off up scenic drive. After parking the van we jumped out.

Once we were inside the bush it quickly closed around us, blocking us off from the outside world and obstructing our view of the clear blue sky above. We began walking at a leisurely pace. After about 30 minutes of casual walking the time was about 4:15pm. It's quite weird how it suddenly becomes dark in the Waitakeres especially around autumn. So we knew that we'd better take the next loop track back to the car-park.

We carried on, slightly increasing the pace. It's funny how the thoughts of darkness can get to people in different ways, and the mind can begin to play tricks on your eyes. As early evening came we were still looking for this illusive loop track, to our dismay we never found it, but our thoughts of a night in the bush were soon overcome with the arrival of a new track which incidently wasn't listed on our map. The decision was to try this unmarked track as it would be long and tiresome tramp back up to our point of entry into the bush.

We soon realised that this track wasn't the intended one and eventuated into nothing but a dead end. We were lost. We had no torch but were well equipped with food and clothes. Four of our party of six sat. The two absentees were the elder males. They had agreed to search for a possible way out. They were away for what seemed like an eternity, and with the night creeping on us, our aches and pains from the hard uphill walking were setting in. We didn't fancy sitting around for a hell of a lot longer.

Eventually my Dad returned wearing a broad cheek to cheek smile. Dad had found yet another track off the main one that had lead us here, but this new discovery was further down the main route and again was unmarked on our map which wasn't proving to be much help in this sticky situation. We started walking again and soon we'd escaped from the freezing Waitakeres. We'd come out on the main road, Scenic Drive, and we were greeted by our friends' Mount Cook branded camper van. A walk of potential disaster eventually finishes, and its ending was welcomed by all.

   1. Which one do you think received the excellence grade?

   2. What things did this writer do well? 

Write down four suggestions you could make to the other writer to help them improve their work. Discuss these in groups and then as a class.

