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Abstract

"When we are unconscious of a thing which is constellated, we are identified with it,
and it moves us or activates us as if we were marionettes. We can only escape that
effect by making it conscious and objectifying it, putting it outside of ourselves, taking
it out into the conscious."
Carl Jung.

Scheherazade is the story of Felicity who is in pursuit of a dream to become a solo violinist.
As she ploughs into Year 12, she is so absorbed by her goals that she neglects her social
environment: family; friends; relaxation. Sometimes she is barely conscious of their presence.
At the Year 12 formal, she is forced to realise the consequences of the choices she is making.
Writing Scheherazade, my first novel, was a lesson in dealing with and learning about
mastering the writing process. The exegesis shows the journey of taking pieces of
unconsciously/subconsciously created writing and turning them into pieces of a deliberately
crafted complex whole. Starting with a premise - If you don't pursue your dreams, you will
live with regret - I found it easy to put together a character and give her a dream. Bringing in
aspects of adolescent theory, I could contrast her with her friends and her parents. But all of
the conflict was external and Felicity was unlikable. When I investigated other Young Adult
and Junior fiction I found that I needed to bring the conflict more inside Felicity. Then I had a
story.
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Ch 1

Berlioz
March to the Scaffold
"Felicity, I've organised for you to meet with Professor Chaney. He is Professor of Clinical
Medicine at the Royal." Felicity's father had come to the door of her bedroom. It was actually
more like a music practice suite. Even though violin was Felicity's main instrument, she also
had a piano, a flute, recorders and a music stand that was permanently covered in music.
There were busts of Beethoven, Mozart, Bach and Schubert on the piano. Photos of concerts
and musicians littered the notice board. Certificates and trophies from eisteddfods completed
the picture. Not the rock star poster lined room of most teenage girls. No pin-ups for Felicity.
"Why do I need to see Professor Chaney?"
"He'll tell you what marks you need to get into Medicine and he'll have someone show you
around the hospital."
"Dad, I already know all of that. I'm doing okay."
"I think you are spending too much time on your music."
"But Dad, you and Mum have always encouraged my music."
"1 know. You are good; but it's time to concentrate on the future." Felicity's dark green eyes

flashed at her father. She tossed her blond hair and picked up her violin.
"And what is wrong with music as a future?"
"It isn't very predictable." Michael Kempe's eyes reflected years of practice in the court
room. A barrister, he was accustomed to hiding his feelings at the appropriate time. He and
Felicity were not alike in looks - he being dark-haired with a thin face and almost black eyes.
But he understood her temperament, the fiery determination.
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"It can be if I am good enough," Felicity retorted. "And if I do well at the audition and get
into the Conservatorium that will give me an excellent chance."
"But medicine is a far better prospect for a bright girl like you."
"Dad, I can do both. Anyway, I am not giving up music. I am going to be a soloist whatever
else I do."
"Felicity." He started to try to reason with her but Felicity didn't want to have this familiar
conversation just now. She picked up her violin and played Berlioz's March to the Scaffold.
Her father came over and took the violin from her.
"Fel," he said quietly but in his courtroom voice. "I know how important music is to you. I
really do. But it isn't enough. You need something solid. You need to have choices and the
only way to have them is to get a good mark in your HSC. Your mother and I have been
talking and we've decided we're not going to let you throwaway your life on one audition.
What if you don't make it? You need to have a backup. Besides, music as a career is such a
waste for a girl as bright as you. We have decided that we're not going to pay for your lessons
unless you promise that you will get the best marks you can. You have to make the cut for
Medicine." Felicity was about to respond but her dad held up his hand and the speech went
on.
"You are already going to a private school and doing the top music there. If you want us to
pay for lessons and music on top of that, you need to give us the assurance that it won't
impact on your studies."
Felicity was hurt by her parents' lack of understanding. She was so angry. But she didn't
show it. She made up her mind then and there to show them that she could do both. She knew
she had a good chance of getting the marks for medicine, especially with the subjects she had
chosen, if she worked hard. And she was not giving up on her music.
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"Dad, I have told you so many times, I can do both. And I'll go and see the Professor ifit will
get you off my back. When do I go?"
"This Saturday, 2 o'clock." Michael Kempe handed back the violin in silence. Felicity heard
the drums of the March in her head and imagined herself marching into Professor Chaney's
office ready to be captured and tortured until she surrendered. But as the violins started, as she
started to play, the music took over, as it always did and she was on stage, leading the
orchestra in an overwhelmingly emotional performance of the March. She was taking her
audience with her on a journey. As she wound up the piece, they leapt to their feet.
But first she had to get into the Conservatorium. That meant good marks in her final year at
school. That shouldn't be too difficult. Then the audition. Mrs Troy was helping her to
prepare for that. It was still nearly six months away but she had to be perfect. That night,
Felicity dreamed of receiving the highest award.
She had finished breakfast the next morning before anyone else was awake. As she dressed
for school, she was so absorbed in her dream that she didn't hear Jeremy knock on her door.
"Hey, sis," he barged in. "Wanna come to the footy on Saturday?" Jeremy was as scruffy as
Felicity was neat. But they were clearly siblings - same green eyes, same fair strawberry
blond hair, same nose and oval face. For Felicity it meant she was strikingly beautiful; for
Jeremy, attractive to any girl he might become interested in ifhe gave up on obsessing over
football.
"Jeremy," Felicity hissed. "I'm getting dressed." How could little brothers be so insensitive?
"Okay, but do you wanna come?"
"No. I've got better things to do than watch some sweaty pigs roll round in the mud."
"But it isn't even raining."
"Yet. Anyway, it's only February. I thought football only happened in the winter."
"This is a pre-season warm-up match."
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"So, it doesn't even count. WIlY would you bother? Anyway, I've got to go to this silly
hospital thing that Dad's organised.
"What for?"
"Some silly professor is going to try to convince me to do medicine instead of music."
"Well, if I was smart enough, I'd do medicine."
"That's not something you'll have to worry about then, is it? Why not stick to football?"
Jeremy was gone before she finished the sentence. As soon as she had, she wished she hadn't
said it.
Felicity walked into the hospital building and shook out her umbrella. The smell was the first
thing she noticed. It reminded her of other Saturday afternoons when Jeremy had come with
cuts and bruises and the odd broken bone to Casualty. This wasn't Casualty though, it was
just reception. She looked on the board and found Clinical Medicine. It wasn't in the building
at all. Felicity was tempted just to get back on the bus and go home. This was such a waste of
time. She had everything figured out. All she needed to do was keep studying. Getting the
marks for medicine would be easy. She didn't need some professor to tell her what it was all
about. The only good thing was that she didn't have to be at the football in the rain. She was
still mad at her dad for making her be here.
But she couldn't think of an excuse for not persisting. Her dad wouldn't believe that she
couldn't find the office of his friend so she crossed the road and weaved her way through
buildings and along covered walkways past nurses, doctors, people in dressing gowns, and
patients being pushed in wheel chairs. She felt more and more uncomfortable. As last she
found the building, went in to the lift and up to the third floor. Professor Chaney's office door
was closed. She knocked.
"Come."
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Felicity opened the door. She saw a thin woman, seated at an old wooden desk. The computer
looked totally out of place. It should have been a typewriter. The woman was in a starched
uniform despite the fact that she looked as if she had been past nursing for many years.
"Hello," Felicity tried not to let the woman's overbearing stature affect her but her voice
wobbled slightly. "I'm Felicity Kempe."
"Ah, Michael Kempe's daughter, take a seat." Felicity sat in the closest seat, and furthest
from the woman.
"Professor Chaney has been delayed," the woman continued. "Would you like to go to the
cafeteria and get something to drink while you wait?"
"No thanks." Felicity didn't trust herself to leave the office and not head straight home. "I'm
fine."
"There are some magazines on the table. Have a look at those. I'n1 sure you'll find something
interesting."
Felicity put her bag and umbrella on the chair next to her and went over to the table. Most of
the magazines were medical ones. She found one on Psychology that looked interesting.
When she started to read it, she discovered that it was just full of big words that she didn't
understand. She didn't want to look stupid to the woman so she kept turning the pages slowly
till she got to the end. She exchanged it for one on diseases in sports people. Maybe she could
find something that she could convince Jeremy he had, and scare him into stopping football. It
had lots of gory pictures of people's insides. Bones and joints and yucky skin rashes. By the
time Professor Chaney turned up she was feeling decidedly ill. It didn't help that he smelled
more strongly of disinfectant than the hospital in general, She was glad that he suggested they
have a cup of tea before starting the rounds of the hospital.
Felicity wondered why he would want to spend so much time doing this for her. He answered
her thoughts.
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"Your Dad and I go back a long way," he said fondly. "We were pals together at St
Montague's. And he gave my Glory her first job at his firm. I hope I will be able to return the
favour."
"Great," Felicity said under her breath. More pressure to do medicine. Not only do Mum and
Dad expect it but probably half of St Montague's as well. She tried to look interested as
Professor Chaney recounted some school alltics. She had heard them all before. Dad was
forever telling them to Jeremy on the way to and from footy matches and afterwards in the
cafes and restaurants.
Then the questions started.
"How long have you had this desire to do Medicine?"
"Actually, I'm just here because it's part of the deal. Really I want to be a solo violinist."
"Your dad seemed pretty sure you were keen on medicine."
"Dad's pretty sure."
"What shall we do then?" Professor Chaney seemed genuine enough.
"I promised Dad I would come and talk to you so here I am," Felicity was candid.
"Right, then. Let's go for a wander and see if I can change your mind." He led the way out of
his office, thanking the woman for taking care of Felicity while she had been waiting. Felicity
muttered a "thank you" as well.
"Of course," Professor Chaney continued. "I can't show you what Medicine is really like in
half an hour or so, but I can show you what we do here."
They walked along three long corridors that all looked the same. Felicity hoped that Professor
Chaney didn't leave her at some stage and expect her to filld her own way back.
"I find most people who are really keen on doing Medicine love to see theatres first so we'll
start there. I can't guarantee what will be OIl the list for the afternoon but we'll take a look.
Then we'll go over to thoracic and I'll show you the intensive care unit there. If you can
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manage that and the bums unit, you'll have the stomach for it. Then I'll give you a round of
the children's ward. That'll tug at your heartstrings."
Felicity thought theatre was really interesting. There was a brain tumour and a knee
reconstruction. She spent most of the time asking what all the gadgets did. The people moved
in a kind of ballet.
Intensive care was the same. So many machines. She thought it was fascinating that people
had come up with ways to keep people alive like that. And they made a kind of symphony, all
the sounds coordinated with the heartbeat and breathing of the person.
Bums wasn't real good. Most of the people were covered with special skin and bandages and
were sleeping but they all had pained expressions on their faces.
The children seemed really bright, even the cancer patients. There was just one little boy who
lay there staring at the ceiling. Felicity wondered what was wrong with him but wasn't game
to ask. The nurse came to his bed as they stood next to him and asked Professor Chaney if it
was okay for Felicity to watch while she changed the boy's dressing. The Professor said it
would be fine. Felicity thought it would be just like Jeremy's football grazes but she was
wrong. The WOU1ld was half the size of the little boy's shin, and red and green and black. His
toes were black. It was so disgusting. She looked at the boy's face. He was looking at her, a
mixture of anger, hllrt and fear. She thought of the pain he must have been in.
"Don't worry girlie," he said, more bravely than he looked. "It comes off tomorrow, so no
one will have to look at it then."
Felicity started to imagine the boy's leg being taken off a1ld thought again of the pain, both
physical and mental. She started to feel the blood draining from her head. She felt herself
wobble. The next thing she knew she was 011 the floor and Professor Chaney was calling her
name. Her undies were wet and she felt very sick. And embarrassed. Professor Chaney helped
her to a chair and gave her a drink of water that another nurse had given him. He said nothing.
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When she had recovered a little, Felicity asked if they could go. She asked for the ladies room
first and tried to make her pants as dry as she could. Then she followed the Professor back to
his office.
"That's happened to lots of people when they first encounter gangrene."
"Is that what it was? But it was black."
"Yes, the tissue becomes starved of oxygen and nourishment and dies."
"Why does it happen?"
"The little boy didn't get treatment for a cut quickly enough. And his circulation isn't very
good."
"Does he have to lose his leg?"
"Yes, because once gangrene starts, it is very hard to stop it from spreading. Especially for
someone like Davey."
"Why did I faint?" Felicity wanted to ask other questions but thought she would test out the
Professor with this one.
"Different people faint for different reasons," the Professor said kindly. "Do you know what
you were thinking about before it happened?"
"How much pain he must have been in." Felicity clearly remembered the anguish that went
with that thought.
"Ah," said the Professor, just like Dr Asper did when he looked in her mouth to check her
tonsils when she had a sore throat. "Do you know what that indicates to me?"
Felicity shook her head.
"That you would make an excellent doctor, but that it would be very tough for you."
"WIlY? How do you know that?"
"Because you care about people. But that care goes very deep and you would need to learn
not to take on all the hard aspects of medicine and let them bring you down."
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"How do you do that?"
"Some people build a shell, others find a way of letting it all out at the end of the day."
"Like with sport or something?"
"Yes."
"What do you do?"
"For me, it's music."
"Music?" she asked. "What sort?" Felicity looked at the Professor, amazed.
"Mozart, Beethoven, the classics mostly."
"Do you play?" Felicity was starting to get suspicious.
"Yes, the violin."
"Let me guess, you gave up music to do medicine." Felicity was feeling set up.
"No, medicine was always my first choice."
"Not for me. I want to do both." The walls had returned. There was no way Felicity was going
to be tricked into changing her mind about this now. She was more determined than ever. But
there was still one thing she wanted to know.
"How come I wet my undies?"
"When you fainted? That's the body's way of making sure you don't get hurt. All your
muscles completely relax and you sink to the floor gently."
"And the bladder is a muscle, right?"
"Right. Smart girl."
"Maybe, but just because I'm smart doesn't mean I have to give up music."
"Of course not. It's a long haul; it has to be your choice otherwise you won't make it."
"Try telling that to Mum and Dad."
"You need to tell them yourself."
"I've tried but all they see is that music is not a safe, lucrative career and Medicine is."
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"Well, they are probably right there."
"But what is the point of going into something that isn't what you want?"
"Most people don't have that choice."
"Everyone makes their own life."
"Is that what they tell you at school?"
"Sort of, it's what I believe."
"Just make sure you don't bum out."
Of course she wouldn't bum out, Felicity thought as she said goodbye to Professor Chaney.
She was only 17.
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Ch 2

Rimsky-Korsakov
Scheherazade 1
Felicity sprang to her feet at the end of the concert. She clapped until her hands hurt. She
wanted to keep clapping but everyone else had stopped and they were all sitting or standing or
starting to move out of the hall. She hated the fact that these concerts always ended so late
because she wanted to go home and play her violin, to see if she could play the Brahms Violin

Concerto like the soloist at this concert. But her family would be asleep and Mrs Troy would
want to go to bed too. At least they didn't have to talk now. She and Mrs Troy knew that they
needed to be silent after an experience like this, to waft in the resonance of the music that was
going on in both their heads. They moved to the taxi rank and Mrs Troy just gave her address
to the taxi driver.
"Churchill Crescent, No 32, please," she said in her calm, musical voice. Either the taxi driver
was hypnotised by it, or 11e sensed that they needed their silence, because he didn't chat on in
the way taxi drivers normally do when you don't want them to.
"Good night, my dear," she said when they got to 11er house. "Wonga Road, No 67," she said
to the driver. She handed him more than enough money to pay for her trip and the rest of

Felicity's. Felicity was to keep the change and give it to her at her next violin lesson on
Tuesday.
"Thank you," whispered Felicity. The appreciation didn't need embellishment because Mrs
Troy knew what these evenings meant to Felicity. Felicity played the music in her
imagination, fingering and bowing without movement, lying on her bed, still in her good
clothes. Eventually she incorporated the n10ven1ents of changing, and brushing 11er teeth.
Slow, fluid music just like the Adagio of the Concerto they had heard. She loved Brahms, and
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the Violin Concerto had everything. The Allegro was fiery and the Adagio dreamy. It had
complexity and simplicity. She fell asleep in its arms.

Sundays were a bother. All week she wished her mum and dad were home more but when
they were there on the weekends, it mostly seemed they were in a bad mood. Saturdays were
always taken up with shopping and Jeremy's football, but Sundays were free.
"Mum," Felicity called as she went into the lounge room where her mother was lying in her
arm chair. "Listen to this, I've nearly got it."
Felicity's mother, Carol Kempe, was fair like 11er children. She had a slightly less rounded
chin but they had her nose and eyes except that hers had flecks of blue in the green. The
lounge room curtains were closed. Felicity pulled them back and started to set up her music to
play for her mum.
"Sweetheart," her mum would say. "I just need some rest. I've had a hard week." Felicity
wondered why her mother pushed herself so hard. There didn't seem to be any point in doing
a job that made one so stressed. Felicity's mum was a legal aid family lawyer and Felicity
thought she cared more about her clients than her family sometimes.
"Mum, just listen to this."
Felicity played the Allegro non troppo. It didn't go so well this time. She tried not to be hard
on herself. It was recognised as a very complex piece.
"Felicity," her mother went on, "It's Sunday. Haven't you done enough practice for this
week? Give it a rest."
"This is a new piece. Isn't it wonderful? It was part of the concert last night."
"That's lovely dear, but if you have to do more practice, couldn't you go and play in your
room?"
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"Sure, Mum." Felicity was undeterred. In fact the change of location seemed to help. She
mastered some of the Concerto and then picked up her English homework. She spent the rest
of the day, apart from meals, in her room doing school work. Her mum slept most of the
morning and worked all afternoon.
"Carol, darling," her dad said about 3 o'clock. "I'm going for a walk. Come with me?"
"Maybe later," her mum replied. "I really want to finish this case before dinner."
"You're too committed, Carol. You need to look after yourself."
"I will, after dinner." But after dinner, she fell asleep in front ofTY and the walk didn't
happen.
"Felicity, walk straight," her mother called from the kitchen next morning. "You're all
hunched over."
"It's this stupid Biology text book." Felicity put on her hat. She hated wearing her hat but she
didn't feel like having a fight with her mum at the moment. It was sunny and hot so maybe it
might help to keep her coolon the way to the bus stop.
"Well why don't you leave it at home?"
"Mrs Harrelson makes us read it and answer the questions at the back." It would be good if
they did that for music. At least she would be interested in that.
"Leave it at school then."
"We have homework."
"I'll get you another one so you can leave one at school."
"Thanks mum. That'd be great."
"I'll be late again tonight. The lamb's in the fridge for the roast."
"Shall we eat before you?" Felicity was used to this, she had been planning the meals with her
mother and cooking since she was 13.
"No, I'll be home by dinner time."
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The walk to the bus stop wasn't very long but Felicity felt hot by the time she got there. She
took off her hat and fanned herself then sat down to wait. The bus was late. She had almost
nodded off to sleep by the time the bus got to Jane's stop. Jane plopped herself down next to
her best friend and poked her in the ribs. Felicity thought that Jane would have looked like a
nerd if she had needed to wear glasses. She had straight brown hair and a thin face. Her hair
was always pulled back in a bun or pony tail. She wore plain clothes outside school. She had
been Felicity's friend since Kindergarten, and had a lovely warm personality that attracted
other people to her.
"Wake up, sleepy head," she said. "This isn't a good way to start the week."
"I know. Not really a good way to start the term either." Felicity followed Jane's gaze out
onto the streets of the Mosman shopping centre as the bus crawled through the combination of
school and work traffic. Even though she had always lived in Cremorne, on the lower North
Shore of Sydney, she still felt the sense of privilege that she could afford to shop 11ere. She
knew Jane didn't take it for granted either but most of the other girls at Cherrybrook did.
"Never mind, this is our last year. Once this is over, we are free. Can you imagine life without
school?"
"Not for another few years yet. Uni is going to be a bit like school."
"But not exactly the same," Jane mused.
"N0, at least it will all be relevant."

"Relevant to what?"
"Music, Medicine. What else?"
"You're lucky, Fel, at least you know what you will be doing."
"Not for sure, 1 have to get in first."
"But you know what you want. 1 still haven't a clue."
"You will."
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"I'm not so sure."
"You can do anything though, you'll be Dux which means you can choose anything."
"Maybe," Jane sighed.
"You will, you're easily the brightest."
"Year 12 is still hard work though."
"Only 4 Unit Maths."
"Isn't that enough?" Jane sighed again.
"I'm more worried about the 3 Unit Music. Dad says it's almost impossible to get good marks
because of the scaling. Maths is scaled up 11e reckons but music is scaled down."
"Is that why you're doing 13 Units?"
"Yes, it'll be a hard slog."
"At least we are both good at Biology and Chemistry. We'll be okay there."

Even though it was only the second week of term, Felicity and Jane found they were well into
the routine and the teachers were already pushing them to work hard.
"Shall we work on the Maths assignment this afternoon?" Jane asked as they got off the bus.
"It will have to be after dinner, I've got Orchestra after school."
"Okay, your place or mine?"
"I'll get Mum to drop me off at your place."
"Okay, we'll talk times at lunch."
"Sorry, it's madrigal today."
"See you in Maths then." Jane and Felicity headed off to Psychology and Music respectively.
Even though Cherrybrook was an excellent private girls' school with a good emphasis on
academics, Felicity would really have preferred to be at the Conservatorium High School.
There, she would be allowed to focus more on her music. Felicity particularly wasn't
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impressed with Mrs Stacey, her music teacher. She obviously loved music and was very
dedicated. She arranged lots of extra musical projects for the girls. But when it came to
teaching, she didn't seem that interested. She just seemed to like the performance side of
music. This meant that her classes were disorganised and even the year twelve extension
music students got bored. It was okay if they were working on their own projects but
sometimes Mrs Stacey decided to go with the curriculum and try to teach them something.
Felicity had asked Mrs Troy to take her to the Brahms so that she could understand it better.
She knew that Mrs Stacey would be covering it today and she wasn't looking forward to it.
Unfortunately the rest of tile class felt the same way and they had decided to make it a free
for-all. Francene, a typical percussionist and with straggly uncut-looking hair, was always
tapping out some rhythm or other. She was playing the cymbals instead of the timpani.
Niruba, a striking girl of Indian descent, and Roena, another striking tall, thin, blond and
Felicity's rival for homecoming Queen, had swapped their double bass and violin and were
trying to play their parts on the wrong instrument. Heide, named after the child of the novel,
looked Scandinavian. Shehad her French hom and was playing whatever she felt like. It
sounded dreadful. Mrs Stacey tried to regain control but all she did was stood there waving
her flabby arms and saying in her quiet ineffective voice, "Girls, girls, settle down, please."
How could her classmates be so childish in Year 12? Especially as they were all capable of
playing the Brahms well if they wanted to. Ifit was like this at the beginning of the year, what
would they be like by the end when the stress really hit?
Finally the lesson was over and Felicity headed off to Maths. She didn't dare to be late for
Mrs Collings' lesson. How different that one would be. No one dared to muck up in her
classes. She just seemed to have the ability to make everyone feel miserable if she had to
single someone out and everyone knew about it when she did. Her voice was loud and
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rasping. She was the only teacher who could make herself heard at assembly without the
mike. Even Mr Sax, the drama teacher, couldn't do as well as Mrs Collings.
When Felicity got to the classroom, Mrs Collings wasn't there. There was a lot of excited
chatter, generally surmising that she must be away. Not one girl had bothered to get her books
out. Felicity sat in her seat and kept looking through the score of the Brahms. Just as she had
decided to use the opportunity to go to the toilet, and was heading out the door of the
classroom, Mrs Collings' voice stopped her.
"Where do you think you're going, young lady?"
Felicity cringed and turned red.
"To the toilet, Mrs Collings," she whispered.
"No, you're not, get back in class this minute." The rest of the class had found their seats and
opened their books by the time Felicity and Mrs Collings had entered the room. Felicity had
to walk to her seat at the back with all eyes on her and no matter how hard she tried, she could
not get her books out of her bag without every action creating a silence-breaking crash.
Pencils dropped on the floor and her chair scraped as she tried to pick them up. Mrs Collings
stood at the front of the room, waiting in silence for Felicity to be settled. She was tempted
just to stop but knew that if she didn't have everything ready, she was likely to suffer more
humiliation.
"Are you quite ready now, Felicity Kempe?" Mrs Collings boomed at least 10 seconds after
Felicity had been sitting ready.
"Yes, Mrs Collings."
"Fine. Please give us your answers to tIle first homework question."
Felicity groaned inwardly. She'd left that piece of paper in her bag. She had to scrabble to
find it.
"Don't tell me you haven't done it? Never mind. Jane, how about you?"
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Jane gave the answers with no hesitation. She'd cop heaps from the class for that later. Jane
never got any of the maths questions wrong. Felicity struggled for the rest of the lesson, never
really re-gaining her composure. By lunch, she felt sick, her stomach churning with
frustration from the music lesson and the humiliation of the maths. Why llad she had to be the
one who was singled out in Maths? She hadn't been doing anything wrong, unlike the others.
It was so unfair for it to have been her. She was so absorbed in these thoughts that she nearly
forgot to go to madrigal practice. That would have been the last straw: to miss out on the only
real highlight of the school day. After a few false starts, she relaxed into the singing and was
able to proceed to her double biology lesson with a modicum of enthusiasm. It didn't last
long. The biology textbook was as un-enthralling as it was heavy and Felicity felt herself
drifting off as she turned the pages without really taking ill the words. She tried to draw
herself back to the words over and over again. She even tried reading the questions at the end
of the chapter to help keep her focused. But it didn't work. The madrigal group song and the
Brahms were intertwining themselves and taking her on a fairyland tour. She kept trying to
tell herself that if she could concentrate now, she wouldn't have to do the stupid questions for
homework. TIle prac in the second half of the lesson was okay but there was a lot of tidying
up.
Felicity was late for orchestra practice. She hated being late. It was going to be tricky getting
there each Monday. She would have to make sure she'd packed her bag before Biology.
Having pracs last lesson meant never leaving quite on time.
"Just join in when you are ready, Felicity," Terence, her music tutor, seemed to understand,
but Felicity still felt uncomfortable.
They were playing the last movement of Scheherazade by Rimsky-Korsakov. Scheherazade
was becoming one of her favourite pieces. From the first heavy chords of the woodwind and
brass to the gentle floating of strings, increasing into waves and then the tantalising song of
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the solo violin, it was hard work. Contrast, energy and emotion. Although Felicity desperately
wanted to play the solo violin, today she was glad she wasn't. There was too much control
needed to prevent the technique from overtaking the emotion of the piece. She would have to
find a way to push herself harder if she was going to get through the school work and keep up
her musical activities.
By the end of orchestra practice, Felicity had warmed up but she was exhausted from having
to work so hard at it.
"You coming for a coffee?" Ben called out as they packed up. He was one of the boys from St
Montegues, Cherrybrook's brother school. They paired up for orchestra and other
productions. Alex, Garth and Nathan would be going and that meant Heide, Niruba, Roena
and Francene would be too. Alex, Garth and Nathan also went to St Montigues. Ben and
Nathan were the creative, musical type and did the arty subjects whereas Alex and Garth were
more like Felicity, doing Science and Maths. Ben and Nathan had long, curly dark hair. They
were brothers and could have been plucked straight out of 60s flower power. Alex and Garth
were far more "today". Gart11 was fair like Felicity and Alex was mousey. His personality
reflected in his scared eyes. Most of the girls from Cherrybrook who knew Garth thought he
was hot.
"Sorry, maybe next week. I'm working on an assignment tonight." She remembered her
promise to Jane.
"We'll help," Garth called out.
"With 4 Unit Maths?" Felicity laughed.
"Forget it. Only weirdos do 4 Unit Maths." Nathan pulled a face.
"Rubbish," said Garth. "I do 4 Unit Maths."
"Like I said," Nathan retorted. Garth pulled a face and put his arm around Felicity.
"Nerds, unite," he said.
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"See you next week then." Felicity slipped out from under his arm, embarrassed. She didn't
think of herself as a nerd. Neither did Jane. Maths was quite like Music really: patterns and
rules to follow.
She and Jane were both pretty much too tired by the time they got to the assignment. But they
persisted and finished one question.
"Let's try again at lunch time tomorrow?" suggested Jane. She leaned back on her beanbag
where she had been working. Her room was amazing - like a little retreat space with so much
room. It felt like a private flat. It was very 70s with lots of colour and gadgets including the
mandatory lava lamp.
"Only if we don't have quartet practice. Samantha was away today so if she's not back we
won't be practising.
"I'm sure you didn't have this many music things on last year," Jane protested.
"Only the quartet is different in scllool time, and an extra violin lesson after school."
"But that only leaves Wednesdays and Thursdays."
"Yes, I know, and if I get ajob, Thursdays will go too."
"What do you want a job for? Your parents buy you everything you want."
"Yes, but I'm tired of having to ask for things. I want to be more independent."
"So when will we study?"
"Sundays, I guess. And evenings after music and work, if I can find ajob."
"Great, we'll be exhausted."
"We'll get used to it. It's only for one year."
The next day, Felicity was glad in one way that they didn't have quartet practice. She knew
she needed to keep on top of the Maths. It was the first time anything at school had been hard
for her. Up until now, she and Jane, and Roena and Heide had taken it in turns to top all their
subjects. Jane did seem to come out on top a bit more. She hardly ever lost a mark in Maths or
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Science and even with Mrs Baker's hard marking in English, Jane still managed 19 out of20
in most things.
The rest of the week was gone in a flash. Felicity had a violin lesson on Tuesday and Friday
and Sydney Youth Philharmonic on Saturday afternoon and then Thursday lunch was
rehearsal for the school performance of Pirates ofPenzance. At the moment it was only the
seniors doing planning but that would become more intense soon and involve Fridays as well.
It was going to be busier than last year but at least it was mostly music and that gave Felicity
energy.
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Ch 3

Mozart
Violin Concerto No 3 in G Major Allegro
Felicity stood at Mrs Troy's door and knocked. While she waited for Mrs Troy to come to the
door, she remembered the first time she had knocked on that door. She had been 12 and quite
terrified. The house was overrun by vines and the garden screened the house from the road. It
was really dark on the veranda and it smelled musty. Mrs Troy had taken ages and ages to
come to the door and that had increased Felicity's anxiety. Added to that was the anger about
having to change music teachers. She had been working with Charlotte Brenner since she was
six and really loved her. But Charlotte had followed her dream and had just started a world
tour as a solo concert violinist. Felicity had had two other teachers since then: Mr Sorans, who
rapped a ruler on the violin just near her fingers when she made a mistake and Miss Jameson
who had no personality at all and (Felicity thought) didn't play all that well. They had lasted
three and two lessons respectively before Felicity had been able to convince her mother that
neither of them was worth the amount of money they were being paid.
She had been frightened of Mrs Troy to start with, partly because of the way the garden made
the house seem so closed in, and partly because she was a very eccentric old lady and very,

very strict.
In her first lesson, Mrs Troy had tested every aspect ofFelicity's playing and knowledge.
"Felicity, dear," she had said, "I am going to change some of the ways you do things. It
wouldn't matter what new teacher you went to, you would find that each one will ask you to
do things in different ways." She had shown Felicity a new way to hold her bow.
"But this sounds worse." Felicity had been indignant.
"It will for a few weeks, but ultimately it will allow you to play better."
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Felicity had felt as though she was criticising Charlotte's teaching and she had been resentful
of the changes until she had come to realise that Mrs Troy was right, and that although
Charlotte was really lovely and extremely talented, she wasn't as good a teacher as Mrs Troy.
Now Felicity practically worshipped Mrs Troy. She was teacher, mentor, friend and
grandmother all rolled into one. She was fair but worked Felicity very hard. She said it was
because Felicity was talented and that the talent had to be nurtured and challenged in order to
be realised.
At times, Felicity was buoyed up by this fact, and at times, felt quite distraught because she
couldn't live IIp to Mrs Troy's expectations for and of her. She felt this exact mix of emotions
now, as she stood on the doorstep. She had been practicing the Mozart Concerto for three
weeks now and had made the same mistakes last lesson that she had the lesson before. Mrs
Troy didn't allow that. You had to correct mistakes once and for all after the first time.
Otherwise, Mrs Troy said, you weren't really trying. In a way, that was true last week.
Felicity had been distracted. But it meant that this week, she was under even more pressure.
Finally, Mrs Troy opened the door. She looked tired, Felicity thought. Her small frame and
soft blue, flowing dress nlade her look fragile normally but today she looked as if she would
float away with the smallest puff of breeze that had skipped in over Felicity's shoulders when
she had opened the door. Felicity was lucky to have Mrs Troy as a teacher. After her stroke
two years ago she had only kept on three students - those who she felt were the most
prormsmg.
"Corne in, my dear," she said as she always did, pushing back a wisp of grey hair that had
fallen out of her bun. "You know where to go."
Felicity walked into the music room and sat on a stool. She loved the smell of this room.
Wood smells from the various violins, violas and cellos around the room combined with the
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smells of flowers, roses this week, and incense - just a hint of it having been burned earlier in
the day.
"Where would you like me to start today?" One of the things Felicity liked about Mrs Troy's
teaching was that they didn't always start with scales.
"I think the Firebird, that will get your fingers livened up," Mrs Troy replied as though she
needed livening up too.
Felicity agreed. She liked Stravinsky's Firebird and knew it well. It would be a good
confidence builder before the Concerto. She tried not to resent Mozart for his genius that
caused her so much vexation in trying to follow his rhythms and complex note changes.
Mozart and his Concerto could wait. She set up her violin. She loved the feel of it. Some of
the newer violins these days were bright and shiny with new lacquer but this one was dull
with age. She had found it at an auction and she was lucky to get it. It had belonged to a lady
who had immigrated to Australia from the UK and who had played in the BBC Symphony
Orchestra. Her violin had been sold as part of her estate. It had a lovely rich sound and was
capable of reproducing the most delicate sounds of the Scheherazade as well as strong,
dramatic pieces like the Berlioz. She put the violin under her chin and her bow to the strings.
She played the Firebird without a hitch and was even pleased with the intonation. A short
piece, it was lively and busy. She had been playing it forever and it certainly did get her
fingers moving. She loved the busy nature of the Firebird dancing and it helped her to get rid
of some physical energy.
"Good, good," was all Mrs Troy said, though. "Now, the Concerto."
Felicity took a deep breath and closed her eyes. Mrs Troy didn't like the fact that she
memorised her music so quickly. "You need to know and understand the music on the page as
the composer made it before you put it in your head," she would say. But this time, Felicity
needed to see the music in her head and to think of her fingers, not the notes on the page. This
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defiance, such as it was, fuelled her passion and she played the piece without last week's
mistakes, It wasn't great, but at least she made it through with no wrong notes.
"Mmm," said Mrs Troy. "You have worked on that, I see."
"Every day," Felicity said proudly.
"As I would expect," Mrs Troy made no allowances for pride. "Now we have to work on the
technique and the expression. Once again, eyes open this time and watch the diminuendos
here and here. I want to hear the conversation between the violins and the rest of the orchestra
as well."
No resting on laurels, Felicity thought, and started the piece again. It wasn't as good this time.
"No, no child." Felicity hated it when Mrs Troy called her 'child'. "It sounds as though it is
you, not the violin, that is made of wood. It should be light like the Firebird but far more
positive and cheerful."
Felicity was getting more tense. "Can I play the Firebird again to loosen up?" she asked.
"No." Mrs Troy was firm. "You need to be able to know that you can make yourself relax no
matter what the situation. Even when you know a piece well, there will be situations that
make you tense. As a concert violinist, you need to be able to overcome that."
"But it is different when I know the piece," Felicity retorted. "I can get inside it then and be
absorbed."
"You need to be able to play the piece without being totally absorbed. Yes, be involved with
it but when you are playing with an orchestra, you need to be available to them and the
conductor." Mrs Troy shifted in her chair. These days, she had taken to sitting in an armchair
more than the Queen Anne chair that she had used when Felicity first started coming for
lessons.
"Isn't that still different if you know the piece?"
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"In a way, but you don't know exactly how that conductor and that orchestra will play on
each occasion. You need to be able to adapt and to read the situation as though it is new every
time. Even when you are playing solo, staying alert to yourself, the audience, and the
atmosphere means that you can give a fresh, appropriate performance."
"I see," Felicity murmured, even though she was just beginning to.
When she played the next time, she had her eyes open and she was looking at tIle notes on the
page but she wasn't really seeing them. She was still in her world of the music, and of course
Mrs Troy knew.
"Dear me, child," she said, half exasperated and half sympathetic. "Where is that head of
yours today? I think we will leave that piece and do some finger work. B minor melodic
scale."
Felicity did the scale, not very well. She wasn't really trying. She knew that Mrs Troy would
make her play for three quarters of an hour because her parents were paying her to do that, but
her head wasn't with it today. She felt as if she had let Mrs Troy down. They did the work and
finally Mrs Troy said, with a sigh, "Tea?"
"Yes, please." Felicity was relieved because the lesson was over but also because she loved
the times when Mrs Troy asked her to stay for tea. She didn't always; sometimes she had
other students. When she did stay, Felicity felt the opportunity to talk about all the things that
were troubling her.
"Why are you trying so hard today?" Mrs Troy always got to the bottom of things straight
away.
"I can't understand why the girls in Three Unit Music don't work harder in the lesson. It
seems such a waste."
"Not everyone sees music the way we do."
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"But why do Three Unit Music if you don't want to learn more? It is as though they just want
to play but not really understand what is behind it. And anyway, it isn't just about the music."
"No."

"It's about the irresponsibility of them wasting time and being a pain for Mrs Stacey."
"Why is that important to you?" Mrs Troy delved deeper.
"I don't know. It just is." Felicity wasn't ready to go there. Mrs Troy didn't probe any further.
That was the nice thing about Mrs Troy. Felicity could tell her anything and not feel like she
was being judged or ripped apart. Mrs Troy just let her be who she was. TIle only time she
pushed was with her music.
"Felicity, dear," she would say. "You have a gift. You must make the most of it and you must
share it with the world." That was part of the reason she was trying so hard now. Because she
was worried that her parents might find a way to stop her playing so much, she had to make
the most of every moment.
"How come the conductor gets to decide about how the orchestra plays?" Felicity asked out
of the blue. They had finished their tea and Felicity lingered. Mrs Troy was clearing away the
things slowly.
"Who else would?"
"The soloist. Isn't it their piece? Haven't they earned the right to decide, if they are that
good?"
"Well what would the conductor do then?"
"Keep the orchestra together with the soloist."
"It doesn't really work like that."
"But why?"
"It isn't just about what the soloist is doing. If it was a case of the soloist leading and the
orchestra following, it would be like your Mrs Collings' classes. She's in control but, as you
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have said many times, there is no enjoyment. The conductor is there to bring the whole thing
together so that everyone, including the audience, is part of the piece." Mrs Troy went over to
her stereo. She found a record and put it on the turntable. Felicity loved her old records. Some
of them were a bit scratched but they had a mellow sound. Felicity could always see tIle
soloist and an audience ofjust a few people, sitting around on straight-backed chairs in a
musty studio or drawing room.
But the one that Mrs Troy had put on wasn't that great. It was the Beethoven 5th Piano
Concerto, one of the most wonderful pieces of music, but Felicity couldn't listen to it. It

sounded distant and cold. She couldn't understand how such all amazing piece could sound
that detached.
"That's awful," Felicity said.
"Thanks very much," said Mrs Troy with a wry smile. Felicity looked at her quizzically.
"That's me playing."
"No way. You could never sound that bad."
"My father recorded it. He was in the music industry and he wanted me to learn the same
lesson I'm trying to teach you: that music isn't just about individuals. It is about connection
and harmony, not just musical harmony but harmony between the instruments and the players.
One of the reasons that Beethoven was so great was because he wasn't just writing for the
piano to play with the orchestra. He was creating a picture and all the pieces of the picture
have to fit together. They have to engage the viewer as well, in order to have any effect."
Mrs Troy stopped the record and replaced it. It was the Beethoven again but it didn't sound
like the same piece of music. She could feel the music as well as hear it. She could see it and
even smell it. She could taste the atmosphere on the stage. She was there, transported into the
orchestra.
"How is this one different?" Mrs Troy asked the obvious question.
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"I'm there," Felicity summarised.
"Why?"
"It's whole, complete. And I'm part of it."
"Because this is one of the greatest conductors of all time and one of the greatest soloists.
They are working together. But they are also giving, which allows space for us to be part of
it."
Felicity could see the difference and she could see what Mrs Troy was trying to say but she
didn't know how it would be different inside her, and she didn't agree that conductors were so
important, They didn't work as hard as soloists, so what gave them the right to run the show?
They didn't have to practice day in and day out till their fingers hurt. She kept these thoughts
to herself for the moment.
Mrs Troy gave her a new piece to start on. She said to leave the Concerto alone for a while
and they would return to it later. The new piece was the Bach Partita No 3 Mrs Troy
explained the fingering she expected and left it at that.
Usually, she would talk more about the piece but this time she didn't.
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Ch 4

Bach
Partita No 3
That evening, when Felicity had nearly finished her homework, Jane rang asking if they could
do theirs together. Felicity just wanted to get on and do her music practice so she made an
excuse. Jane was miffed.
"Great," Felicity thought to herself after she had hung up. "Now I've hurt her feelings!"
The Bach Partita No 3 in E major had really difficult fingering and she couldn't get the
bowing and fingering to work together. In actual fact, the Partita was typical Bach.
Mathematical and melodic. Being a solo, it required the violinist to create the whole mood, to
show the contrast between the movements: the Prelude being logical and careful, the Loure
bright and skipping along like a child and the Gavotte tragic. Even the two Minuets
contrasted; the first was quite like a Mozart dance and the second back to the tragedy of the
Gavotte. She tried over and over again but the fingering just wouldn't corne. Even by
dinnertime, she hadn't mastered it.
"That sounds dreadful," Jeremy said as 11e came to tell her dinner was ready. "What is it?"
"It's the Bach Partita in E major, you snivelling toad," Felicity retorted.

"Well it sounds more like strangled cats. Give it a rest." Jeremy was determined to get her
back for calling hin1 stupid. "I can't imagine even Mrs Troy liking that." Jeremy shielded
himself with Felicity's door when she threw a stress ball at him.
"How was school today?" her Dad enquired as he usually did. He liked having conversation at
dinner. They always ate as a family if they were home. Felicity didn't watch much TV but it
was l1ever allowed at dinner, Jeremy ate with his football either being kicked between his feet
or on the table next to him.
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"Same as usual," Felicity was going over the fingering in her mind and didn't want to talk
about school.
"Haven't you got that major science assignment due

011

Monday?" How her dad managed to

know about these things, Felicity could never explain.
"So?" she said.
"Is it finished?"
"No."
"Why aren't you working on it instead of playing?"
"I need some stuff from the Library."
"Well, the library is open for another couple of hours. Do you want me to drive you over and
wait while you find it?"
"No. I'll get it tomorrow on the way home from school." Felicity was sick of him trying to
run her life.
"Well, you really should get that sort of thing out of the road before you do the enjoyable
things."
"Music is work for me too, you know, and this piece is really hard. I wanted to have the
fingering mastered before my lesson on Friday."
"Well, just make sure you leave enough time to finish the assignment."
"Yes Dad," Felicity said indignantly. As if she wouldn't. She always had her work in on time
and always got good marks. Why couldn't he see that? And anyway, there was the deal.
After dinner she spent another hour on the fingering but she was still smouldering and she just
couldn't do it. She did some school work and went to bed early.
That night, she dreamed that she was trying to play the piece for the audition and it still
wasn't working. She woke feeling frustrated and cross.
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When Jane asked her to go to the library after school next day, she was glad tllat she could say
yes because she was intending to go anyway. But when they got there, she went off on her
own to find her books. She didn't want to talk, she had to master the fingering in 11er mind so
that she would be able to do it when she got home.
She found the books quickly and told Jane she wanted to go honle and finish the assignment
after her music practice.
"Great! I thought you came so we could study together," said Jane. "I'll go and find someone
else to study with." Why couldn't Jane understand her need to practise? They had been best
friends since kindergarten, even in third class when all the other girls swapped best friends
every week. They had done everything together, Jane knew that music was Felicity's dream.
Why was she being difficult about it now? As she caught the bus home, she tried to forget
about Jane for the time being because she knew she had to focus hard tonight.
Felicity decided to finish the assignment first while the material she had been reading was
fresh in her mind. She was quite pleased with what she had done. But when she got to the
Partita, the fingering still wouldn't come. This time, instead of going to bed angry, Felicity
finished her practice with the Schneider Polonaise from Sinfonia Concertante in D. It was her
favourite piece. She slept better. Surely Mrs Troy wouldn't expect her to have the fingering
right in less than one week?
Jane was really impressed with Felicity's assignment when they met on the bus on Friday
morning. Felicity had made a model of a syringe with different antibiotics and cells coming
out and fighting the different types of diseases. She had bacteria fighting bacteria and other
cells and complexes fighting viruses. Each cell was shaped and coloured to look like the
bacteria or virus or other cell type.
"Gosh Fel, I wish I had the patience to do something like that." Jane marvelled.
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"But Jane," Felicity looked at Jane's, "This is really beautiful." Jane had drawn faces with
different combinations of eye and hair colouring. "You should be a graphic artist or an art
teacher."
"We'll see."
"But you have to apply for the universities soon."
"Maybe I'll just take a year off to give myself time to figure it out."
"My dad would never let me do that," Felicity said. "What does your dad say?"
"He reckons 'whatever' ," Jane shrugged. "I don't think he really cares. Mum is pushing it
though because she reckons that she missed out on doing what she wanted so I should go for
it."
"Wow, can I borrow your parents for the rest of the year?"
"Sure. If you have a milkshake with me after school."
"Oh, Jane, sorry, it's my violin lesson."
"Can't you miss it this once?"
"Sorry." Felicity was really sorry. She felt she had let Jane down a lot lately. But she couldn't
miss a single lesson, not this year.
"How about next Wednesday. You're still free on Wednesdays aren't you?"
"Okay." Jane sounded like she thought she was second fiddle but it was the best Felicity
could do.

By the end of her lesson that afternoon, Felicity still hadn't mastered the fingering. Mrs Troy
was pragmatic about it.
"Felicity, dear, be patient," she said. "This is a difficult piece." But Felicity was cross with
herself. She had been going to relax tonight having finished the assignment early. But she had
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determined that she would master it today if it killed her. She was nearly there when her mum
came to her room.
"Felicity, it's nearly midnight. Some of us are trying to get some sleep."
"But Mum, I've nearly got it."
"Come on, it's Saturday tomorrow, you can practice then. Get some sleep."
"Just a bit longer."
"No. Sleep."
"Thanks a lot for your support."
"What is that supposed to mean?"
"Jane's mum is letting her do whatever she wants."
"Well, Jane probably doesn't keep the family awake half the night." Her mother didn't want
to engage.
"You know what I mean."
"Yes. Now come on, sleep. It's too late to discuss this now."
Her mother closed the door behind her as she left, finalising the conversation.
Felicity poked her tongue out and put aside her violin reluctantly. As she got ready for bed,
she played the piece over and over ill her mind, Surely tomorrow...
"Felicity, come on, we'll be late," her father called on his way to the garage.
"Dad, I need to stay and practice this. And I've got homework." Felicity added because she
thought that would do it.
"There will be plenty of weekend left after the match. This is Jeremy's big chance for the
under 17s." Her dad missed the bait. "Now come on."
"He'll make it. All that extra coaching he gets has got to be paying off. "
"Yes, and we'll be there to celebrate with him."
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"Great, more stupid football." Felicity didn't feel that she had any choice. She followed her
father to the car. Jeremy and her mother were already there.
The match seemed to go on forever. Jeremy played well. She knew that because of her mum's
and dad's enthusiastic cheers and excited talk. Her dad's youthful appearance was mostly a
matter of his twinkling eyes and dark hair, but he also had a boyishness about him. Her mum
was beautiful, but lately, she looked tired and flat. When Jeremy did well, though, she
brightened up.
He made the team of course. They went to lunch at the Shore Inn at Manly to celebrate. It had
always been her favourite place to go. And it was nice to be out. Felicity stared at the ocean
while Jeremy and Mum and Dad recounted every aspect of the match and the conversation
with the coach afterwards.
Felicity felt disconnected. She couldn't find a way to master the fingering and she didn't feel
part of what was going on at the table. She let her mind go out to sea, as though it were a bird,
soaring high above the waves. She saw the notes of the Partita floating on the staff of the
white caps. Suddenly, she knew how to master the fingering. She needed to be lost in the
music, to let her intuition take over. She couldn't wait to get home and try it out. But she had
to wait, wait until they had finished all the football stuff She didn't understand why they
backed Jeremy's football so much and had stopped supporting her music. What was the
difference?
It worked. She played the piece when she got home and it came out just right. She closed her
eyes and imagined the notes swirnming on tIle waves like she had in the restaurant, and it
worked. Her fingers just flew to where they should be as she imagined the notes and the
sound becoming one. It was magic. When she had played it over five times to make sure it
wasn't a fluke, she went out to her favourite spot in the garden under the Dutch elm. She lay
in the grass and stretched her hands above her head. She relaxed and let the sounds around her
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meld into a new symphony. One day she would know how to translate these sounds into
music that she could write down. The blanket underneath her tickled slightly, so she wriggled
against it to scratch the itch. In the shade, she could just feel the warmth of the autumn sun.
"Felicity." Felicity jumped when her mother called. Then she remembered vaguely hearing
the phone ringing. "It's Jane."
Reluctantly, Felicity stretched again and went inside. She found it difficult to see in the dark
of the house, after the brightness outside.
"Hi Jane." She tried to sound friendly instead of resentful.
"Some of the kids are going to Rialdos, You wanna come?"
"Yeh, okay." Felicity didn't really have an excuse not to go. "What time?"
"I'm going now. Shall I come by your place and pick you up?"
"No, I'll nleet you there." Felicity wandered around the house and eventually found her mum
in the study.
"Mum, can I have some money? We're going to Rialdos."
"What happened to your allowance?"
"I had to buy some new sheet music for class."
"School class or Mrs Troy?"
"Does it matter?" Felicity had hoped that her mother wouldn't ask.
"Well, Mrs Troy is supposed to be providing the music, that's all."
"Well, it's one that Mrs Troy told me about. I'll play it for you later, it's wonderful."
"Never mind, we're going out for dinner tonight. I'll hear it another time. Here's $10. Don't
waste it."
"Mu-um." Parents could be so infuriating. Felicity was disappointed that they were going out
again. She had hoped that they would hear the Partita all the way through.
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She and Jane were first at Rialdo's. It was a lovely cafe near the school that was a favourite
haunt of Jane's group of friends. Felicity wondered why she thought of them as Jane's
friends, not her own. Maybe she just wasn't a group person. She ordered a lime spider.
"Yuck, Fel." Jane pulled a face. "How can you drink frothy green stuff?"
"A diet coke isn't much better. Brown, acidic, caffeine-loaded, chemical drink." Felicity was
still feeling elated about her mastery of the Partita.
"Where shall we sit?" Jane ignored her remarks.
"By the window in the blue booth." Felicity wanted to see the people going by in case she got
bored with the conversation.
Roena, Garth and Michael turned up when Felicity and Jane had just finished their drinks.
Michael was at St Montigues. He was an athletic type with dark hair and eyes. Felicity had
known him since primary school. Lately he had seemed to want to be around her a lot more.
"Want another one?" Michael offered.
"No, thanks," Jane and Felicity dueted.
When they returned with their drinks, Michael pushed past Garth to sit next to Felicity.
"How was the match?" Michael asked.
"What match?" Felicity was only half concentrating.
"Your brother's of course. It was the tryouts, wasn't it?"
"Oh, yeah, they won. Jeremy made the under 17s."
"Great. I bet your mum and dad were thrilled."
"We went to the Shore Inn at Manly to celebrate."
"Wow," chimed in Roena. "I wish my n1lln1 and dad would take us there."
"Me too," Michael added.
Felicity didn't respond. The others chattered on about food and stuffbut she couldn't feel part
of it. She was glad when Garth suggested they go to his place to watch something on the tele.
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"I need to get home," Felicity said. "Mum and Dad are going out and I have to be there to
watch Jeremy even though he is big enough and ugly enough to look after himself."
"Bumma," said Michael. "Let's walk past your place then so we can drop you off."
When they had said goodbye at Felicity's gate, Michael hung back as the others walked on.
"Want to go to the movies on Friday?" he asked hesitatingly.
"Sorry Michael, I have a music lesson."
"We can go to a later session."
"What would we see?"
"You choose," Michael said enthusiastically.
"I'll look in the paper and see what's on." Felicity thought she would put off letting another
person down today.
"Okay. I'll talk to you on Monday night."
"Yeah. Bye."
Felicity had to wait until Jeremy finished the comics to look in the paper. He insisted on
looking over 11er shoulder.
"Who are you going to the movies with?"
"None of your business."
"I'll ask Roger. He knows everything that goes on."
"It's no big deal. It's just Michael."
"Michael Bracks? But he is the best winger in school. Is he picking you up here?"
"Maybe. What's it worth?"
"You name it."
"We'll see."
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Ch 5

Mussorgsky
Pictures at an Exhibition - Ballet of the Chickens
The picture was okay. Michael had paid for the movie and bought her a choc top at interval.
She felt really guilty because she sensed that he really liked her but she didn't want to get
involved. But he didn't seem to expect anything; he just dropped her off at the front door
afterwards.
The next Wednesday at Rialdo's, after school, he seemed just to act as he normally did.
Felicity half expected him to follow her around like a puppy. Colin had done that when they
were in Year 8. One visit and a video at his house and he had seemed to expect that they were
going steady. But Michael was different. He was just part of the group. He didn't even offer
to buy her spider. It was three weeks before he even asked her out again. She had just finished
her practice after tea and was getting 11er maths homework out of her bag when her mum
brought her the phone.
"Hi, Felicity, it's Michael," he said quite casually.
"Hi, Michael, how is the football going?" Felicity thought that if she got him talking about
football that would give her time. She wanted to think about whether she really wanted to go

out with him or not. She guessed that was why he was ringing. But he just said, "Fine, we
won last week," and then, "St Monty's has a disco on this Friday, would you like to go?"
"Mum won't let me, she is worried about me drinking."
"I've already asked her ifit was okay and she said yes." So that was why there had been a
delay between the phone ringing and her mum calling her.
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"Okay then, thanks." Felicity did love to dance and St Monty's usually got really good DJs
who played a good mix of music, not just the head banging stuff that they played at the public
discos.
Felicity felt she wasted a lot of time in the week leading up to the disco. She didn't usually
worry about what she was going to wear; she had a whole lot of clothes in which she
generally felt comfortable and she just put them on. She had lots of skirts that were just brown
or grey but then she had lots of different types of tops, from tee shirts to blouses that buttoned
down the back that were different and exciting. Some were patterned, and most of them had
interesting features such as collars or pockets. She wore them with jewellery mostly and that
gave her hundreds of outfits that were all unique. Jane said they were an "eclectic mix" but, to
Felicity, they were just her clothes. She'd never agonised over the process of buying them or
wearing them. Now she was. She felt most peculiar about it. She felt unsettled and yet
excited. She didn't want to buy anything new so eventually she arrived at a combination of
pieces that she had never worn together before. And it was only Monday. She thought that she
would let herself choose the shoes tomorrow and the make-up on Wednesday and try some
different hairstyles on Thursday. She mostly wore her hair down when she wasn't at school,
but she might borrow her mum's curling iron or perhaps put it up in a loose bun. It felt quite
delicious to have this sense of anticipation. It was different from the anticipation of a concert
when she was playing, or even just going to listen, yet it was the same too. She felt butterflies
when she thought about it.
The week even seemed to go slowly.
But weeks don't last forever, despite the excitement and anticipation of some event at the end.
Friday was unseasonably cold. And Felicity thought about changing her outfit. But she had
decided on everything and didn't want to give up on all her hard work. So she wore it
anyway. It would only be a problem getting from Michael's car to the building.
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Felicity had a great time at the disco. She and Michael danced quite a lot but she also danced
with Garth who was a great dancer. Michael got a bit tetchy about it towards the end so she
went back to dancing with him. The music was loud but most of the songs had good melodies
and beats so that she felt it running through her and the movements came naturally.
Felicity got up late the next morning. She looked through the Saturday paper. She had decided
to get a job, because she was getting fed up with always having to ask her mum for money,
especially when it was to do with her music and they didn't understand about all the things
that made a difference to her playing. There weren't many jobs and they looked pretty boring.
There was one for an assistant in the cafe at Myer in Chatswood. That should be fun. There
was an interview session that afternoon. Felicity lined up with the other kids. There must have
been dozens of them. She was about halfway down the line. She looked up to the front of the
queue and at the kids there. They were dressed in suits. What on earth would you wear a suit
for then you were going for a waitressingjob? She looked down at her neat but casual skirt
and top. She hadn't even thought about what she was wearing. Would it make a difference?
Surely not.
"Hello," she said to the girl in front of her.
"Do you mind? I am concentrating," came the terse reply.
"On what?" Felicity couldn't see any books or notes.
"Inner focus. Positive energy." The girl held the crystal hanging from a bright coloured chord
around her neck.
"Does that work?"
"I'll tell you in a while." She closed her eyes and her face took on a detached look. Felicity
shuddered. This was so weird. Suits, crystals, all she had was a letter from Mrs Troy saying
she applied herself to whatever she was interested in. That might not help. She certainly
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wasn't interested in waitressing. But she was determined to do something to feel more
independent.
They got to the door of the offices. Felicity peered inside. There was a long corridor with
doors either side. The queue seemed to stop at the second last door on the left. Seven more
people before her. Eventually 'Crystal Girl' went into the room. She seemed to only be in for
a fraction of the times of the others and when she came out she was crying.
"Didn't work, eh?" Felicity was surprised to hear herself say, and ashamed of her
insensitivity.
Crystal sobbed all the way down tl1e corridor.
"Next," the voice from the room called.
Felicity was very uncertain about the whole thing by now, but she went in anyway.
"Sit down," the woman said absently. "Fill in this form please, and hand it in over there when
you have finished." She pointed to another woman. Felicity filled in the form and walked over
to the next desk. She handed the lady the form. Without looking up, the lady asked.
"Why do you want this job?"
"I want to be more independent and buy more things for my music," Felicity said honestly.
"What?" The woman looked up suddenly. "No ambition to be a hotel owner or a wonder
chef?" she said sarcastically.
"No. I want to be a musician."
"So why do you think you can do this job as well as those with ambition in the hotel
industry?"
"I've been cooking for my family since I was 13. My mum works and I cook dinner when she
has to work back."
"So, what do you cook? Meat loaf and sausages?" Felicity didn't understand why she was
being so nasty. It made her determined to get the job even if she didn't want it.
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"Sometimes, but usually something like stir fry or perhaps a casserole. We plan out the week
in advance so I cook whatever is on the list." It was true that they occasionally planned the
week's meals. Or at least they had done it once or twice and then her mother had got too busy
to do it again. Her mother was forever starting off these great ideas and they would last a few
weeks and then fizzle.
"How will this interfere with your studies and music? It is late night Thursdays and Saturday
mornings every week."
"I'll do it." Felicity sounded as determined as she felt. "I have to make this work so that I can
get into the Con'."
"So, there is ambition there." The woman seemed pleased with that. "Okay, Felicity, fill out
these forms and we will see." More forms. Felicity filled them out while the woman made
sonle notes.
She decided to wait until she found out about whether she had the job before she told her
mum and dad. She didn't think they would be that impressed. On Monday, she told Jane
about the interview.
"I wish my mum would let me get a job."
"She let you choose your own subjects. You can't have everything."
"Yeah," said Jane. "But it would be good fun to get out into the real world."
Felicity really didn't understand Jane sometimes. Felicity wondered again how she did so well
at school. She had such a romantic view of the world.
Telling Mum and Dad didn't tum out to be that romantic. The lady from Myer had rung and
her mum had answered the phone. She had quizzed Felicity about the call before Felicity had
had a chance to work out what to say, so it had all come out the wrong way.
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"What on earth were you thinking?" her dad said. "This is your HSC year, your Mum and I
slave our guts out to buy you whatever you want and you go and get a job in a cafe, for
heaven's sake. What about your agreement?"
"I'll be able to keep that. Anyway, that is up to me."
"Really, Felicity," her mum was exasperated. "Are you trying to give me a nervous
breakdown? Don't you see what it is like to work? It is no picnic."
Felicity didn't say anything. At least they realised they couldn't stop her. After the first night
of the job, though, she almost wished they had. Felicity had to wear a horrid light brown
uniform. Jeremy said it looked like diarrhoea. She had to work at the milkshake and cake end
of the counter. She spent the whole night making milkshakes and putting toppings on pre
cooked Pavlovas. It was really boring. Sometimes the customers were complimentary,
"This is the best milkshake I've ever tasted," said one old man kindly. She didn't think it
could be true because he looked like he had had a lot of milkshakes. But it made her feel good
for the rest of the shift.
Mostly, though, the customers were either distant, or sometimes, downright rude.
"That slice is the smallest," said one very overweight lady. "I want that one at the back."
Felicity felt like telling the woman she didn't need a bigger slice but she stopped herself.
She had a couple of disasters. One time, she was transferring a milkshake to the paper cup and
the customer, who had been very impatient and rude already, yelled at her to hurry up. She
jumped, spilling the milkshake allover the top of the ice cream vat. It started to dribble down
into the ice cream. Felicity had to scramble to mop it all up. More than once a slice of cake
ended up on the floor. Mrs Knowles, her supervisor, was horrid about it. She was a real
dragon. All the casuals were terrified of her. By the end of the fifth week, Felicity had had
enough. She decided to try to find another job. Fortunately, she didn't have to look far.
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At orchestra the next Monday, Terence mentioned that he had a friend who was looking for
someone to work in his shop. It was a music store called Cadence. It had a nice ring to it,
Felicity thought and at least it wouldn't be just some pop/rock store. She felt so sure that she
could get this job, especially if she could get a waitressing job. She was really tempted to quit
the Myer job even before finding out about the Cadence job. Instead, she called in sick so she
could go to the interview.
She felt nervous as she walked into Cadence. This job would be perfect, surrounded by music
all the time. It wouldn't feel like work at all.
She approached the young guy behind the counter. He was stacking CDs into a box.
"Hi, I'm Felicity," she said. "I'm here about the job."
The guy looked her up and down and raised his eyebrows.
"Okay, be with you in a minllte." He was about mid 20s she guessed, quite athletic looking
but not like Michael or Jeremy. He had long, slender fingers which he wrapped around almost
a dozen CDs at a time.
He finished stacking the CDs and wrote something in a book.
"Right, let's go out the back. Jo, can you watch things out here?"
A woman, who must have been Jo, nodded, hardly glancing up from her book.
"This way," the guy said to Felicity. "I'm Jeff by the way," he added. She followed him,
glancing around the shop. She had never been to this store before, although sometimes her
mother had picked up sheet music here after work. It was a bit far from home to walk but for
work it would be okay. She would ride her bike or catch the bus.
"What experience do you have in a music shop?" Jeff was asking.
"Well, none actually."
"I see," Jeff was looking at her in an amused sort of way. "Why should I hire you then, apart
from the fact that you're really pretty."
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"I'm studying music and I know heaps about it." They sat down on either side of a desk in the
back room. Felicity noticed his eyes first, when she looked at his face. They were the most
vivid blue. They almost distracted her from listening to what he was saying.
"But this isn't just about music. You have to kl10W how to use the cash register and the eftpos
machines."
"I've used those at Myer in the cafe. Why don't you just let me try for a couple of months?"
"Woah there, let me ask you a few more questions first." He asked her about the job she was
doing at Myer. He could understand why she didn't want to work there. He quizzed her on
different types of music. He raised his eyebrows sometimes and seemed impressed with the
extent of her knowledge and interest. After about fifteen minutes, he said, "I'll give you two
weeks and if you can't do it by then, I'll get someone else."
"Deal." Felicity tried not to grin too broadly.
As she left the shop, her heart leapt at the thought of this new job. She would work Thursday
nights from 6 till 9 and Saturdays from 9 til 12, the same as the hours at Myer but the pay was
better. It would give her enough to pay for lots of extra music stuff. As she rode home, the
wheels whizzed around, carried along by her exuberance.
She couldn't wait to tell Mrs Troy, and her family. Not that they would be all that pleased.
She still had to prove to them that it wouldn't interfere with her music and her studies but that
wouldn't be hard.
Felicity called in on Mrs Troy on her way home but she wasn't there. She would have to wait
until her lesson tomorrow. It seemed like such an anti-climax to go home so she went to
evening choral mass at the chapel down the road from her house.
When she got home, some of the excitement had worn off. Her father just said, "Well don't
let it interfere with your schoolwork. Your results are critical to your future, you know."
Her mum said she was crazy but left it at that.
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Jeremy was jealous because he didn't have time for a job with all his football practice.
"Jeeze Fel, all that money and you want to go spending it on music stuff. Crazy." Sometimes
it was hard to believe that Jeremy would ever make it in the real world.
She didn't care what they all thought, She went to her room and picked up her violin. She
cradled it under her chin and played. Its rich notes consolidated her determination.

Mrs Troy was impressed when Felicity told her at her next lesson.
"Well done, my dear. Just mind that you don't get too tired," she added tenderly. "You're
taking on SUCll a lot for one so young. And don't neglect your friends or your sports either.
This is a time to be developing in all areas of your life."
"I won't. Although the ones who don't do music are hard to identify with now. They don't
have a clue what they want to do after school and I can't find anything to talk about with
them."
"You will, my dear. Just keep trying."
Mmmm, Felicity thought. She didn't have time to try at the moment. She had her music and
the job and Mrs Troy. That was all she needed.
Michael was getting to be rather a pain, Felicity thought. He was ringing her every night and
interrupting her practice. She had been out with him once since the disco. Another movie. He
had held her hand through the whole thing. She hadn't minded that but the phone calls were
getting to be a bit much. All he talked about was football and how he wanted to play for
Australia one day. He had asked her to go to a Super 12 match but she had been able to give
the excuse of an extra orchestra practice. Besides, it was starting to get really cold at night and
who wanted to sit around outside in these freezing evenings? He kept ringing and ringing.
Felicity had tried to get her mother to say she was busy but her mother just said, "Felicity
dear, you have to tell him yourself if you don't want him to ring."
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"I've tried, but he doesn't get the message."
"Maybe you are not giving a clear message." Her mother wasn't giving in. "Maybe you sort
of like him calling," she added as she left the room.
"Rubbish!" Felicity called after her. Michael was okay but she didn't want to spend precious
practice time talking about football. She had tried steering the conversation around to music
but it never worked.
Jane was furious with her.
"Felicity, he's gorgeous," she said when Felicity told her about the phone calls. "You're
crazy."
"He's okay, but Ijust don't have time for that sort of thing this year."
"Well, tell him to take me out," Jane said, exasperated.
"Okay."
"Really?" Jane was jumping up and down. "Will you really?"
"It won't work, but I will try."

"Michael, I just don't have time for this," Felicity said abruptly the next time he rang.
"I'm not asking for your life, just a date." Michael sounded hurt.
"But you call every night and talk for hours about stupid football. Why don't you just call
Jane? She'll go with you."
"Okay, if that's the way you feel, I will." Michael hung up.
Felicity felt a mixture of relief and another feeling that she couldn't describe. She dismissed it
and turned to her practice. It didn't go well, so she tried homework. A picture of Michael and
Jane together kept interrupting her English essay and it annoyed her. She gave up and sat in
front of tele, something she hardly ever did, but that didn't distract her either.
The next day at school, Jane was over the moon.
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"He called, he really called me," Jane sang out as she ran up to Felicity first thing.
"I know, 1 told him to."
"We're going to the football on Friday night," Jane beamed.
"But you don't even like football," Felicity said.
"How would you know?" Jane chided. "You wouldn't kl10W the first thing about what I like
and don't like these days. You're so wrapped up in your stupid music."
"Well at least I know where I am headed."
"Yeah, yeah, we've heard it all before."
"You'd better like football because it is all Michael ever talks about."
"Not to me, he doesn't. We talked about all sorts of things last night."
"Like what?" Felicity started to feel that feeling again.
"School stuff, music - not your sort of music - bands and stuff."
"That would have taken all of five minutes."
"Actually, we talked until 10:30," Jane said haughtily.
"Well, I'm glad I told him to ring you, then. I wouldn't have wanted to talk for that long."
There was that feeling again. Felicity decided to think about something else, but it didn't last
long. The feeling kept niggling away at her. Over the next few weeks, Jane and Michael saw
more and more of each other.
"Do you want to come to the pictures tonight?" Jane asked graciously a couple of weeks later.
"No, thanks," Felicity said emphatically. "Three's company and all that."
"Don't be silly, we don't mind."
"Oh, so it's we now is it?" Felicity didn't understand why it bothered her that Jane and
Michael were seeing so much of each other. "Anyway, I'm going to a concert with Mrs
Troy."
But the concert wasn't that good. Or at least Felicity didn't enjoy it. She really wasn't there.
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Mrs Troy noticed. "What's the matter, dear?" She asked after the performance had ended.
"You usually love Mussorgsky."
"Nothing. 1just gave away this gorgeous boy to my best friend," Felicity joked. But she knew
it was true.
"I hope you aren't becoming too insular."
"What do you mean?"
"Music is all very well, but you need a balance at your age."
"I thought, of all people, you would understand that 1 need to focus on this year to get where 1
want to go."
"Just watch that you don't isolate yourself. You will need your friends even if you are
successful."
"What do you mean, even if?" Felicity had never heard Mrs Troy talk like this.
"You seem very distracted. Are you sure you can follow through with this?"
"One minute you are saying to be balanced and the next minute you are saying 1 shouldn't be
distracted. "
"This boy issue is affecting you in a way that means that you can't concentrate on or enjoy the
music in the way that you normally would. That's not balanced. Having friends and doing
other things outside music makes you a more rounded person. That makes your music fuller.
But you can still be focused. Do you think you can do that?"
"Of course." Felicity made up her mind there and then not to think about Michael and Jane
any more. She'd stay focused.
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Ch 6
Stravinsky
Firebird
Felicity loved going to work. Being surrounded by music and people who loved music.
Especially Jeff. He was so bright and funny and he knew so much. He could find any piece of
music by any composer and sometimes people would come in and ask for something with a
particular instrument or mood and he always found just the right thing.
"Good morning, sir, may I help you?" was his usual greeting to a customer.
"I am looking for a present for my wife," the man would say.
"What sort of music does she like, sir?"
"Well she mostly likes Bach, but I'd like to find something different."
"Have you heard Purcell's organ works?" Jeff never treated the customer as though they
didn't know anything about music, even ifit was obvious that they didn't.
"Ah, yes, once. She really liked the one we heard."
"Does she like any particular conductors or orchestras?"
"Do you have anything with Christopher Hegwood?"
"I have just the thing." And Jeff went straight to the shelf and found a CD. The man listened

to two tracks and left the shop with his purchase, grinning, very pleased with himself.
"How did you know which piece he would like?" Felicity asked Jeff after he had gone.
"I could see he was a Purcell man the minute he walked in the door." Jeffwasn't giving
anything away today. Felicity watched him with each customer and saw how he asked the
right questions to get the information he needed to help them. But mostly it was his
knowledge of music that gave him the advantage. He knew what was like what, and seemed
to be able to judge the breadth of interest of each particular customer. He would watch them
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move around the shop and pick up pieces. Sometimes he would put a different CD on the
shop's music system and see their reactions: heavy metal for the oldies and "heavy" classical
for the young punks. He would see them secretly tapping away. Sometimes he would tease
them when they came to make their purchase,
"Madam, we have a special on this week," he said to one grey haired lady one afternoon. "If
you buy this CD, you get the currently playing CD for five dollars." The CD was a heavy
metal band that she had been bopping to dOWl1 at the back of the s110p.
"Really," she retorted. "That music is for louts and larrikins."
"So sorry, madam," he acted contrite, winking at Felicity.
The weeks were flying by. Felicity was getting busier and busier. She raced to work one
afternoon, forgetting that she had promised her mother that she would go home first. When
she got to the shop, she asked Jeff if she could ring home.
"Couldn't wait to get here to see me, Fiddler?" Jeff teased when she explained her reason for
the call. Felicity blushed.
"I come for the music," she said, a little too emphatically.
"Sure you do, Fiddler," Jeff said, handing her the phone. Her mother was not impressed.
"You spend far too much time at that shop," she said. "How do you ever expect to do well?
When will you study?"
"I'll do it when I get home. I'll just stay up like you do, to work." Felicity had caught Jeffs
cheeky mood as soon as she had entered the shop.
"Felicity, I'm not in the mood," her mother snapped. "I've had a hard day at work."
"Sorry, Mum." Felicity tried to sound serious.
"You said you would come home before work. I needed to go through the dinners for next
week." Felicity knew this wasn't the real reason she was cross. Her mum often did the menus
without her, as she sometimes did without her mum.
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"Mum, I'm sorry. I just forgot." This time, Felicity was contrite. "I'll try to remember next
time." Felicity hung up feeling a bit guilty, although she wasn't sure why, but soon let the
feelings go and became engrossed in her work.
Felicity often stayed after they closed the shop and helped tidy the shelves. It was nice to
restore the shop to its neat, cosy state. She straightened the lounge chairs and magazines on
the table. It was the only music shop she knew of that had a lounge of its own. Book shops
often did but it was nice for customers to sit and listen to their chosen pieces in comfort.
While they worked, Jeff would tell her stories about different pieces and the lives of the
composers. Mrs Troy often did that too, but Jeffs stories were different somehow. Mrs
Troy's were serious and always related to the way Felicity was playing. They gave her great
insight into the composers and into music, but Jeffs were more about life and real people,
today's people. If anything, when Felicity had been at the shop, she was more enthusiastic for
her studies. She felt alive and real when she had been surrounded by music and in the
company of someone who loved it as much as she did.
"What instruments do you play?" Felicity asked Jeff one Saturday.
"I don't," Jeff said. He disappeared into the store room before Felicity could ask any more
questions. She was busy serving a customer when he came out and then the rest of the day
was busy. Jeff had already tidied up at closing time, somehow, and dismissed her gruffly.
Felicity puzzled about Jeff all week. How could someone who knew so much about music and
people's likes and dislikes not actually play an instrument? It didn't make sense. It was
obvious Jeff didn't want to discuss the matter because he avoided all discussion the next
Thursday night and Saturday. He wasn't his usual cheerful self either. It was most mysterious.
It didn't make sense either because Felicity was sure she had seen him scribbling something
that looked like music in the storeroom one evening. It looked like he was composing
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something. She didn't think it would be possible to compose if you didn't actually play any
instrument.
On the next Thursday, Jeff went out to get them coffees at the local take-away. Felicity
decided to see if she could find anything. She slipped into the store room after serving a
customer and started poking about amongst the papers on the desk. Just as she found the piece
of hand-written music, she heard the door chime. The customer went straight to a stand and
started browsing, so she took the paper with her and left it on the counter. The woman took
forever deciding what to buy and took all ofFelicity's attention. By the time she had gone,
Jeff had come back and was standing behind the counter with the score, holding it up.
"What is this doing out here?" he challenged Felicity, obviously very angry.
"I found it out the back when I took a return slip out there to file," she lied. "I thought you
said you couldn't play."
"I didn't say couldn't, I said didn't." Jeff marched off into the store room with his piece.
Felicity followed him.
"What do you mean? You must be able to play if you can write music."
"Oh, I can play. I just choose not to."
"Why is that?"
"Look, Fiddler, just because you are going to be the next Yehudi Menuhin doesn't mean that
everyone has to be a star." The door chime had rung and Jeff was on his way back into the
shop as he finished the sentence. Felicity didn't understand. Why would anyone who could
play, not play? And what instrument did he play? She felt an uneasiness about this new
information. She didn't like secrets and it seemed that Jeff had a big one. She wasn't sure why
it bothered her except that she had respected Jeff and now she didn't know what to think.
Why would he cover up something like this, whatever it was? Work became awkward. There
were no more stories, hardly any conversation at all really, just business stuff. He stopped
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calling her Fiddler and called her Ms Kempe. She hated it. A wall had gone up. How could
she break it down?
Then one day, a woman came into the shop. Felicity was serving her because Jeff was out the
back. When he came into the shop, she stopped talking and stood with her mouth open,
staring at Jeff. Jeff saw her and turned quickly to go back into the store room, but he was too
late.
"Jeff Winslow?" she half whispered.
"Hello, Mrs Leighton." Jeff stopped and turned to face her. She walked over to him and held
out both hands.
"Jeff, my dear, how are you?" There was real warmth in her voice. She was a striking woman
dressed in colourful but not outrageous clothes.
"Fine, thank you."
"How is your family?"
"Well, thanks. They moved to Tasmania."
"Yes, 1 know. But 1 didn't know you stayed here? Why?"
"I have the shop now. From the money, you know."
"Yes." Mrs Leighton seemed to know a lot about Jeff.
"Are you still teaching?" Jeff changed the subject.
"Yes, at the University now."
"You got the position then." Felicity's mind was racing. These two had obviously had a close
relationship, because they seemed to be asking quite important questions.
"Did you try again?" Mrs Leighton asked.
"No." Jeff hung his head. What was so shameful in all of this? "After Grandad, 1 couldn't
play again."
"Not play again? But Jeff, dear, you had such a future."
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"I couldn't try another year after missing out."
"And what about now? Surely after all this time, you could play again."
"No. I haven't touched the cello since the audition."
"That's four years."
"You don't have to remind me. Now, can I help you finish your purchase?"
Mrs Leighton could see, as well as Felicity, that Jeff was feeling exposed. Jeffs face looked
tired and he moved mechanically for the rest of the evening after Mrs Leighton left with her
purchase.
Felicity saw pain in Jeffs eyes the next work day. She kept her distance, not knowing how to
talk to him when he was so vulnerable.
Felicity constantly looked for opportunities to find out more about Jeffs mysterious
relationship with music. She didn't want to challenge him again; she had been too aware of
the pain in his eyes to want to inflict that on him again. But she really wanted to know what
had happened, partly out of curiosity and partly because she was sure that Jeff must have
been, and probably still was, talented and she couldn't bear the thought of any talent going to
waste. She looked for clues anywhere she could. She kept tabs on the types of music he
recommended and she watched how he reacted to different tracks. She knew that the cello had
been his instrument and that it was about his grandfather's death but she wanted to know
more. She decided to track down Mrs Leighton. So far, she knew she worked in a university.
So she looked up the staff lists until she discovered that she was in the language department at
Sydney University. She decided to write a letter because then if Mrs Leighton didn't want to
get involved, she could just ignore it.
The reply came back within the week. Mrs Leighton would like to meet Felicity. She had the
same concerns about Jeff but hadn't been able to work out why he wasn't playing any more. It
was two weeks until the School and Uni holidays so they agreed to meet on the Tuesday. The
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time flew. End of term assessment meant plenty of late nights even though Felicity was an
organised and consistent worker.
Mrs Leighton hugged Felicity when they met for coffee in Mosman. "Jeff is very lucky to
have a girlfriend who cares so much," she said.
"I'm not his girlfriend," Felicity blushed. "I just think anyone who can play, should."
"But you are obviously very keen on him and he on you," Mrs Leighton mused.
"I have to keep my head clear for my music." Felicity shook off the comment.
"I see."
"Tell me what you know about what happened to Jeff," Felicity pressed. They'd ordered
coffee and had moved to a seat outside in the autumn sun.
"All I know is that Jeffwas auditioning for the Con. I was good friends with his mother.
Something happened on the day of his audition and he wasn't able to continue and couldn't
finish the piece. Jeffwas devastated that he had done so badly. T11en his grandfather died, the
next day."
"Were they close?"
"Dreadfully. Jeff worshipped his grandfather."
"Did he try for t11e auditions again?"
"No. He became very depressed when he was grieving, He had started Law but dropped out
after one semester."
"I knew he was clever and had a way with words," said Felicity. "The way he convinces
people to buy CDs in t11e shop really astounds me sometimes. I can't imagine why he didn't
continue with Law."
"I don't know. I lost touch with the family after they moved to Tasmania. I only found out
that day when I came into the shop that he had used the inheritance from his grandfather to
buy the shop."
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Mrs Leighton seemed to think that was all there was to it but Felicity wasn't satisfied. She
knew there had to be more to it. She thanked Mrs Leighton and left, musing, determined not
to let it go.
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Ch 7

Brahms
Violin Concerto in D
"Felicity, sweetheart, you look terribly tired," her mother said as she walked past Felicity's
room. "Why don't you go to bed?" It was 12:30 am and her mother was just going to bed after
working on a presentation for work.
"I just have to finish off this assignment." Felicity sighed. She was tired. Almost another term
had passed already and the routine of school, music and work was hard to maintain.
"Is it due tomorrow?" 11er mother asked distractedly.
"No, it's due on Monday, but tomorrow afternoon I am going to Macca's with Jane and the
others and having an extra violin lesson, and then I have to work. Then Friday is violin,
Saturday is work and I also want to finish my English assignment on the weekend.
"Felicity, this is too much. You need to drop something." She came and sat on the bed next to
Felicity.
"Mum, don't worry, it's only three weeks till the holidays and once the English assignment is
finished, I don't have any big assignments left."
"Well, make sure you have a good break in the holidays." She patted Felicity on the shoulder
and stood up, moving towards the door.
"I need to start studying and doing old HSC papers. And I'm going to do some extra shifts at
the shop."
"What for? It isn't as though you need the money." Her mother turned around at the door.
"I need a new set of strings and I am saving up for another bow. I need one for the Stravinsky
that I can get the right sound with. The ones I've got sound either too sweet or too dry."
"Surely it can't make that much of a difference."
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"Mum, I wish you would at least try to understand the importance of the way things sound."
"I'm more concerned with you working yourself into tIle ground. You've hardly spent any
time with your friends lately. I'rn glad you are going to see them tomorrow."
"Jane and I are going to the pictures this weekend and there's another one we want to see in
the holidays."
"Well, at least that's something. Don't stay up too much longer. Goodnight." She turned off
the hall light as she left Felicity's room.
"Goodnight, Mum."
Felicity woke up the next morning with the pen in her hand, still in her clothes, the
assignment not finished. She changed into her uniform and went to the kitchen for breakfast.
She decided against taking her assignment out to finish

011

the dining room table. Instead, she

sat staring into space.
The day stretched ahead of her eternally. In fact, there didn't seem to be any respite again
until the holidays. Still, it was worth it if she got into the Con and the Australian Youth
Orchestra. She could keep going for another three weeks. Maybe Jane would understand if
she didn't study in the holidays and she slept for a few days.
Felicity yawned as she took her dishes to the sink.
"You're crazy," Jeremy said as he came in from his morning run. "Mum said you were up
after her. Like mother like daughter as they say ... "
"So?" Felicity couldn't be bothered engaging in an argument now. She went to clean her teeth
and collect all the things she would need for her long day. School books, violin, music,
clothes for work, hat, assignment to work on. She would have to make two trips to the car and
two into school. Just the thought of it made her feel tired.
By the time Felicity got to McDonalds, the rest of the gang had just about finished their
thickshakes. For a moment she wished that she had left working on the assignment until after
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their meeting but the stress of trying to get it done after her practice tonight was greater than
the need to be with her friends. Even Jane's raised eyebrows when she came in that said "see,
I told you you'd be late" didn't outdo the satisfaction of having the assignment ready to hand
ill before she went to 11er violin lesson.
"Well, see you tomorrow," Felicity said as she sculled the last of her orange juice.
"But you just got here," Garth jibed.
"Sorry, music lesson," Felicity said halfway out the door.
"Sorry, music lesson," Jane repeated sarcastically. "If I had a thick shake for every time I
heard that ... "
Felicity stayed up late again that night but this time she was playing her violin. She was
working on the Brahms Violin Concerto for the Australian Youth Orchestra auditions.
"Felicity," her mum called as she knocked on Felicity's door. "Time to stop so we can all get
some sleep."
"I have to get this piece right first," Felicity opened the door to talk to her mother.
"Not tonight. You were late last night and it makes it hard for the rest of us to sleep when you
are playing. You know that."
"But Mum, this is my piece for the Australian Youth Orchestra auditions and they're in a
week. I just have to get in. It is so important to have that experience if I want to be a soloist."
"It doesn't have to be this year though, does it? Isn't doing the HSC enough?"
"But when I'm at Uni or the Con' it will be easier to be in the Australian Youth Orchestra. It's
all part of the big plan."
"Felicity, you're only 17. You'll bum out before you're 20. You've got years ahead of you to
do all these things. What about choosing an easier piece? That one sounds very difficult. Will
you be ready?"
"Great! That's what Mrs Troy said. Doesn't anyone want me to succeed?"
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"Of course we do, but maybe you don't have to try so hard." Felicity reluctantly stopped
playing but she kept working at the Brahms in her head. It fitted her state of mind pretty well
actually, because it was a piece that pushed on and on, not monotonously because there was
plenty of colour but it had determination and bold sections that marched right over the top of
each other.
That afternoon, she asked Mrs Troy for help with the Brahms.
"Felicity, it's not too late to change if you do it now."
"But what can I do that's as good?"
"What about the Bach Partita? That will show off your vibrato and your versatility with your
fingering. And then you will have that all ready for the Con' auditions."
"But what if someone else does a harder piece?"
"Is it worth risking not being ready?"
"I'll be ready."
"But at what price?" Mrs Troy made her concentrate

011

other pieces for her lesson. But

Felicity was determined. If she asked for an extension for the English assignment, that would
give her an extra weekend to practise.
Jeff was no help either. At work, he refused to discuss her pieces, insisting on her unpacking
new stock all evening, even though he usually did that late on Fridays not Thursdays, which
were busier.
Mrs Baker, Felicity's English teacher, wouldn't give her the extension. She said it was
because Felicity needed to learn to manage her life. She had no idea what Felicity's life was
like so Felicity thought that was pretty cruel.
Felicity's weekend consisted of practising in the day and working on the assignment late into
the night. She had to cancel the pictures with Jane again. Jane said she wouldn't bother asking
her next time. Right now, Felicity was too tired to care. Three days until the audition and she
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could play the piece, but it didn't come automatically yet which meant that the likelihood of
making mistakes was pretty high.
On Sunday she finished the English assignment. It wasn't 11er best and she hated that but it
would get a pass and that would have to do.
She was glad that the auditions for the Sydney Youth Orchestra weren't until after they
announced the Australian Youth Orchestra audition results. She knew she couldn't afford the
costs of being in both Orchestras, and not having to practice another piece for an audition for
the Sydney Youth Orchestra so close to the HSC would be a relief. Still, if she didn't make
the Australian Youth Orchestra, she would have to do it. Anyway, she would have to have the
pieces ready just in case. At least the stress of another audition might not happen.
The orchestral excerpts were going okay so she felt good about that, It was just her chosen
piece that she wasn't really happy with. By the day of the audition, she still didn't have it just
as she wanted. She would just have to give it her best s110t. She felt quite alone as she walked
to the audition from the bus. She avoided Roena and the others. She just treated it as if it was
another orchestra practice, even though she held such high hopes for her performance.
As she suspected, the orchestral excerpts for the audition were fine. As soon as she started the
Brahms, she knew it was a bad idea. She was still concentrating on getting some passages
right and couldn't really feel the whole thing through seamlessly. She even made a few
mistakes. She was so angry with herself by the end that she wanted to stamp her feet and
stomp right out before she heard the feedback. It took all the will power she had left to hold
her ground. The adjudicators were very nice. They acknowledged the difficulty of the piece
but said she didn't need to be so ambitious. The Bach would have done just as nicely. Of
course she knew they couldn't tell her whether she was successful or not but she really got the
feeling that she wasn't. Almost three months to wait. It would fly though, with her schedule

Scheherazade

Jennifer Missen

63

she hardly had time to think about what she needed to do next, let alone what was in a week
or twelve weeks.
Anyway, she had holidays and Music Camp in less than a month. She had finished the
English assignment and there were no more major assignments until next term, so she wasn't
under as much pressure. Just the routine of school, practice, lessons and work.
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Ch 8
Rimsky-Korsakov
Scheherazade 2
"What were you daydreaming about all through Maths?" Jane asked as they walked out to
recess.
"Music Camp," said Felicity, not really listening. Music Camps were the highlight of her year
most years. Two weeks (now she was a senior) ofjust music. Kids from schools allover the
state were eligible. A few kids were just there for the fun and social side but most were really
keen musicians and made the most of the staff s experience and enthusiasm.
"When is that?"
"Second and third weeks of the holidays."
"Good, you can still come to the pictures with me next week."
"Well, actually, I should really practice because Mr Fontini will be there again this year and if
I get him for my tutor, I have to make the most of it."
"What's so good about Mr Fontini?"
"He just seems to know how to get the best out of my playing.
"Surely you could spare me an afternoon to go to the pictures."

"We'll see."
But by Wednesday of the first week, Felicity needed a break. She rang Jane.
"Do you still want to go to the pictures this afternoon?"
"Yeah sure. What will we see?"
"The new Bond film looks good."
"Okay. I think Sandra wanted to see that one too. I'll ring her."
"If you want. Shall we meet there or will I get Mum to pick you up?"
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"No, I'll meet you there. We'll try for the 1:45 session."
"Good, that will give me more time for practise this morning."
Felicity felt disappointed as she hung up. She didn't know Sandra all that well, she was new
to the school. It might mean that she and Jane couldn't have their usual conversations. Still, it
was only the pictures, S11e practised the Partita again before she left. As she did, she thought
of music camp and wondered about Kathleen and Philip. She and Kathleen had been meeting
at Music Camp since year 7 and she rather liked Philip who had been there for the first time
last year. When she arrived at the cinema, Sandra and Jane were already there.
"Hi Felicity," called Sandra waving. "It's a pity you couldn't join us for lunch. It was great."
"I didn't know you were going to have lunch."
"You said you wanted to practise before the session."
"Yeah but I didn't know you were going for lunch."
"Sorry, I didn't either until Sandra suggested it."
"Never mind, let's get our tickets."
The movie was okay but Felicity was a bit worried about Sandra and Jane being so pally. It
was as though Sandra had been Jane's friend since kindergarten. That was Felicity's job. And
now they would have two weeks together while she was away on camp. Still, camp would be
great and she was looking forward to catching up with Kathleen. They had a lot in common
and had played well together last year. And hopefully Phillip would be there again too.
Getting ready for camp was easy. Felicity had kept her list from last year and had added some
extra things that she knew would make life easier. Like her own music stand - there were
never enough - and extra clear plastic folders for new music.
Felicity stepped off the bus. Music Camp - two whole weeks of music, only music. She was
first in her hut. As she unpacked, she sang to herself. She chose a top bunk near the window.
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That way, even after light-out, there might be enough light coming in to be able to read. There
was always lots to memorise.
The other girls came in giggling. Bother, thought Felicity, not really serious musicians. The
two she didn't know had no instruments so they had to be pianists. The third was Roena.
Bother again. Her major competitor and she had to share a hut with her. At least she wouldn't
have to talk to them much; Roena seemed chummy with the other two and she didn't think
she had anything in common with them.
The girls barely acknowledged her, continuing their conversation.
"Did you see Mr Gensen?" called the redhead pianist loudly. The others giggled again. "He
looks even more eccentric this year."
"Yeah, that shirt is straight out of the

is" century," said Roena.

The girls dumped their stuff

on the other three beds and Roena led the other two on a tour of the hut, checking cupboards
and the ensuite.
"How can someone so sloppy-looking be such a perfectionist?" said the other pianist who had
a hard look and long thin wiry hair,
"It's almost impossible to concentrate when he is teaching. I can't stop from laughing about
the way he moves," said Roena.
"What do you mean?" redhead quizzed.
"He sort ofjust doesn't sit still," said Roena. "He jiggles about as he talks to you and while
you're playing as though he needs to do a pee."
"Eee," said the wiry girl. "I'm glad I'm Piano." The tllfee girls filed back out of the hut
without unpacking anything.
Felicity finished unpacking and then headed out. She went down to the hall to find out her
program. She liked the fact that her dorm was a fair distance away. It meant that she could
think a bit, going to and from sessions. She liked to be able to debrief.
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"Felicity!" It was Kathleen. They hugged like long-separated sisters. Kathleen didn't look a
bit like Felicity though. She was quite dumpy, wore glasses and had stiff, thick red hair. She
was wearing jeans and a twin set.
"Who's in your hut?" Kathleen asked after they had caught up on a year's goss and were
heading in to dinner.
"Roena and two girls I don't know. Two pianists I think."
"What are they like?"
"I don't think they are serious about music." Felicity led the way to a small table in the
corner.
"Why do you say that?"
"They were making fun ofMr Gensen and were glad they didn't have to work with him."
"But he is pretty funny and hard to work for."
"Yeah but if you get at least some time with him your playing is bound to improve."
"Sure, but I hope I don't get him as my primary like last time."
"You're a year older now though. You won't cry this time."
"Don't bet on it. He pushes so hard."
"Well, let's go and see and get it over with."
They were both in the same group sessions again and had scored Mr Gensen. Felicity looked
down the list of the individual tutors.
"Yes!" she exclaimed. "Mr Fontini." This was going to be the best camp ever.
"Lucky you," Kathleen grumped. "Guess who I got?"
"Not Mr Gensen?"
"Right first time. Maybe I'll just go home right now."
"Don't worry, I'll support you through it." Felicity and Kathleen talked for a little while
longer and then went to the orientation session.
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That night, Felicity fell asleep easily. Content, absolutely content.
She woke early to the sound of magpies warbling. It will still an hour till early breakfast so
she decided to hurry getting dressed and go to find somewhere to practice. Even though it was
cold, she decided to find somewhere outside. She felt so inspired it would be good to have no
sounds other than her violin. She found a spot near a cliff, sat down on her rug and warmed
up. Her fingers were stiff. It was very foggy and a cool two degrees but eventually she got her
fingers working. She played the Firebird a few times and then tried the Partita. Not so good
but okay. The violin felt and sounded different in the cold. It actually suited the Partita - the
crispness and hollowness of the notes and the freezing biting feel of the strings under her
fingers
"W110 was that screeching in the mist?" she heard someone callout to her as she walked in to
the dining hall for breakfast. It was Roena. All the girls at her table laughed loudly. Felicity
didn't care. She was still excited by the prospect of the camp and lessons with Mr Fontini.
Besides, she knew the Partita still needed a lot of work.
"Shouldn't really be on camp, playing like that," another voice called from the other side of
the room. Felicity recognised the boy from last year but couldn't remember his name. He had
gathered his breakfast back onto his tray and moved over to join the table of giggling girls.
They were deep in conversation by the time Felicity had collected her breakfast. She looked
around for Kathleen but she wasn't there so she ate alone.
Her first session with Mr Fontini was brilliant.
"Felicity, nice to see you again," he said when she walked into the practice studio. "What
would you like to work on first?" Just like Mrs Troy in that respect. He worked her hard like
Mrs Troy, but he had a different way of thinking about her fingering that really helped.
"Try it this way," he said when she started to play the Scheherazade solo. "Try doing really
wrong fingering, harder combinations. Then when you come back to the right fingering, it
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will be heaps easier." Mrs Troy wouldn't agree. Building bad habits, she would have called it.
The rest of the lesson was full of other creative ways to try things out.
The first group session went okay. They would be playing the Corelli Pastorale from
Concerto Grosso, No 8 Op 6 - the Christmas Concerto. It was a relatively simple piece but to
get it to sound typically baroque, as it was, with its lilting and swaying and Baroque rhythm,
was not easy. The piece had been chosen not only for the public concert at the end of the
camp but also to play at a charity concert at the end of the year. She and Roena were playing
the two violins, Kathleen was the cello, and Garth was the double bass. She loved Garth's
playing. In fact, she was starting to think she liked Garth. Roena was very obviously trying to
outdo Felicity. She kept racing ahead, showing off that she knew the piece. Felicity tried
really hard to ignore it.
Kathleen was quiet at lunch. Felicity gushed about her time with Mr Fontini. As they parted to
go to their private practice time, Kathleen said, "Felicity, do you think you could tone it down
a bit about Mr Fontini? I've got Mr Gensen, remember, and it's pretty disappointing enough
without having to hear how well Mr Fontini's lessons go.
"Sorry Kathleen," Felicity hadn't realised. "Wouldn't it help though if you l1eard what he had
to say? Then you could try it out."
"No, that would just get me into trouble with Mr Gensen. He has his way of doing things and
if I am going to survive the week, I have to practise his way."
"Poor thing," Felicity said as she left. She thought again how lucky she was to have scored
Mr Fontini.
Her solo practice and the rest of the week went swimmingly. She couldn't believe it when
they got to Friday night. Only one week left.
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The group sessions with Mr Gensen were hard work. It didn't seem to matter how hard
Felicity and Kathleen practised in between them or how little Roena practised, Mr Gensen
seemed to come down heavily on Kathleen and Felicity.
"Girls, girls," he would say. "That just won't do. Look, let me show you again." Mr Gensen
made them practise every phrase over and over his way.
"You must get rid of the bad habits. You can't just learn it off by heart. You have to feel the
music, Go away and practise again the way I showed you." It was just like listening to Mrs
Troy. At least when she reported back, Mrs Troy would be okay about her coming on Camp
again. She normally didn't like it. Mrs Troy didn't like her to learn from anyone else.
Over the week, Felicity and Kathleen were instructed to Mr Genseri's liking about how to
interpret the piece, how to learn fingering, and how to practise phrases until they were perfect.
Felicity was let down by the similarity with Mrs Troy's methods. She always thought of
Music Camp as a way to broaden her learning experiences but this wasn't doing that at all. At
least she still had a couple of sessions with Mr Fontini.
During the week, Felicity became more and more annoyed with Roena. She never seemed to
practice.
"Did you hear Roena playing yesterday?" Kathleen asked on Thursday morning.
"Yes." Felicity had tried to block out the experience.
"Wasn't she amazing?" Kathleen persisted.
"How could she play like that when she mucks around so much? You are supposed to be
dedicated if you have talent like that."
"People like Roena are probably gifted in lots of ways."
"They would be." Felicity hated her even more. Mrs Troy had always told her that she was
talented, and she believed she was gifted as well. After all, that's what her father always said.
The difference was that Felicity took everything seriously.
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"But Fel, don't you see, you are just like her?"
"No, I'm not that good."
"Well, maybe it is just a matter of letting go. Maybe Mr Gensen is right and you need to
develop that instead of resisting it."
Felicity thought about the day at Manly and how the fingering had just come to her. Maybe
Kathleen, Mrs Troy and Mr Gensen were right. It might be like that after all. She decided to
give it a go. Two days wasn't really enough for it to have an impact on the competition but it
was worth a try.
Felicity's mindset was different when she went to the next session with Mr Gensen. He
noticed and so did Kathleen. Felicity left her for dead on the piece. Every spare moment of
the next two days was taken up with practicing Mr Gensen's way.
"Fel, give me a break, I can't keep up," Kathleen complained at lunchtime on Friday.
"Sorry, Kathleen, I'mjust so determined to get this right."
"You're trying too hard again. Let's take a break."
"Okay, but just a short one. I still can't get these bars right." They were where Felicity had
practiced on the first morning. They played the Corelli again once through. Felicity was quite
pleased.
At dinner, Philip came over to them and said in a low voice. "Not bad, not bad, the fog has
cleared somewhat."
"Thanks," said Felicity. "I thought it was pretty good."
"Still, not good enough to get the solo from Roena," Philip said and walked off. That was all
she ended up seeing of him and his lock of red hair.
"We'll see," Felicity called after him.
Philip was right though. There hadn't been enough time for Felicity to take advantage of her
newfound insights. Roena outshone her on the final night. Felicity played well but it wasn't
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the same. At least Felicity knew that she could do better and how to go about it. She left camp
with a mission and a renewed sense that if she got to the Con', she could really go places.
Coming back from Camp was always a real let down. They were also in their last semester at
school. It would be busy and full, so many different things to fit in. TIle HSC, the formal 
everyone was talking about it now, deciding on dresses and partners. Felicity knew she
wouldn't go with a partner. She liked it better that way. Besides, Garth would be there as part
of the group so that would be enough. Then there were the auditions too.
The audition for the St Monty's-Cherrybrook orchestra soloist for Scheherazade was on
Felicity's birthday. She wasn't naive enough to think that it would increase the chances of her
being selected for the solo. She had spent every spare minute for nearly two weeks practicing.
Her only real competition was Roena and she was very stiff competition. Since camp, Roena
had been working with Mr Gensen. Even though Felicity knew that Mrs Troy was as good a
teacher, lately she had been very tired and hadn't been as demanding on Felicity in her
lessons. So Felicity had had to be her own hard taskmaster. She wasn't sure if she had been
tough enough. The Scheherazade solo was an exhausting, demanding role. As soon as she
started to play, though, she knew it was going to go well. She closed her eyes and her spine
tingled. Even though she was only being accompanied by a keyboard, the pianist made it
sound as much like an orchestra as he could have. Felicity's imagination did the rest. She had
chosen to play the most difficult part in spite of her failllre at the Australian Youth Orchestra
audition but she knew she was playing at her best. It was just as she had imagined herself
after the concert she attended with Mrs Troy at the beginning of the year.
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Ch 9
Mussorgsky
Night on Bare Mountain
Fear, excitement, resolve, dread and regret. Felicity's whole body tingled and ached in
different places as she held the letter in her hand. Inside was the first of many letters she
would receive over the next few months that would tell her about her future. This one was the
result of her Australian Youth Orchestra audition. She didn't really want to open it because
she was pretty sure she hadn't made it in. Instead, she sat on the back step thinking about
what she would say to herself after she had read the letter. She had practiced lots of sentences
already. Her best one was, "Just as well really, there is too much travelling to fit in with
studies at the Con' and Uni." She liked it best because it assumed she would make it into the
Con', which put a positive spin on a negative result. It did mean that she would still have to
audition in two weeks for the Sydney Youth Orchestra and that added a lot of pressure but she
decided to put that thought away for now.
"Just as well ... ," she repeated three times to herself.
Felicity took a deep breath and opened the letter. She scanned it for the answer.
.. .regret...

There was the word she had been expecting but hoping not to see. She got up and paced the
back yard. She really had known. So why was she so angry?
Because deep down, that had been what she wanted most. She hadn't even admitted it to
herself. Her dream had always been to play overseas and this would have been an opportunity
for exposure. And she was very sure that Roena would be in. The anger welled and swirled
within her. It changed to disappointment and then to regret and then back to anger with
herself. Stubbornness. Bother her stubbornness. Mrs Troy had been right. She should have
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chosen something that she had mastered. Somehow, admitting that to herself helped Felicity
to start resol ving,
"Oh, well," she said to herself as she sat back down on the step. "Sydney Youth Orchestra
auditions in two weeks. I will prove to myself that I can do well at an audition and ... " She
went over all the positives. In about ten minutes she was ready to tell Jeff and her parents that
she hadn't been successful this time and even to hear Roena's gloating that she had.
"Who's for the pictures tonight?" Michael Kemp called out as he came in the front door from
work.
"Me," called Jeremy from in front of the TV.
"If I get this presentation finished before dinner." Carol Kempe sounded stressed as usual.
"Well, I'll cook dinner to give you some extra time. Where 's Fel?"
"In her room." Michael went to ask Felicity
"I've got to practice this piece for my lesson tomorrow." Felicity used a well-worn excuse.
She had been playing the Mussorgsky Night on Bare Mountain. It was a dramatic, fiddly
piece and to get it right, it was important to imagine the orchestra playing with her. It was a
good piece to take out frustration on because it was very busy and had loud, fast passages. It
was based on the Witches' Sabbath held on the feast ofSt John, at mid-summer, on Bare
Mountain. It got wilder and wilder as the witches' celebration degenerated. Felicity had been
caught up in its emotion but as her father entered her room. She put down the violin with a
sigh.
"Come on, Fel," her father encouraged, sitting on her bed. "We'll see whatever you want.
You need a break from all this music."
"If I said I was working on an English or Biology assignment you wouldn't say I needed a
break."
"Yes, I would. You need a balance."
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"Dad, this is important to me."
"Of course it is, but it is sounding pretty good."
"Mrs Troy wouldn't think so."
"Suit yourself, but do take a break and do something else later." Michael got up to go.
"We'll see." Felicity had started playing again before he left the room.
It was after midnight when her mum came in on her way to bed.
"Felicity, you really are putting too much time into your music. Your school work will start to
suffer if you keep this up."
"I won't let it."
"But getting good marks is the most important thing. You can't choose a good career like
Medicine or Law if you don't get good marks and you are certainly capable of doing that."
"I know, you keep telling me, but I have to play too or it's like I'm not alive."
"You can still play if you are a doctor. Look at Professor Chaney."
"He only plays for a local orchestra, he's not a professional."
"Being a professional isn't everything."
"It is to me."
"If you try to do both, it will be too much."
"No it won't, I can do it."

She was starting to think Jane and Sandra were doing it on purpose. They had asked her over
to study again but had chosen the exact time of the school concert band performance. They
knew she had the solo, she was sure she had told Jane. How would she ever be able to fit in
Jane's friendship with things being so busy? She tried to ring Jane back to make another time
to study but her mother said she was at Sandra's. Great. She had to tum her attention back to
practice for now. She'd talk to Jane at school on Monday. But Jane wasn't at school on
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Monday. It was unusual, Jane was hardly ever sick. By Tuesday, Felicity was back into the
week and didn't get a chance to catch up with Jane until Friday.
"Can we study together this weekend?" she asked Jane at lunch.
"Sorry, Sandra's parents have asked me to their house at Lake Macquarie." Jane didn't sound
very sorry.
"Have a great time." Felicity stormed off.
Probably just as well. Felicity wanted to try another Maths HSC paper and she knew that Jane
wasn't ready. She would probably have ended up explaining things to Jane anyway.
She had a great time at work on Saturday. Jeff had returned to his normal self for the moment
after their visit from Mrs Leighton. He had been really subdued at first but because Felicity
had not pestered him since then, he had started to trust her again. They bantered with each
other lightly all afternoon. As she left, he said, "I am going to James Bond tonight. Do you
want to come?"
"Sure," she said. "I love James Bond."
Sydney Youth Philharmonic practice was good too. It was her turn to play the solo and it went
very well. Jeff picked her up after dinner. The movie was fun. She did really enjoy James
Bond. She liked all his gadgets. So she actually slept really well that night.
She got up early and did the Maths paper and then practised the Scheherazade.
Then she decided to do a physics paper. They were starting to become easier, she didn't have
to look up so much each time.
"Felicity, we're going to get ice-creams," her mum said after lunch. "Why don't you come?"
"I have to go to the shop. I want to help Jeffwith setting up for the sale on Monday."
"I hope he is paying you."
"Yes, it will get me an extra bit in case I get into one of the orchestras."
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"How are you going to manage Uni and travelling around with an orchestra? It's hard enough
with all the concerts you have now, and trying to study."
"Mum, I'll do it. I'm nearly there for the HSC and it's only September."
"Yes, but how much sleep have you had lately?"
"Enough. "
"Okay, then, we'll bring you home an ice-cream and put it in the freezer."
"Thanks, Mum. See you."

At Orchestra on Monday, they announced that Felicity had been chosen to play the solo for
the Scheherazade. Felicity's moment had arrived. The 011e she had dreamt about, her first
really challenging solo, her chance to show what she could do. Roena was furious and
stormed off after practice. Felicity rang Mrs Troy but there was no answer.
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Ch 10

Bruch
Scottish Fantasy
Felicity came home from school the next Wednesday. She went to her bedroom and changed
out of her uniform. She took her violin from its case and stroked the wood. She Pilt the
instrument under her chin and closed her eyes. She drew the bow across the strings slowly
and deliberately. No warm up exercises today. She needed to become lost in the music. Not
Mozart or Bach or Beethoven. Her own music. The music that came from her soul. She
needed this music today because her soul was breaking. As she played, tears poured down her
face. She didn't wipe them away, she just let them fall, let them combine with the music,
trying to wash away her grief. Mrs Troy had had another stroke. She was paralysed and would
not teach again. Her precious Mrs Troy, who believed in her. How could she do that? What
was she going to do now? She had no ally for ller music now. How would she get into the
Con' without Mrs Troy? The grief overcame her. She put her violin on the bed and fell,
sobbing into her pillow. She didn't care who heard. She was engulfed in the pain of her loss.
"Felicity." Her mother's voice was in the hall. "Dinner's ready." She must have fallen asleep.
It was dark. She hadn't even heard them come home. Her head throbbed as she sat up. The
wave of grief returned. She didn't want to face them. She just wanted to be alone. She felt so
ashamed about her selfishness. Poor Mrs Troy. The loss would be just as great for her. Never
to teach again. Not to see her students through to the end of the year.
"Felicity." Her mother knocked on the door. The handle turned and the door opened slowly.
"Felicity, darling, what is wrong?"
Felicity looked at the concern on her mother's face. Suddenly, she wasn't 17, she was three
again. Like when Moggy died.
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"Mrs Troy," she sobbed, "she's gone."
"Darling, she will be back."
"No, she's had another stroke." She hardly got the words out, the violent sobbing overtook
her body again and she clung to her mother.
"Oh, Felicity, sweetheart, I'm so sorry." Her mother held her the way she used to, rocking her
back and forth. For ages, they sat on the bed.
"What will I do now?" Felicity said through the sobs.
"Darling, let's not worry about that tonight." Her mother stroked her hair. "Why don't you
come and have some dinner and we'll talk about it after school tomorrow."
"I can't eat, I can't go to school, I can't do anything without Mrs Troy."
"Well come and sit with us anyway." Her mother gently picked her up and guided her out to
the dining table.
Felicity sat silently while the others ate. They may have been talking btlt Felicity didn't hear
anything.
After tea, her mother took her to the hospital. The nurse on the desk wouldn't let her see Mrs
Troy.
"Family only." She pointed to the sign on the door.
"But Mrs Troy doesn't have any family," Felicity protested.
"What's your name then?"
"Felicity, I'm one of her students."
"Ah, she's been asking for you. We thought you must have been a daughter or something.
Come on, I'll take you in." As she led Felicity into the room, she added, "She is very unwell.
Be prepared for lots of tubes and everything."
Felicity was shocked by her sallow look. But she stayed as long as the nurse let her. Mrs Troy
was asleep so she just sat there holding her hand.
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Felicity did go to school the next day, and to work afterwards but her mind was not on the
job.
"What's up, Fiddler?" Jeff asked. "You look awful."
"Nothing, I'm fine," was all Felicity would say.
After the last customer left, Jefftumed over the sign on the door from "Open" to "Closed".
He came to where Felicity was sorting a stack of CDs and touched her shoulder.
"Now," he said firmly, "are you going to tell me what's up or not?"
Felicity couldn't keep it in any longer. She looked up at Jeff, her face full of grief. "Mrs
Troy ... , she's ... , her ... , I... , stroke." Once again, the tears engulfed her words.
"Oh, Fiddler, I'm so sorry." Jeffput his arms around her and held her until the sobs subsided.
He put his finger under her chin and lifted it so that she was looking into his eyes. He bent
and kissed 11er gently on the nose. Then he kissed her mouth. She let him because the feeling
it gave took away some of her pain. It made her feel warm and safe.
As he kissed her, his hand moved from her shoulder down to the small of her back and he
held her tightly. As she melted into his arms, she started to feel something slipping away from
her. What was it?
"No!" She tried to say through Jeffs lips hard on her mouth.
She pulled away hard and leapt across the shop. She fled through the door. Jeff followed her
but not far. Felicity fled into the night. She ran and ran, her dreams falling away behind her,
shattered by the intrusion of the wonderful feeling of Jeffs warmth. Turmoil, confusion took
over her body, consuming her thoughts and emotions and quelling her spirit. She ran and ran,
carried by the confusion. No one was about. No one to calm the Whirlpool. She ran.
She kept running as the thoughts danced around in her head.
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Where could she run to? She couldn't go home, not like this. She couldn't go to any of her so
called friends; they always went on about how prudish she was. Mrs Troy was ill. Dad would
just be angry. Mum, she couldn't face her mum because ... well she might be nice.
And Jeremy? What would he know about such things? All he knew was football.
She needed to go home. She needed to be in her bedroom. But how could she face her family?
She felt locked inside her head. She didn't even know how far she had rlll1 or where she was.
She felt so disoriented. She looked around frantically for something she recognised. Nothing.
She started to panic again. She ran this way and that, trying different streets. Nothing was
familiar. For a second time in two days, she felt three years old.
She sat down on a seat and tried to collect her thoughts. Why couldn't she think straight? Her
head felt completely disjointed from her body, like she was looking at someone else. She tried
to think of her favourite piece of music but she couldn't even remember the tune. What was
happening to her? A bus went past and later, another. Eventually, Felicity realised that she
was sitting at a bus stop. She looked at the sign. Buses to Mosman stopped here. If she went
to Mosman, she could get home from there. She looked in her purse. Not enough for a fare.
Then she remembered her emergency money. After all these years, mum nagging her, feeling
silly for leaving it taped in the unused zip pocket of her purse, she finally had cause to use it.
It was ages before the next Mosman bus came along. By the time she got home, she was so
exhausted that she didn't care what anyone said. Her mum quizzed her about why she was so
late and she mumbled something about having to help in the shop after work. She didn't want
to think about it now.
She fell on her bed and slept fitfully. Several times she woke and lay there, the tingling,
confused, fuzzy headed feeling still with her.
The next morning she could think more clearly. She sat up in bed and thought about what had
happened. It scared her to think that she could have been so stupid. To think that Jeff really
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liked her in that way and she had never known was really embarrassing. She wondered how
she could go back to her job and face him. It spoiled everything because the job would not be
the same. She wanted it to be like it had been. Fun and music and getting to know each other
as musicians. She didn't want to think about Jeff as a boyfriend. She didn't really want a
boyfriend. She had too much to do; she didn't want to be distracted from her music or study.
And anyway, what about Garth? He was nice too. She sat for ages playing the scene around in
her head but it never came out differently. What if she hadn't stayed back to help pack up?
What if she hadn't been so upset about Mrs Troy? It just didn't make any sense. She hadn't
seel1 any signs that Jeff felt that way. How was she going to talk to him again? She wished she
could ask Mrs Troy. But the only person she could think of asking was Jane. It was going to
be really embarrassing but she had to do it.
"Jeffkissed me last night," she guardedly told Jane after Maths the next day.
"Good," said Jane, "About time."
"No it's not." Felicity had spent years listening to Jane's problems and understanding. How
come Jane didn't have the same empathy for her?
"But you like him don't you?"
"As a friend ... Well maybe, I don't know. I thought we were friends but I hadn't thought
about it."
"Grow up, Fel.' Jane sounded like her mother. "People who like each other kiss."
"But we haven't even been on a date."
"Jeez, Fel, This is the

zo" century."

"So I just skip all that and go straight to marriage and happy families, is that it?"
"Why does it have to be all or nothing with you?
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Never mind." Jane withdrew to Psychology.
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"Great," thought Felicity. "Now what?" She had to go to work tomorrow and face Jeff. What
would she say? What would 11e say? She hardly slept that night and couldn't eat breakfast in
the morning.
Jeff was serving customers when she slunk through the door of Cadence and slid behind the
counter. She tried to look busy but he came over to her when he had seen the customer to the
door.
"Hey, Fiddler," he said, concerned. "Are you okay?"
"Yeah, I guess." Felicity said shyly.
"Sorry about the other night. Got carried away. Won't happen again."
"Won't it?"
"Not if you don't want it to."
"Not right at the moment, there's too much going on."
"I figured that."
"We're still friends though, aren't we?"
"Absolutely, Fiddler, absolutely."
"That's good."
It was still a bit awkward for the next couple of weeks but they were soon back to their
normal silliness and seriousness.
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Ch 11

Rimsky-Korsakov
Scheherazade 3
Felicity whirled through the kitchen like a bag lady on skates, violin flying from one shoulder,
school bag and sports bag on the other.
"Mum," she called out. "Can you keep my dinner? I'll be home at 9:30."
"Darling, you're not going to work again tonight are you?" her mum had put down the
vegetable knife and come out into the passage way. "You were so late last night and you have
that Chemistry exam tomorrow."
"I know, Mum, but Jeff needs me to help again."
"Felicity, slow down, you can't keep up this pace."
"It's okay. I can do it all."

Felicity rushed into Cadence, nearly knocking over a customer who was coming out.
"Hey, watch out Fiddler." Jeffwas cross. He liked Cadence to be a place where people
relaxed and enjoyed music.
"Sorry," Felicity puffed. "And sorry I'm late. I missed the bus."

Jeff let it go but Felicity could tell he wasn't pleased. He kept commenting on how busy it had
been and how he could have used the extra pair of hands. To make matters worse, Felicity
was so tired that she kept making mistakes. Jeff found three CDs in the wrong places and
Felicity short-changed a customer and had to apologise when she came back and complained
to Jeff. Felicity knew she was letting him down but she just got cross with him and snapped
whenever he spoke to her. When they closed up, he called her into the back room.
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"You're pushing it, Fiddler, you need to slow down. You're heading for a nervous
breakdown."
"What would you know?" Felicity snapped. "You just work here and don't do anything else.
How would you know where your limits are., let alone mine?"
"Alright, that's it." Jeff spun around to face Felicity. "You've been fishing to find out about
me from the day you turned up. I had a nervous breakdown when I was 17."
"No way, that's too young."
"Well, I thought so too; I thought I was invincible. But like you, I had set my hopes on a
music career and pushed myself like you do. But I mustn't have been as strong or something."
"Why? What happened?"
"I couldn't finish my audition for the

COIl.

I froze in the middle and couldn't continue."

"Why?"
"Why? What sort of question is that? What about, 'were you okay?' or 'were they nice about
it? ,,,
"But I don't understand how you couldn't finish it." There was silence for a full minute. Jeff
paced a bit back and forth in the tiny back room. He sighed heavily.
"My grandfather was dying and I couldn't bear it," he said finally. He sat down in the chair at
the desk and Pllt his elbows on the desk with his head in his hands.
"Oh." Felicity hung her head.
"And then he died the day after and I didn't even get to be with him or tell him I was sorry."
Felicity had to strain to hear Jeff through his hands.
"Sorry about what?" Jeff lifted his head and looked hard at Felicity.
"He lived my dream with me and I could hear the disappointment in his voice when I told him
about the audition. I know, or at least I think., the disappointment was for me but I still feel
like I let him down."
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"But you didn't. It was your dream."
"I know but he was the one who really wanted it with me."
"Wow. What happened after that?"
"I couldn't play. I had anxiety and depression. Panic attacks. I went on medication but it was
still a long time before I could go out of the house. When I finally could face tIle world again,
I used my inheritance to buy this shop. That's it."
"Do you play at all?"
"No."
"Crumbs. How can you not play?"
"I just don't."
"Sorry."
"What for?"
"For saying you didn't know your limits."
"Well at least now you know why I keep telling you to slow down. And, you won't keep
bugging me and my friends to find out more about me."
"But I'm okay. No one has died or is likely to in my family. Mrs Troy is going to be okay."
"That's not the only thing that can lead to a breakdown. Just working yourself into the ground
will do it."
"Look, this year is hard because of the HSC but I'm nearly there now. I'll do it."
"Yes, but you are setting yourself up for a life that never stops."
"But I'll be doing what I love."
"Maybe."
"What do you mean: maybe."
"You're not in yet. Don't count your chickens."
"Thanks for the vote of confidence."
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"You know what I mean. I know you can do it but you're not there yet."
"Do you expect me to just give up?"
"No, just don't expect so much of yourself. You're not superwoman. You've years to do all
these things. Take it easy."
"I don't want to. I want it now."
"Don't say I didn't warn you." Jeff gave up. "Time to lock up and go home to bed."
"Not for me. I've got to study."
"See?" Jeff laughed.
"What?" The tension at least was broken between them. They teased each other as they
locked up and Jeff even drove her home so she wouldn't have to be up so late.
The evening of the St Monty's-Cherrybrook Orchestra Concert was upon her before Felicity
had really had time to get excited or nervous. But getting ready, and meeting the others for the
final practice session and warm up was incredibly exciting. Playing with an orchestra, playing
the Scheherazade was magic. It completely absorbed her; far more than it did when she was
listening. And having the solo part was heaven, Still, she was nervous. She wasn't sure she
would have the confidence to stay relaxed for the final bars in which the whole climax
depended on her. She tried hard to remember all Mrs Troy's conversations about soloists and
trying to fit in with the orchestra and what the conductor was asking. If she could just
combine all the enjoyment with those words, then it would all work out. So, she sank further
into the music and rode its melody. It was over far too quickly.
"Bravo! Hoorah!" came the shouts. Felicity couldn't even remember how she had played. It
must have been okay though. Roena was looking daggers at her. She stayed on a high all
through the rest of the week. She finally felt a part of her dream.
Felicity was still riding high on the feelings of the Orchestra performance on the day of her
audition for the Sydney Youth Orchestra. She was also playing a piece she loved as her

Scheherazade

Jennifer Missen

88

chosen piece: the Adagio from the Symphonia Concertante by Schnieder was a piece she had
stumbled upon by chance. It was so totally about who Felicity was. It had been quite difficult
to find a group to make the accompanying tape but she was very pleased with the result. So
all she had to do now was to play at her best again. It wasn't technically difficult but it would
be a challenge to bring the right amount of emotion without going overboard, especially
considering the high she was on.
She did play amazingly. So leaving the hall knowing that, and heading off to get ready for the
Year 12 formal, she couldn't have been happier. On the way home, as she skipped down the
laneway beside her house, she kept an eye out to make sure no one was looking. At 17, she
knew she was too old to be skipping or at least to be caught doing it but her heart was so light
that she couldn't help herself.
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Ch 12
Berlioz
Symphonie Fantastique - A Ball
As Felicity walked into the hall, she looked down at her dress. She was really pleased with it.
It was mauve and it swished when she walked, She had decided against the strapless or shoe
string dresses that the other girls were wearing because she didn't want to be worried about
whether the dress would stay up or not. But it wasn't just a sensible dress, it was a bit
eccentric and individual. There was a crowd gathered in the entrance way and as she
approached, Felicity could see that they were all looking at a board that had the table seating.
Last week, she had put her name on the table with Jane and Michael and Garth. She was
really hoping that Garth might ask her to dance. Lately she had noticed that not only was 11e
really smart but he thought about things the way she did. She looked to see what the table
number was but couldn't find her name. Then she saw that it had been crossed out and
Sandra's name had been added in her place. Felicity gasped. She looked again, not believing.
How could someone do that? She stood there for ages. She could feel the tears welling up
inside her from somewhere between her stomach and her heart. She was powerless to stop
them. She was trapped. She wanted to run away, but there were so many people milling

around that she knew that they would see that she was crying. So she stayed. People came and
went, looking for their table, excited about the night, buzzing, talking, together. Felicity was
alone. What should she do? She searched frantically but she couldn't see her name anywhere
on the board. Nobody seemed to notice that she was there. Eventually, there was no-one else
around. But she still didn't move.
While Felicity was standing there, the nerd group came up, one at a time, stood in front of the
board and left. They were like small clouds of fog, rolling in and out, coming and going
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without any mind to what effect they had on those around them. And yet, they were connected
internally. Not to each other but to some sense of who they were. Some identity, not group
identity, individual identity. They weren't all like that. Some were fearful and shy. She
wondered whether they were like that from years of being teased. Yet they persisted with who
they were. On the outside, rejected, on the inside, connected.
Eventually, she decided to go into the hall. But as she walked in, she felt that she had been
sidelined. Like Jeremy was in football sometimes. She felt she was floating on the edge,
discarded. She had to find somewhere to sit. The only table that had seats was the nerd table.
She hated the thought of being classed among them but hoped it would be better than
hovering. At least she could down sit there.
She walked over to the table. The group looked as though they took comfort in the proximity
of themselves. She debated whether to ask if she could join thenl. She felt so uncomfortable
with the whole idea. It was ridiculous.
"Hi Allan," she said to the boy with the long greasy hair who was always top in Computing
Studies. "How did you go in the Maths test?" It was a lame excuse to talk but allowed her to
sit down.
"What are you doing here?" Allan replied. No tact. She couldn't tell whether he meant the
table or the dance.
"Just thought I would be friendly." What else could she say? She told herself it was just
temporary. She could find somewhere else as the night got going and people were dancing
and moving around. But it was no good. Sitting there wasn't better, so she went back to
floating on the edge.
Part of her wanted to leave altogether, to go out into the spring night air and be alone. But she
couldn't get in touch with that part of her enough. The other part of her was determined not to
let Sandra win. Jane was her best friend and even if Jane didn't want to be with her tonight,
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this was still the Year 12 formal. She had waited her whole life to go to this dance and she
was jolly well going to stay, even if it meant being alone all night. She saw Garth dancing
with Sandra. They looked happy enough, Felicity was too emotional in other ways to feel
jealous. She was getting pretty fed up with this feeling of lost-ness. How could she get
through the rest of the night without drowning in it? She wanted to pretend nothing had
happened but how could she? She was overwhelmed by her sense of loss of the position she
thought she had. Every time she tried to push it away, it rolled back over her like crowds of
clamouring seagulls trying for a single crumb.
She wanted the feeling to go away so she cOlLld think straight. Felicity tried to carve a path
through the commotion in her mind. Reaching out to fathom what the others must have been
thinking. What were they thinking now? The din was too loud. She would just have to wait
for it to calm down or go away, supposing of course that it would. She would be as normal as
possible in the meantime, whatever that meant, What did that mean? What would she have
done if things had turned out differently? If she were still sitting at the table with Jane and
Michael and Garth and the others, what would she be doing now? She hoped she might be
dancing with Garth. That was something she could try for. An encounter. She decided to
watch his every move and to engineer a meeting in which he would have to ask her to dance.
The current song was about halfway through so she asked Allan to dance.
"What? Me?" was his incredulous reply. "Yeah, sure." As though he had won the lottery or
something.
She felt totally self-conscious leading him to tIle dance floor, and wanted to be swallowed up
when he started to dance. It was really quite pathetic. He seemed to have no sense of rhythm
or feeling for the music. For Felicity this was completely foreign. She slipped easily into the
beat. Allan didn't even seem to be aware she was there. Despite his lack of outward tuning,
inwardly he was totally absorbed. The effect of the music on him was remarkable. By the time
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the song had finished, he was transformed into another character altogether. Flamboyant, and
alive. When the music stopped, the puppet strings relaxed and he become lifeless again. Her
plan had worked, though. Allan shrank back to the table and she was left standing next to
Garth.
"Hello," he offered, a little coy. "Dance?" Felicity didn't reply but moved closer to him. The
emotion of the evening enveloped her again and she just wanted to be close to someone. TIle
music didn't really signal for closeness but Garth didn't draw back. Instead, he whizzed her
around in a whirlwind, their bodies touching from shoulder to hip, their arms and legs making
a dancing octopus.
By the time the dance was finished, Felicity was free of the clouds. Now she was in a
different frenzy. A desperate feeling of belonging had crowded in and taken the place of the
clamouring aloneness. The music turned slow and she and Garth floated around the room. She
would have stayed forever in that cocoon. But the song ended and with it, the spell was
broken. Garth, as though nothing had happened for him, thanked her and was gone. The roller
coaster was too much. She fled.
She lived in a daze all weekend. But she was stuck on a roundabout. She just hadn't seen this
coming. She honestly couldn't figure out why this had happened. Why had they rejected her
so cruelly?
Her mum was too far into the thoughts of her own day to wonder why Felicity had asked to be
dropped off a block from school the next day. After all, it wasn't that many years since
Felicity had insisted on this happening every day. She didn't even seem to need her much
searched-for excuse. What she thought she was going to achieve by walking that extra block
and delaying the start of the school day and the inevitable clash with her feelings about the
dance, she had no idea. She had known from before the end of the dance that the moment
would come when she had to just walk in and face them. Should she be cool or even cold or
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should she be jolly and pretend it llever happened? She had even considered just being herself
and acting normally towards them but she realised that she didn't actually know what that
meant.
She heaved her violin and school cases out of the car, a reason why she should have taken the
lift the whole way to school, and trudged as slowly as she could towards the gates.
Felicity walked in through the gates and her decision was made for her. Jane and Sandra were
walking in the front door, amlS linked, heads together laughing about something.
"Hey, Fel," Michael called out to Felicity, running up behind her. "What did you think of the
band,eh?"
"Good, I guess," Felicity tried to be normal.
"Good?" Michael retorted. "They were awesome."
"Don't you think the beat got a bit monotonous?"
"Man, Fel, where have you been living? That's what's in." Michael was shaking his head.
"Anyway, what happened to you? We hardly saw you?"
At least Felicity knew it hadn't been Michael who had crossed her name off. "Oh, I decided to
hang out with lots of different people as it could be the last time we seem some of them."
"But you danced with Garth," Michael almost pouted. "How come you didn't save one for
me?"
"You didn't ask," Felicity answered truthfully.
"Dumb me." They were at the classroom door and Mrs Baker had started the lesson so
Felicity had time to regroup before she had to face any of the others.
She was pretty sure it was either Jane or Sandra who had crossed her name out. All she had to
do was find out why.
But there wasn't really time to find out about Jane and Sandra. They avoided her at school
and she decided to just leave it. HSC exams loomed and although she had prepared well, she
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couldn't afford to be distracted, not now. She had done all the work she could have done. She
rallied all her determination and put the dance and Jane and Sandra out of her mind.
Somehow, the actual exams were an anticlimax after all the hard work. It seemed weird that
all her schooling had been leading up to these exams and now they were finished. Felicity
turned her focus to the next step - the Conservatorium auditions.
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Ch 13

Mozart

Violin Concerto No 3 - Adagio
Felicity put down the phone.
"Mum," she called, in tears. "How could she?"
"Felicity, what's the matter?" her mother's voice showed little concern.
"My accompanist is sick and can't come to the audition."
"Felicity, you could show at least some concern."
"But what am I going to do? I'll never get another accompanist now."
"What about that nice man, Jeff, you always talk about?"
"Oh mother, he doesn't play any more."
"Well, ring the Conservatorium, they might be able for find you one."
"The instructions say that you have to find your own."
"Yes, but surely they could give you some suggestions."
"Oh, forget it, mother, you have no idea." Felicity stormed off to her room.
"Felicity," her mother called after her, but didn't continue.
Felicity knew her mother was right but didn't want to ring the Con because she didn't want

them to think she wasn't competent to organise an accompanist herself. She sat for an hour,
trying to think of another way.
In the end, slle decided to swallow her pride and ring them. They did give her a list and the
first person she rang was available. They wouldn't have time to get together for a practice but
at least she would be accompanied.
On the day of the audition, Felicity felt excited, sad, afraid, nervous and happy. It was
somehow different from all the other auditions because this one had a direct impact on what
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happened next year and for her career. She had worked so hard for this and knew that she
would be able to give it her best, but it wasn't the circumstances that she had dreamed of. She
had so wanted to share this day with Mrs Troy. She wanted Mrs Troy to be part of the result
of all her hard work.
Felicity prepared mechanically. She dressed in a familiar and comfortable outfit. She tied
back her hair. She checked her violin for the fifth time and looked over the music once more.
She had prepared a fresh sheet, carefully copying the fingering and comments that Mrs Troy
had made on her original copy. She thought that Mrs Troy would approve. It seemed that this
would help her to be fresh for the interpretation of the piece that the audience and occasion
required. She tried to think back to the conversations about interpretation that she had had
with Mrs Troy.
"Playing a musical instrument is not just about the person playing and the piece," she would
have said. "You have to read the audience and the occasion."
She knew that the audience would consist of teachers from the Con and that they would all be
familiar with the piece. She knew that she needed to be technically perfect but that she also
needed to show emotion and interpretation. Mrs Troy had helped her choose the piece when
they first discussed the audition and had started preparing her for it. Mrs Troy had not wanted
her to learn it too early for fear that she would become stale. Felicity had wanted to start
straight away so that she would know that it was a piece that she could master. They had
compromised. Felicity learned the piece until she knew she could play it and then they had
put it away. They were intending to start the final preparations in September but Mrs Troy
was too ill by then. Felicity had picked up the piece in October after Mrs Troy had had the
stroke and she had come to terms with the fact that Mrs Troy wouldn't be teaching her any
more. She could have chosen another piece but was determined to persevere with the one they
had chosen.
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At first she hadn't liked the piece. It didn't have a pleasant melody, or even an easy rhythm.
But it was a good piece to show off her technique and Mrs Troy was really great at bringing
to life pieces that at first Felicity found difficult to engage with. This one had been no
exception. Felicity recalled their first encounter with the piece.
"See how Mozart has incorporated his feelings into this," Mrs Troy had said as they listened
to the CD. Felicity had read the background to the piece and could indeed hear the emotions.
"True art," Mrs Troy continued, "is about reaching people. Music is like any art form in that
respect. It needs to contain elements that are universal yet personal, that are somehow
timeless and yet ill context with the time in which they are written."
"Do composers really think about that when they compose?" Felicity had tried composing and
had made some fair attempts, but had never really felt that her pieces were engaging.
"The good ones let themselves become immersed in tlleir society and in the feelings and
issues of their time. While they mayor may not consciously write about the issues, they will
allow their subconscious to deal up the material and, provided they have personal integrity,
they will be able to produce something that speaks universally."
"But shouldn't art and music say something?" Felicity didn't really think so but she thought
Mrs Troy did so she asked it that way.
"What do you think?" Mrs Troy wasn't fooled.
"Why can't it just be fun?"
"What is Mozart's dance music about, do you think?"
"But he was the court composer so didn't 11e have to write that sort of stuff?"
"If he had just had to write it, do you think it would be that good?"
"But it might be like this piece. I know it is the right one for the audition because it will show
my technical abilities."
"Music is more than just technical abilities."
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"I know that."
"I know you know that. But think about it, dear. What will happen if you just play the piece
technically well?"
"Isn't that what they are after though?" Felicity hoped it was more but thought that ifit was,
this wasn't the piece to be playing.
"The selection panel are well aware that it takes more than just technique to make it in the
music industry. They are looking for individuals who have what it takes. They can't afford to
just chum out carbon copies. They succeed on their reputation which is dependent on their
students making it in the big wide world."
"Well, if they want to see what I am like, shouldn't I playa piece that I like, so that I can be
emotionally involved?"
"What if you could bring out the emotion of a piece that you didn't like, wouldn't that be far
better?"
"I guess, but I don't think I can engage with this piece."
"That is because you don't know it enough. Read this before you start to learn it and see what
happens then. We will talk about it next lesson."
Felicity had taken the book where Mrs Troy had marked a passage about the piece. She'd read
it that evening at the dinner table.
"Felicity, conversation would be nice," her father chided.
"But Dad, I don't feel like twenty questions."
"Felicity! Don't speak to your father like that."
"He just doesn't want me to read this book because it's about music. Ifit was pre-reading for
Medicine, it would be okay."
"Well, ifit wasn't the only sort of thing we saw you reading, we might not be so concerned."
"Just because you don't see it, doesn't mean it doesn't happen."
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"Felicity, don't start that again."
"Well, don't you go on about my music. Didn't you have something you were passionate
about when you were younger?"
"I loved making jewellery."
"Why didn't you make a living out of that?"
"Felicity dear, it isn't that simple. We might live in a good sublIrb now with all the things we
need and the means to send you to university but our parents couldn't afford to do that.
Besides, there was better money to be made in Law and it was a sure thing."
"But why didn't you take it up later?"
"It just didn't work out that way. Your father and I got married and then you kids came along.
We wanted to send you to the best schools so that meant a steady income."
"What about now?"
"Felicity, you are such an idealist, you don't understand. One day you will see that the world
isn't as simple as it seems when you are seventeen." Felicity had closed the book and eaten
the rest of her dinner in silence.
She left the house in plenty of time and caught the bus into the city. As she walked up the hill
to the Con' she started to feel very nervous. So much hinged on this one performance. The
theory exam was different because there was time to think. She was sure she would go okay
with that. But one mistake today ... She shuddered and tried to think about something else.
She had three quarters of an hour to wait. She wandered around the outside of the building,
straining to hear anything that would hint to her about life inside. Again, she envied the kids
who had been there since Year 7. All those years of having music as number one in the
school. Proper music teachers, not like Mrs Stacey. She didn't see how she would be able to
compete with them in the real world in three years' time at the end of her degree.
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Her mum and dad had insisted that she have a more rounded education. She knew now that
her dad had hoped that she would grow out of the music idea and take up something 'more
sensible'. Since Year 10, he had become more and more dismissive of her music. But that had
only made Felicity more determined.
She knew that the scales and study would be fine, and they were. She played the Preludio and
the Loure of the Bach Partita technically well but also felt that her interpretation was typical
of any soloist recording she had heard. She was very pleased with the Bartok and the sight
reading piece. It was similar to some that Mrs Troy had used for her to practise. She sent Mrs
Troy a silent thank you as she finished. Then came the time for the Mozart. Felicity really
wanted to make this her own, to show why she might be marked out as a potential
international soloist. While she waited for her entrance into the piece, she focussed on
recalling all the elements that Mrs Troy had taught her. She tried to think what a conductor
might be trying to get out of the piece for this audience. She remembered a conversation in
February when Mrs Troy had played the Beethoven recordings. She tried to make this piece
sound complete, as the second recording had been. She was doing quite well, she thought.
Then she got to a bit where there was a long solo. She started to feel lonely all of a sudden as
she remembered another conversation with Mrs Troy. Don't forget your friends ... Suddenly,
she thought of Jane. Tears started to roll down her face. She couldn't stop to wipe them away
and she had to keep playing. She wondered if this had been what happened to Jeff. Was she
having a breakdown? She mustered all her effort to keep playing and managed to keep her
fingers and bowing arm moving in "concert" but her mind kept going back to Jane. What a
fool, what a lowdown rat she had been to Jane. She knew she needed to apologise. The
decision to make amends seemed somehow to strengthen her resolve, and the rest of the
Mozart was some of the best playing she had ever done. Unlike orchestra auditions, there
were no comments from the Conservatorium adjudicators, just a nod and a "thank you" and a
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"you'll hear from us in January." But Felicity knew that she had done her very best and that it
was good.
Felicity was exhausted after the audition. It was late when she got home. She had dinner and
then went to bed. She woke up some time later and rolled onto her back. She reflected on the
day and thought about how well it had gone, compared to 110w it could have been when her
accompanist let her down. Again, she thought of Jane. She looked at her watch. 12:45am. Too
late to call Jane now. Oh, to hell with it, she thought. She had to find a way to resolve their
friendship, She understood now why Jane hadn't wanted her at their table at the dance. What
sort of friend had she been to Jane? For a moment, she tried to rationalise it in her head. She
hadn't had a choice, with auditions and practice and study ... But a friend was a friend. She
remembered Jeffs words. "You're setting yourself up for a life that never stops." She had to
stop now and repair the damage. She didn't know whether she could make Jane understand.
She dug through the piles of paper on her desk. She hadn't tidied up everything since the
HSC. She found what she was looking for. She put the piece of paper into her bag, grabbed
her violin, and ran through the house for the front door.
"I'm just going to see Jane," she called to her mum who was still up. She didn't wait for a
response.
Felicity sprinted over to Jane's house. Outside her bedroom window, she started to play her
violin. Softly at first, but when there was no response, she played louder. A dog started
barking up the street. Lights went on in the house over the road. Eventually, Jane's curtain
moved and she saw her look out. The curtain fell back. Felicity kept playing, not knowing
whether she had been seen. Suddenly, the front door burst open and Jane's dad came striding
out in his dressing gown and slippers.
"Clear off, you idiot, or I'll call the police," he shouted gruffly.
"Mr Marks, it's me, Felicity."
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"Are you crazy? What on earth are you doing serenading my daughter?"
"I wanted to show her I was sorry."
"You'd better come in then. But I don't think she'll want to hear it, she's had enough."
"If I can just talk to her, I think I can explain." Felicity went to Jane's bedroom. She knocked
softly on the door.
"What do you want?" Jane called out.
"Do you know what I was playing?"
"Yeah."
"Do you want to know why?"
"I guess." Jane opened the door and let Felicity in. They sat on her bean bags and looked at
each other.
"Those faces you did for the genetics project."
"What about them?"
"How did you know what expressions to give them?"
"I thought about how they would feel about themselves and drew them as they were."
"But you knew how to draw their faces so they would show their emotions."
"Yeah, so?"
"Don't you see? That is a gift. You understand people. It's probably more than that too."
"Felicity, this may be going somewhere but it is one o'clock in the morning and I'm not
following."
"Psychology! That is what you should do."
"I know," Jane said. "Mrs Taylor did a test for me and we already decided."
"Great, thanks for telling me."
"Well, you haven't exactly been around to tell."
"I know I'm sorry."
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"Yeah, but what good is sorry?"
"Jane, I mean it. I have realised that I really miss you as a friend. I'm going to try harder to be
a better friend."
"What does that mean?"
"1 don't know yet."
"Well, when you do, come back."
"Jane?"
"I know you, Felicity. You still want Medicine and Music and chances are you want Jeff too."
"Jeff? What has he got to do with it?"
"Felicity, get real. You can't really believe that you don't love him."
"Don't be silly, we're just friends."
"Sure. Anyway, how do you expect to fit me in?"
"We'll make a regular time now and I'll work everything around that." Jane sat for a long
time. Her face said that she was struggling with her answer. Felicity sat too, waiting, forcing
herself not to speak.
"Okay," Jane said finally. "Second chance. I've missed you too." Felicity let out a sigh as
though she had been holding 11er breath as well as her tongue. She flung her arms around Jane
and they hugged as they used to after long times apart.
They talked about their plans for next year until Jane's father told them to go to sleep, as he
had when they were little.
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Ch 14
Rimsky Korsakov
Scheherazade 4
She felt fairly confident about the Sydney Youth Orchestra letter. It arrived the day after the
Conservatorium auditions. Felicity opened it in her bedroom. She didn't want to talk to her
parents until she had all her choices set out and had figured Ollt in her own mind what she
would be doing. Having been in the Philharmonic and done well at the audition meant she had
an excellent chance. Sure enough, she was in. Okay. Now to wait for the HSC results and the
letter from the Conservatorium.
The HSC results and the letter from the Conservatorium were due to arrive on the same day.
Felicity and Jane had decided that they would take their letters to Rialdo's and open them
together. Jane's postman had delivered her letter at 12:30 but Felicity was still waiting for
hers. Jane kept ringing every half hour to see if Felicity's had arrived. Felicity had taken to
sitting on the front step and every few minutes walked down to the gate to see if she could see
the postman coming. Eventually, at 2:47, he appeared round the bend of their street. Felicity
bounded down the street towards him. He smiled as he saw her coming and stopped his bike
to rifle through his back to find her letters.

"I hope it's good news," he said as he handed them to her.
"Thanks." Felicity took them and ran back to the house. She shoved them into her pocket as
she picked up the phone to call Jane. It was one of their shortest phone calls. Felicity threw
down the phone and grabbed her helmet, putting it on as she got 011tO her bicycle. It was a hot
day, just like the one she recalled when she and Jane had sat on the bus and talked about the
year ahead. She was glad that the afternoon traffic had not started to build up too much. It
made the ride easier being able to go on the more main streets without having to deal with
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peak hour silliness. Jane was there first. She had ordered a diet coke for herself and a lime
spider for Felicity, and they sat in a booth near the back where it was slightly quieter.
"I wonder what the boys are doing," Jane mused as Felicity drank her spider thirstily. "They
probably already know their results."
"They might even tum up here." Felicity didn't actually want that to happen. She didn't really
want to share the results with them before she had become accustomed to them herself.
"Shall we do it then?" Jane must have had similar thoughts,
"Okay, you first." Felicity took out her envelopes ready though.
"Let's do it together," Jane suggested.
"Okay, ready?"
"Go!" They didn't tear them but slowly slit open the envelopes and pulled out the letters.
"99.95," Jane gasped. That had to be close to topping the state, let alone the school.
"99.85." Felicity had known tllat Jane would beat her but it still felt disappointing. However,
that would be enough to get her illto Medicine at Sydney Uni on the preliminary round of
offers. She had kept her end of the bargain with her parents. "I did it," she said with so much
emotion that she even surprised herself.
Felicity and Jane looked at each other. It was over. The hard work, the sleepless nights, the
interminable wait. They had achieved what they set out to achieve. They had done their best.
The letters sat there on the table, proof that their hard work had been worth it. They finished
their drinks in silence, each reflecting on what it meant.
Suddenly, Jane put down her glass and put her hand on Felicity's arm.
"What about the Con'?" she asked.
Felicity held the other letter up and looked at it.
"I hardly dare look." For her, this letter was far more important in so many ways.
"Go on," Jane encouraged. "Waiting isn't going to change what is in there."
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"True," Felicity sighed. She opened the envelope and took out the letter. She stared at it for
ages.
"What does it say," Jane tried to read her expression.
"What?" Felicity looked at Jane. Then she got up from the table, leaving Jane bewildered. She
put on her helmet as she left Rialdo ' s and got on her bicycle. The traffic had started to build
up along Military Road but Felicity hardly noticed. She peddled her way steadily down the
busy road. It seemed to take forever, winding her way down through the rest of Neutral Bay,
then Cremome, then negotiating the busy intersection of Military Road and Spit Road. She
decided to use the pedestrian lights. Eventually she got across and kept cycling down Military
Road. She passed Cherrybrook and realised for the first time that she would often pass the
school and it would no longer be her school. It felt strange to think that later this year, another
group of Year 12s would be starting out their final year as she and Jane had.
Finally, she reached Mrs Troy's house. She stood on the musty veranda, knowing that she
wasn't expected to be at some stage with a piece of music. As she waited for Mrs Troy to
answer the door, she held the letter in her hand. Mrs Troy was the only one who would really
know what this letter meant to Felicity.
Mrs Troy took even longer than usual to come to the door, but when she did, it was obvious to
Felicity why. She looked so frail, almost as though she wasn't there at all. She didn't even
speak but motioned to Felicity to follow her as she slowly struggled down the hall to her
music room. She sat down carefully into her arm chair. Felicity knelt beside the chair and
gave Mrs Troy the letter.
Mrs Troy looked at the letter then up at Felicity. She reached out her hand and touched
Felicity's shoulder. A smile spread from her mouth into her eyes.
"Well done, my dear," she said.
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Scheherazade - Exegesis
Introduction
In their article, Barbara H Milech and Ann Schilo talk of three models for the Exegesis: the
Context Model, which sets the creative work in context; the Commentary Model, which looks
at the creative production of the work; and the Research Question Model, which makes the
Exegesis the starting point of the creative work and where "both the written and creative
component of the theses are conceptualised as independent answers to the same research
question."l I had undertaken research into something that might not have sounded academic
at the outset but that was in fact a valid academic question to ask.

My Research Question
Even though I am writing this in retrospect I can say that my original reason for taking on the
Master's degree was to investigate the possibility of writing a Young Adult novel that fitted
into a perceived gap in the market and that was well written and marketable and so my
question would be:
"Can I (or perhaps anyone) write a Young Adult novel that fills a perceived gap in the market
place, and if so, what does it take?"
Researchable questions within that might be:
"How does adolescent identity theory fit within the context of writing a Young Adult
novel?";
"What is the current field of Young Adult literature?";
"What makes a Young Adult novel good?";
"What sort of novel do I write?";
"What is the process for writing it and what are some of the barriers to writing a novel?";
"In what ways does Scheherazade resemble or differ from other Young Adult fiction?"

1
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Scheherazade - an overview
Scheherazade is the story of Felicity, a 17-year-old girl for whom music is the most important

thing. Her vision is to be a solo violinist, to travel the world giving sell-out concerts.
However, she also wants to succeed in school and to please her parents. In deciding on
Felicity's background, I looked at other stories and found that, often, they are about
overcoming the disadvantages that can come with a low socio-economic environment to
achieve identity. I didn't want culture or economic need to be the struggle for Felicity, nor did
I want to write the struggle from that point of view. So, Felicity is a middle-class girl from a
relatively functional family. She is in a privileged position, going to a private girls school,
with optimal conditions for achieving any dream. Her parents pay for her music lessons, buy
her whatever she wants, and support her in her pursuits, but only up to a point.

The story weaves together three aspects:
One: Felicity's pursuit of her music career. We see her practice, go to music lessons, attend
and perform in concerts, go to music camp and of course enter the auditions for the
Conservatorium and orchestras. Despite her privileged position, however, she struggles to
reveal that she has talent. Her music teacher believes in her but she is not the stand-out choice
in other circles.

Two: Felicity's pursuit of all academic excellence. This is supported by her parents. They are
both successful lawyers and have many good contacts. Felicity has never questioned this
pursuit. She is bright, does well in all her subjects and doesn't want to do law. For girls at her
school, the choices for the bright ones are Law, Medicine, or Engineering. Medicine and
music are handmaidens in the tradition of this particular school as many girls have gone on to
do both at Sydney University. This is not stated in the novel but was part of my background
thinking, having spoken to people who had experienced this at similar schools in Sydney. For
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Felicity, trying for Medicine is something she does to appease her parents. This aspect of

Scheherazade shows how Felicity has deeply internalised her parents' values.

Three: The way in which Felicity alienates her friends, not by anything sinister or deliberate
but by simply ignoring them. She chooses music as her friend instead of them, most of the
time. She dreams of a creative future with academic excellence and, in so doing, neglects the
social contact with family and friends.

Some of the other characters in the story are Felicity's father, Michael Kempe; her mother,
Carol Kempe; Jeff, the owner of a music store in which she comes to work; and Jane,
Felicity's best friend.

Felicity's father has provided the house, cars, holidays to wherever. His career is not
important as such. He is living out his dreams through his children. For him, Medicine is a
great choice for Felicity. Some of his best friends are doctors. For Jeremy, who is not
academic, to excel at sports is a good compromise.

Felicity's mother has also followed the altruistic option by giving up her dreams to provide
better opportunities for her children. Her career is as a family lawyer. She is driven. She
became a lawyer by default, won a scholarship al1d never looked back. She, like Felicity, had
a passion for the creative arts but didn't pursue it. Now she puts everything into her work.
Although she is a kind and considerate mother, her aim is to provide financially and
practically. She and Felicity's father see that the wealth structure they have created gives
Felicity and Jeremy opportunities.
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Felicity follows this pattern in that she is driven. The difference is that she is determined to
keep her passionate pursuit of music. However, this actually means that she has to be more
driven. Her schedule is packed and not realistic.

Jeff, the owner of the music shop where Felicity works, has also given up a dream. His
circumstances are very different from Felicity's mother. His grandfather, who shared and
supported his dream of a music career, died just after Jeffs audition for the Conservatorium.
Jeff suffered an anxiety attack during the audition and as a result, had a nervous breakdown.
Instead of pursuing the career he wanted, he used the inheritance from his grandfather to buy
a music shop. Although he is involved in music, he no longer plays.

Jane, Felicity's best friend, has no particular dream. She is just doing her best academically.
However, she has the gift of friendship and an ability to recognise traits in people, things that
Felicity does not demonstrate..

Adolescent Identity Theory

"In adolescence, the task is to synthesize past present and future possibilities into a clearer
sense of self." 2
As a teacher of adolescents, I am keenly interested in the process of identity formation. I
agree with Erikson who in his book, Identity: Youth and Crisis, puts forward the case the
identity formation is a lifelong process, but in adolescence, the most turmoil or 'crisis'
happens ill this area. Also, while self-esteem is affected by relationships and incidents
throughout life, there is the greatest possibility of positive or negative influence on self
esteem in adolescence. Maintaining self-esteem through formation of identity, especially in
the teenage years, is difficult. I wanted to explore, in the writing of this novel, the effect of

2

Myers, David G., Psychology, 6th Ed, New York, Worth Publishers, 2001, p 148
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various people and events on an adolescent from a middle class background, because while
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the surface they may seem to "have it all", they still face' crises' and threats to self-esteem
and formation of identity.

There are many theories, coming from many points of view, on identity formation. For the
most part, Erikson's model fits with what I observe as a teacher. Most of my students (ranging
from 11 to 16 years) fit into two of his eight psychosocial crises, namely Industry versus

Inferiority, and Identity versus Role Confusion. In the first, the child is challenged by teachers
and parents to do well at school, and struggles with the internal need to fit in and maintain
friendships with peers. It isn't this simple, of course, because many cllildren have had their
self-esteem as learners challenged to the extent that the need for friendship far outweighs any
sense that they can do well. This is less typical (although it certainly does exist) ill the group
of adolescents from the upper middle classes because upper classes tend to go to private
schools or at least schools where the best and most experienced teachers have earned the right
to be. So they certainly gain a sense of industry, that is, they learn to apply themselves to
study, sometimes to a greater extent than is healthy for, as Erikson points out, their "sense of
identity can be expressed in the words 'I am what I can learn to make work'. It is immediately
obvious that for the vast majority of men, in all times, this has been not only the beginning btlt
also the limitation of their identity." 3 • So in Scheherazade I am showing various people who
do what they do because of this very sense of identity. Felicity is in danger of adopting this as
her identity framework because she excels at school and therefore naturally is encouraged
towards Medicine or Law merely due to her results and not out of a sense of vocation. In fact
she says this very thing when asked by Professor Chaney why she wants to do Medicine, she
replies: "Well, it just seems the natural thing to do if I get the marks."

3

Erikson, Erik, Identity: Youth and Crisis, London, Faber and Faber, 1968, p127
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In Identity versus Role Confusion, the task is more to find a place in the world. Here, Marcia's
theory slots in to some extent because he looks at where the influence comes from and
identifies paths from childhood to adulthood that cater for different events or crises and their
influences:

One comes gradually to realise that one is separate from one's mother, the child of
one's own parents, the possessor of specific skills and needs, a pupil in a particular
school, a member of certain social and religious groups, the citizen of a specific
country. This list describes a given or conferred identity, of whose elements an
individual becomes progressively aware. In contrast, identity begins to be constructed
when an individual begins to make decisions about who to be, with which groups to
affiliate, what beliefs to adopt, what interpersonal values to espouse, and what
occupational direction to pursue. 4

Marcia goes on to name these two types of identities. Those with conferred identities he calls
Foreclosures. Those with constructed identities are Identity Achievements. For those who
have no identity in either form, he names them Identity Diffusions. If they are transitioning
from Identity Diffusion, or from Foreclosure to Identity Achievement, they are said to be in
Moratorium' .
Moreover, Marcia states:

Those individuals with conferred identities, the Foreclosure status, have adopted a
lifelong "game plan," set out for them by their parents or similar authority figure. As
they look to the future, they see themselves trying to live up to a prearranged set of
ideals, occupational plans, and interpersonal forms. Their self-esteem is contingent

Marcia, J.E., The Ego Identity Status approach to Ego Identity in Marcia, J.E. et ai, Ego Identity: A
Handbook for Psychosocial Research, New York, Springer-Verlag, 1993, p7

4
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upon the extent to which they "fulfil" the tasks given them. Individuals with
constructed identities, the Identity Achievement status, also have game plans, but these
tend to be their own, not their parents', and are subject to revision. They see the future
as something to be shaped, a period of identity creation or realization rather than a
time to meet preset standards. Individuals in the process of constructing their identity,
the Moratorium states, are rather like trapeze performers, holding onto the bar of the
past while swinging toward that of the future, often with much of the vacillation, fear
intensity and excitement connotated by the circus image. At some times, all things
seem possible to them, at other times, they call be so totally self-preoccupied that their
whole phenomenological world is consumed with their present struggle. 5

In Scheherazade, I wanted to show the struggle between parents' expectations, friends'
expectations and self expectations or interests. Felicity is in Moratorium status because she is
struggling with trying to do it all, those things that are held in value by her parents, and those
she values for herself, but moving towards Identity Achievement because she also knows that
she wants to pursue her music, something which is opposed by her parents and not fully
accepted by her friends.

So how does the adolescent work out where to go? According to Myers:

To refine their identity, adolescents in Western Cultures usually try out different
'selves' in different situations, perhaps acting out one self at home, another with
friends, and still another at school or work. If two of these situations overlap - as
when a teenager brings home friends with whom he is Joe Cool- the discomfort can
be considerable. The teen asks 'Which self should I be? Which is the real me?' Often

5

Ibid, p8
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this role confusion is resolved by the gradual reshaping of a self definition that unifies
the warring selves into a consistent and comfortable sense of who one is - an

identity. 6

Kroger agrees (adding other elements that are raised in part in Scheherazade):

Fidelity or commitment to a vocation, a set of meaningful values, and a sexual
identity, are observable cues indicative of a more or less successful identity resolution
during late adolescence. 7

I believe that to some extent, we read novels to try on other people's lives or that "we read
fictions in order to experiment with possible selves and to learn to take our places in the real
world, to play our parts there.?" In order for people reading novels to want to tryon the lives
of the characters, the story has to be well written. In addition, the characters have to have
realistic traits and their situations and reactions have to be believable. But this argument
comes later.
According to Tambling, " ... we think of and experience the world ill the form of a
narrative ... narratives are shaped by the dominant discourses of a society, a discourse which
interpellates both writer and reader, making them a subject of that discourse that ideology." 9

What is the current world of Young Adult literature?
In reviewing Young Adult Literature, I will start with the sub-genre of fantasy, consider also
the post-apocalyptic novels of John Marsden and then discuss realistic fiction. I realise that

th

Myers, David G., Psychology, 6 Ed, New York, Worth Publishers, 2001, P 149
7 Kroger, Jane, Identity in Adolescence - The balance between self and other, New York, Routledge,
1996, p 34
8 Lentricchia, Frank and McLaughlin, Thomas, (eds) Critical terms for literary stud, Chicago, University
of Chicago Press, 1995, p 69
9 Tambling, Jeremy, Narrative and ideology, Philadelphia, Open University Press, 1991, P 65
6

Scheherazade - Exegesis

Jennifer Missen

115

this does not cover all there is in Young Adult literature but it serves my purpose in
discussing why I chose the realistic novel as my preferred vehicle.
Fantasy, although a genre in its own right, is also a sub-genre of Young Adult literature; or to
put it another way, son1e of Young Adult literature is fantasy. The success of Harry Potter,
and perhaps the return of other fantasies such as The Lord ofthe Rings, has reignited this as a
popular sub-genre in the current market. At a first glance, fantasy does not provide an image
of the lives of young readers, but, when it works, it provides some images of the present
problems and situations that they might face.

Although Harry Potter is widely popular with children and adults, it is a light read. It does
treat issues faced by adolescents but it does not challenge the reader to think beyond the
surface of the story. The writing is very explicit. Harold Bloom comments on its popularity by
putting it in the category of a popular novel.

Her prose style, heavy on cliche, makes no demands upon her readers. In an arbitrarily
chosen single page--page 4--ofthe first Harry Potter book, I count seven cliches, all of
the "stretch his legs" variety. 10

Although I enjoyed reading the Harry Potter books and believe that J.K. Rowling can create a
distinctive scene in the minds of her readers, her characters are not as complex as those of a
writer like Ursula Le Guin's. Danny Yee comments thus:

Le Guin cuts far deeper, too, in dealing with such subjects as coming of age and
acceptance of mortality, and her protagonist is rounded in places where Harry Potter is
no more than one-dimensional. 11

10

Bloom, Harold, Can 35 Million Book Buyers Be Wrong? Yes, Wall Street Journal, 11 July 2000
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Ursula Le Guin herself agrees:

When so many adult critics were carrying on about the "incredible originality" of the
first Harry Potter book, I read it to find out what the fuss was about, and remained
somewhat puzzled; it seemed a lively kid's fantasy crossed with a "school novel", good
fare for its age group, but stylistically ordinary, imaginatively derivative, and ethically
rather mean-spirited. 12

I like A.S. Byatt's comments best because I think it gets to the heart of the matter for teen
readers:

Susan Cooper's teenage wizard discovers his magic powers and discovers
simultaneously that he is in a cosmic battle between good and evil forces. Every bush
and cloud glitters with secret significance. Alan Gamer peoples real landscapes with
malign, inhuman elvish beings that hunt humans.
Reading writers like these, we feel we are being put back in touch with earlier parts of
our culture, when supernatural and inhuman creatures learned our sense of good and evil -

from whom we thought we

inhabited a world we did not feel we controlled.

Ifwe regress, we regress to a lost sense of significance we mourn for. Ursula K. Le
Guin's wizards inhabit an anthropologically coherent world where magic really does act
as a force. Ms. Rowling's magic wood has nothing in common with these lost worlds. It
is small, and on the school grounds, and dangerous only because she says it is. 13

11 Yee, Danny, Book Review Harry Potter and the Philosopher's Stone, http://dannyreviews.com/,
2000
12 LeGuin, Ursula, Interview with Guardian Unlimited, 9 February 2004
13 Byatt, A.S., Harry Potter And The Childish Adult, New York Times, 11 July 2003
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The Tomorrow Series by John Marsden takes readers from the delights of the wizarding world
of Harry Potter to a post-apocalyptic world. Marsden is different from Rowling. I believe that
each of the above reviewers would consider him to be comparable with Cooper, Le Guin and
Gamer. His world is different but the complexity of his characters, the construction of the
world and the ethical struggles are way beyond those of Rowling.

Another popular sub-genre is that of the "problem" novel which addresses areas such as
drugs, jail and murder. John Marsden has not only written speculative stories but also very
popular realistic fiction novels, such as Letters from the Inside and So Much To Tell You, that
explore and address what can happen now but address extreme situations.

Both So Much To Tell You and Letters from the Inside deal with issues that are sensitive and
intense. They leave the reader thinking. They open up a world to the young reader that they
may not otherwise encounter but in such a way that they are protected from the actual
experience. They also contrast well with the blatant scariness of the horror genre and the
sugary sweetness of the romance:

OK wise guy, you asked for it, you want to keep snooping around my life I'll tell you
the truth but you're not going to like it. You heard of Garrett? Well if you haven't I'll
tell you. It's a maximum security place, where they put you if you're bad and if you're
worse than bad they put you in A Block, and that's where I am and that's where they're
going to try to keep me for a long time yet, but not if I have nay say they won't. So now
fuck off and get out of my life. 14

14

Marsden, John, Letters From The Inside, Sydney, Macmillan Australia, 1991
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Robert Cormier is attributed with writing the first "problem novel". Kenneth Donaldson
discusses Robert Cormier's reasoning in the following passage:

"Robert Cormier ...dared to 'disturb the upbeat universe ofjuvenile books'
with The Chocolate War. He did not compromise by providing a falsely
hopeful conclusion, nor did he sidestep the issue by leaving it open for readers
to imagine their own happy ending. Until Cormier, most writers for young
readers had chosen one of these two approaches. Yet Cormier was not being
'difficult' just for the sake of being different. ... [he says] that he had written
three other novels and numerous short stories all with upbeat endings and that
in the Chocolate War, he was simply providing a balance. He then went on to
say that today's young readers are a television generation. They have grown up
thinking that every problem can be solved within a half-hour or an hour at
most, with time out for commercials. It's important to realise that problems are
not that easily solved.,,15

John Marsden's Letters From The Inside is a stunning example of writing about a problem
that is not solved at all. As in So Much To Tell You, one of the characters is in a situation that
the majority of young people will not face, one hopes. Yet many elements of Tracey's
experience, feelings and character may be familiar to many young adults to son1e extent,
Tracey's pen pal, Mandy, is what might be considered in most respects an average girl (except
for the behaviour of her brother) and therefore provides the link to the middle ground for the
majority of the novel.

DONELSON, Kenneth L., & Aileen Pace NILSEN. Literature for Today's Young Adults. 3rd ed.
Glenview, III: Scott Foreeesman, 1989., p90.
15
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In these two sub-genres, young adults see teenagers facing issues that may be very different
from their own on the surface. True, the character traits that the characters use to overcome
the issues are similar to those of many teens; nevertheless, many of the situations are far
removed from those of the average teenager's experience.

Good literature provides the best possible clues about the age group. It serves both as a
mirror for them to observe themselves and thus to understand themselves better and as
a lamp for them to observe others singly or in groups.

16

For instance Finding Grace by Alyssa Brugman is an example of a wonderful depiction of a
teenager. Rachel, the main character, says things such as "I was eighteen and knew
everything. Well, not everything, but I did know a great deal about a great many things." She
blushes when she is around Hiro, the boy she meets at university. Her mother is supportive
and she seems to come from an unremarkable family. She calls Grace 'the Grace woman'
when she firsts starts to be her carer. Brugman's description shows how teenagers can be
blissfully unaware of the real world:

I stood in the lounge room with my hands on my hips. The Grace woman was in her
chair. I wasn't quite sure what to do ... At 9.30 I pulled at the Grace woman's
shoulders. She stood up, and I walked behind her, pushing her by the small of her
back... It was going to be just like babysitting except that the Grace woman was
quieter and I wouldn't have to play with her. I?

Young adult literature has to make visible the struggle between holding 011tO individuality and
pursuing the search for identity, and the need for acceptance into groups and social identity.
16 Lukens, Rebecca J., and Cline, Ruth K.J., A critical handbook of literature for young adults, New
York: HarperCollins College Publishers, 1995, p vii
17 Brugman, Alyssa, Finding Grace, Sydney, Allen & Unwin, 2001, pp32-34
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In Walking Naked by Alyssa Brugman, we observe Megan and her friends and their reactions
to and actions against Perdita. They bully and torment her and call her "Freak".

Marlena Marchetta, in Lookingfor Alibrandi'"; portrays Josephine in exactly this way.
Lookingfor Alibrandi has become a classic of teenage portrayal, and rightly so. Josephine has
won a scholarship to enable her to go to a private school. She has a rich cultural background
but it is different from that of her fellow students. Josie has things to prove. She wants to
show that she is as good as they are but she also wants the excitement of her heritage. She is
attracted to two boys, one from her socio-economic background, who offers excitement, and
one who offers her status. This conflict between cultures is something that Josie has to sort
out as part of the search for her identity:

A key interest of the novel, of course, is Josephine's development towards a mature
understanding of herself, and thus the ability to make informed choices about her life
and relationships. Indeed, Marchetta's working (and preferred) title was The
Emancipation ofAlibrandi ... Marchetta has achieved such a smooth and involving
synthesis of character, contemporary experience, humour, complex relationships and
genuine emotion

19

In some fiction for young people, the parents are displayed in an extremely negative light. For
instance, Perdita's parents in Walking Naked are of no use to her at all. Perdita has no other
adults in her life to give her a balanced view and so has no hope.

111

Displaced Fictions,

Heather Scutter writes of Letters from the Inside by John Marsden:

Marchetta, Melina, Looking for Alibrandi, Melbourne, Penguin, 1992
Ridge, Judith, Review: Looking for Alibrandi by Marlena Marchetta, Viewpoint: On Books for Young
Adults, Volume 1, Number 1, 1992
18

19
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In this realist representation, adults live in another world, unconcerned, blithely
detached, ignorantly negligent, while the child/adolescent, it seems, is forced to front
the pain and consequences of adult behaviour with little, no or incompetent help from
those involved or from social institutions. Families are sites of the utmost danger:
either full of abuse, or containing wilfully denied violence.t"

In other novels, the parents themselves may not be available but other significant adults are
involved. For Francesca, in Marlena Marchetta's Saving Francesca, and Sophie in Maureen
McCarthy's Chain ofHearts, the parents are not able to support them emotionally. Sophie at
least has her aunt, Fran, and their relationship helps 11er to find a meaning and direction and
therefore hope. Francesca is supported by her grandmothers.

Another feature of recent fiction for young adults is that it has become less explicit and
didactic:

'Reading between the lines' is a central activity in this novel. It's not so much that
there are hidden messages, as that we have to draw inferences when we are given only
selected information. We fill gaps and sometimes, like Mandy and Tracey, will fill
them faultily. We jump to conclusions, or operate from limited assumptions. But the
novel develops this notion of decoding only to the barest extent. Further, it masks its
own heavy coding by way of extreme decontextualisation."

So Young Adult literature, in particular realistic fiction, is currently dominated by novels that
are either post-apocalyptic or portray problems that exist for teenagers in a realistic but not
necessarily typical way.
20 ScuUer, Heather, Displaced Fictions - Contemporary Australian Books for Teenagers and Young
Adults Melbourne, Melbourne University Press, 1999, p19
21 ibid, p21
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As Lukens and Cline say, "The protagonists are youthful; their concerns are their anxieties,
experiences and relationships as well as their efforts to emerge from childhood to
adulthood't.v' Adolescent literature, in particular realistic fiction, allows for adolescents to
view others as they work with these possibilities.

What sort of novel do I want to write?
At the 2000 Children's Book Council Conference, Gary Crew spoke of a neglected audience
in the area of young adult fiction. He was speaking about the middle/upper class group of
teens who were not into drugs or rave parties. They are more sure of who they are and what
they want in some ways, yet in other ways naive. That does not mean they don't face
difficulties. Like any adolescent, they face issues of identity, of the struggle between study
and pleasure, of what life will become when they finish school. Scheherazade is aimed at this
neglected audience.

In writing Scheherazade, I wanted to create characters that were comfortable in their social
environment but naive about the wider world. In some ways, such as their world view or
ability to survive or engage with the wider world, they appear quite young but in others, such
as their confidence to try things or be who they believe they should be, they are ahead of their
"lower class" contemporaries.

My purpose in writing the novel was also to provide examples of possible lives for teenagers
to try on. In fiction, they can do this without the discomfort of doing it in real life. They can
see the consequences of the decisions and choices without having to experience them for
themselves. To go further, I agree with Jeri Kroll's quote from F. R. Leavis where he insisted

22

ibid viii
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that great writers "are significant in terms of the human awareness they promote; awareness
of the possibilities of life. 23

I wanted to write about someone who has a relatively ordinary life but is (as are all
adolescents) going through phases of identity formation and still has to progress through them
in an ordinary way. In much realistic fiction, as I will discuss, the characters or their situations
are not ordinary - the crises they face force them to consider their position much more overtly
than does the average person. For instance, in Letters from the Inside, Tracey is in jail and
writes to Mandy "because I wanted to know what a real life was like.,,24 Mandy, who appears
norrnal at first, has a brother, Steve, who is anything but normal.

Scheherazade considers the process of identity formation - the process of making choices
which allow one to live effectively as an adult. A person with a strong identity is one with a
functional life script. Felicity's journey begins with a rather dysfunctional life script. She has
not found a balance between her need for success and her passion, and having time for the
people in her life. She is therefore heading for disappointment, either in herself or from
others. This disappointment has the potential to lead to depression or anxiety as it did for Jeff.
Another alternative is that she will continue to be driven and bum herself out, then find
herself very much alone and finish up with neither her music nor the company and support of
others:

Adolescents have to cope with a number of tasks. Individually the central task is to
achieve a sense of personal identity... achieving the autonomy necessary to become

Leavis, F.R., The Great Tradition, Oxford, Blackwell Publishers, 1991, p2 in Kroll, J, "Uneasy
Bedfellows:Assessing the Creative Thesis and its Exegesis", Text, Vol 3, No 2, (October 1999).
24 Marsden, John, Letters from the Inside, Sydney, Macmillan Australia, 1991, p59
23
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adult demands a change in the relationships with parents and teachers [and] increased
importance of relationships with peers. 25

In Scheherazade, I weave several aspects of adolescent identity formation: career choice, the
change in relation with parents and peers, self esteem, and intimacy.

If it is true as Erikson states that "In most instances, however, it is the inability to settle on an
occupational identity which disturbs young people":", then Felicity is in no danger of being
disturbed. Music is her choice. Oh, and Medicine, of course. This is how it looks at the
beginning. And in some ways, this is what gets her through her final year of school. Jane, her
best friend, recognises that Felicity's ability to settle on a career is something to be envied:

"Never mind, this is our last year. Once this is over, we are free. Can you imagine life
without school?"
"Not for another few years yet. Uni is going to be a bit like school."
"But not exactly the same," Jane mused.
"N0, at least it will all be relevant."
"Relevant to what?"
"Music, Medicine. What else?"
"You're lucky, Fel, at least you know what you will be doing."
"Not for sure, I have to get in first."
"But you know what you want. I still haven't a clue."
"You will.'

25

26

Head, John, Working with Adolescents - constructing identity, London, The Falmer Press, 1997, p5
Erikson, Erik, Child and Society, New York, Norton, 1950, p235 (found in Head, ibid, p12)
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But by the end of the year, the choice does not seem so clear. Other aspects of identity have
come into focus for Felicity:

Parents were found to remain more influential than peers in areas such as educational
plans and future life goals. However, peers were more influential in every day and
peer-status-linked issues such as choice of clothes and use of leisure time. 27

Felicity is certainly still influenced by her parents in terms of career, in that she sees medicine
as a successful career. This is part of her environmental influence. However, Felicity sees her
parents as equals and assesses their actions with respect to her own beliefs. She carries on a
dialogue with her parents that is sometimes quite challenging, but she shares more of their
values than she is aware of. When her parents challenge her about her music interfering with
her study, she says music is more important, but she can do it all. Even though she would not
consciously admit it, she places equal importance on the study.

For Felicity, at the beginning of our time with her, peer pressure is not an issue. She is happy
to be by herself. If anything, she feels an obligation to spend time with her friends but not
necessarily a desire. As the story progresses, she becomes more cocooned in music to the
exclusion of any self-referencing with the world around her. She doesn't notice that she has
alienated her friends so that when she is shunned by them in a very callous way at the school
Year 12 formal she is totally at a loss as to why. However, acceptance by her peers, she
realises, is important. Not for her sense of identity but because she cares about them as
friends. Her realisation is almost too late.

Smith, Peter K., Cowie, Helen & Blades, Mark, Understanding Children's Development, 3rd Ed,
Oxford, Blackwell Publishers, 1999, p 255
27
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Jeff is an example of someone who has suffered from low self-esteem in adolescence:

Low self esteem comes in different forms. Those vulnerable to depression often feel
they are falling short of their hopes. Those vulnerable to anxiety often feel they are
falling short of what they ought to be. 28

It is also true that unless this process of making self-defining choices is undertaken in
adolescent years, then the transition to adulthood will be problematic. 29

Jeff had a breakdown as an adolescent. His self-esteem was tied up with his grandfather's
approval. His grandfather died before Jeff was able to form his own identity and so Jeff
suffers from anxiety in performance because he falls short of what he thinks 11is grandfather
wanted him to be. Jeff was unable to be self-defining and has settled for something less than
his original dream. Felicity, by contrast, has very high self-esteem. She is able to push
through difficulties and disappointments. When Mrs Troy is 110 longer able to be her mentor,
she forges ahead. When she treated so badly at the ball, she is able to face her peers at school
and ultimately sort through the issues. This is partly because her parents have believed in her
and partly because she feels successful not only in school but in her passion:

It is only when the adolescent is able to select some and discard others of these
childhood identifications in accordance with his or her interests, talents and values that
identity formation occurs.

30

th

Myers, David G., Psychology, 6 Ed, New York, Worth Publishers, 2001, p439
29 Head, Ope Cit., p7
30 Kroger, Jane, Identity in Adolescence - The balance between self and other, New York, Routledge,
2004, p 17
28
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Felicity is at a point where the music in her life is more important to her than the success of
her relationships, and for most of her journey ill the novel, she chooses music first. However,
she also has values that say that friendship is important and so is able to change her focus to
incorporate her friends into her life. Choices face her at the end. The way she makes the final
choices shows an integration of the issues faced in adolescence and I believe, a very solid
identity for one her age.

So, Scheherazade is necessarily a realistic novel as defined under the section on young adult
literature above.

What makes a good YA realistic fiction piece?
What are the elemellts of good realistic fiction? Donna E Norton provides a list of criteria for
evaluating realistic fiction." . These, summarised, are: enjoyment of the reader, exposing
values, respecting the reader's intelligence, being hopeful, avoiding gender bias, appropriately
treating sensitive subjects such as violence, providing insight into problems and society and
revealing characterisation. Kenneth Donelson gives slightly different criteria.". His criteria
include making a distinctive contribution, respecting the audience and attracting readers.
Shiela Egoff does not give a list per se, but classifies Ivan Southall's What about Tomorrow?
as a " ... top ranking example of present-day trends in realistic fiction ...,,33 She says this is
because it undertakes themes of genuine depth, rigorously avoids didacticism and intuitively
understands boyhood.

I have summarised and combined all of these elements into four criteria that I believe distil
what is required in "good" realistic fiction. These books should have respect for readers,
31 Norton, Donna E, Through the eyes of a Child: An Introduction to Children's Literature. 4 th ed.
Colombus, Ohio: Charles E. Merrill, 1995., pp390-391.
32.Donelson, op cit., pp88-91.
33 Eggof, Sheila, Thursday's Child: Trends and Patterns in Contemporary Children's Literature.
Chicago, III: American Library Association, 1981., p63
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provide insight into problems and society, be enjoyable and have appropriate characterisation.
In fact these criteria do not specifically apply to this genre, they could be applied to any book.
What makes this genre different is our definition and therefore this has to be one of the
criteria as well. A "good" realistic fiction book should convince the reader that this could
happen to someone. This is what provides what Donelson describes as the catharsis, the
emotional release 34 . In summary, Donelson again provides a great picture:

Young readers use books as the Afghans used their wedding mirrors. The author acts as
the mirror, absorbing directly from life what is of importance and then reflecting this
information back to the viewer so that it can be openly examined as true life never could
be. Teenagers examine through this mirroring of life those people and forces that stand
between them and the finding of their own identities. 35

To say that a book should be enjoyable is probably oversimplifying this criterion. It is more
appropriate to say that the reader should be compelled to read it. I don't think people need to
enjoy what is happening to the characters to be touched by a book and compelled to read on.
Letters from the Inside is not a book that I would say I enjoyed reading, as the world it is

depicting is harsll and hurtful. But because of the characterisation, the treatment of the subject
matter, the style and point of view, the experience is emotional and affecting. Therefore there
is a sense of having been change by the experience. Young people will also receive some
sense of enjoyment just from the fact that realistic fiction books show some understanding of
their plight. Being able to have the sense of identification with the thoughts and emotions of
the characters gives one a sense of place and identity. I will treat this further soon.

34
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Appropriate characterisation is the key to this genre for me. Because these stories are (and
should be) character driven, the level to which the characters are portrayed is critical. I believe
that research is essential so that the depiction of the characters is as true as possible. Research
may take many forms, of course: from reading to observation, from first-hand experience to
talking to those with the experience, The viewpoint is critical here to. If it is written from too
distant a viewpoint, then it loses the value as a source of growth because it loses the sense of
identification for the reader. The characters should also have some traits with which readers
can identify, even ifit is only to say, "I'm glad I'm not like that".

It is clear that some of the authors of realistic fiction do a great deal of research. Gloria D
Miklowitz explains how she had to ferret for direct information for her novel on teenage
runaways" She read books, both about runaways and books aimed at giving an
understanding of their plight. She spoke to the counsellors and the director of a home. She
went to police stations and Juvenile Hall, not just once but many times. She persisted with
getting access to talk to some of the runaways directly despite great opposition. She went to
the school attended by the runaways,

Perry Nodelman says regarding the problem novel; "their central characters are vaguely
drawn" 37 . He seems to think that the characters are too generalised and he applies this to all
"problem novels". He also says that" these books tend to present a wish-fulfilment world in
which children and young people are kind and understanding and adults are narrow-minded
repressive hypocrites." I did 110t find this to be the case in any of the novels I read including

Are You There God, It's Me Margaret which Nodelman cites as an example.

Miklowitz, Gloria D., "Writing the Teenage Problem Novel" in Broderick, Dorothy M. The VOYA
Reader. New Jersey: Scarecrow Press, 1990. pp264-269
37 Nodelman, Perry. The Pleasures of Children's Literature. London: Longman, 1996.
36
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For instance, Margaret's Grandma, while portraying some selfish characteristics, is very keen
to show Margaret that she loves her. Margaret's mother entertains her teenage idiosyncrasies.
For example, "On Wednesday night, my mother helped me wash my hair. She set it in big
rollers for me. I planned to sleep like that all night but after an hour they hurt my head so I
took them Ollt.,,38 Once again, this shows not only that Margaret's mother understands where
she is coming from, but that she has been able to convince Margaret that she does.

In So Much To Tell You, John Marsden includes several adults who are truly empathetic,
caring, gentle, mature and wise. Yet he does it in such a way that the reader is not left
thinking that they are totally too good to be true, even though the main character says that she
thinks they are.

I love the way you don't even find out her name until the very end of the story. So even
though her experience and reaction are extreme, there are thoughts and feelings portrayed that
are universal, and because she remains nameless for almost the whole book, it is easier for
anyone to identify with her.

What is the process for writing the novel and what are some of the barriers to writing?
Essentially, Scheherazade started with the premise: If you don't pursue your dreams, you will
live with regret. This premise was partly about giving oneself permission to follow a dream
but also about the difference between those who have a dream and those who don't. Having a
passion abollt something and a goal leads to a dream. I see a lot of young people who don't
have passion in their life and so wanted to show what a difference it can make to pursue a
dream. Some dreams are straightforward to pursue while others create problems for the
dreamer. The pursuit of a career in music seemed a good way to write about a drean1 that was

38

Blume, Judy. Are You There God? It's Me, Margaret. Scarsdale, N.Y.: Bradbury Press, 1970. P24.
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very fulfilling but that also had problems. There are no guarantees of income with a creative
career. So, Scheherazade came into being.

For a while the premise helped me to focus on Felicity and her passion for music. I started out
with the intention of showing that Felicity's desire to excel at music was more important to
her than anything. She wanted music as her career and nothing else. Her parents wanted her to
do medicine or law - a sensible career. At this point in my story writing, the conflict was
between Felicity and her parents. I worked with this structure for nearly four years. For nearly
two of those I wrote practically nothing. I certainly tried hard to write. I started many scenes
and conversations between Felicity and her parents. There was no life in them. All of the
conflict issues were external issues. I reached a point where I found it difficult to continue.
The arguments I wrote between Felicity and her parents were cliched and artificial. Felicity
overcame every obstacle. Her parents refused to pay for music lessons, Felicity got a job and
so on.

I wrote all of the first draft, and any new sections for subsequent drafts, by hand ill a visual
diary. I find that the creative process for me is helped by the physical process of writing. For
inspiration, I played music and went to art galleries. Some of the scenes in the novel are
created directly from a painting. For instance, In Chapter 13, when Jeffkisses her for the first
time and she pulls back and runs away, the running scene is inspired by Ernest Philpott's
Sleeping Bridge. In Chapter 4, when Felicity masters the fingering of the Bach piece, she lies
down in the garden. This scene is inspired by Olive Cotton's The Sleeper. I then typed up
what I had written and when the first draft was finished, I pasted it into a scrap book and read
it right through. However, this process only gave me isolated scenes. They felt like good
scenes but they were disjointed and they didn't allow me to look at the central problem. I
couldn't take it to a more complex level. Besides, the process was taking too long.
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Time passed. A lot of time. I did research in the hope that I would find some material to write
about. I found out about musicians and what motivates them. I discovered when all the
auditions for orchestras were on and talked to people at the Conservatorium. I listened to
dozens of pieces of violin music. All these things helped me with the structure of the book,
and to some extent with the atmosphere and the setting of the story. The auditions are spread
throughout the year so that gave me an order and a skeleton. But the skeleton's flesh was
sparse. The information about the musicians gave me some sinew - details I could add to
already created scenes. However, this was not actually contributing to solving my problem in
developing the story. I was very worried that I was experiencing writer's block and that it
would never go away.

I still found it difficult to continue with the writing. I didn't feel I could deal with the issues in
depth. Scheherazade is about a girl who lives a relatively normal life, yet it still holds
challenges for her. My Felicity is not someone who suffers from restricted choices; rather she
has an abundance of choices and a competitive nature that makes it difficult to relinquish one
path. I have watched many gifted students struggle to balance school, sport, music and other
extra-curricular activities. Perhaps Scheherazade will help them to tryon Felicity's life and
her choices and see the effect her choices and her actions have on her and those around her.

For Felicity, the pull is more towards individuality. She moves more and more into her music.
It is not a self-reflecting move, rather just something she just does in order to pursue her
dream. It is not a reasoned and balanced choice - she has not weighed the consequences and
decided. She is an individual in other ways. She doesn't look for approval from others or
worry about what they might think. Her need to win comes from within her:
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She didn't usually worry about what she was going to wear; she had a whole lot of
clothes in which she generally felt comfortable and just she put them on. She had lots
of skirts that were just brown or grey but then she had lots of different types of tops
from tee shirts to blouses that buttoned down the back that were different and exciting.
Some were patterned but most of them had interesting features such as collars or
pockets. She wore them with jewellery mostly and that gave her hundreds of outfits
that were all unique. Jane said they were an "eclectic mix" but to Felicity, they were
just her clothes. She'd never agonised over the process of buying them or wearing
them.

In academics, she hates getting only a pass and would rather go without sleep than not
complete a task to the best of her ability. Her absolute passion is in her music and in the
achievement of excellence in music she sees her motivation for being. Her version of social
identification is in her music, and in the groups who participate in that but she tends not to
socialise even with these people. Her music focus and competitiveness can be to the exclusion
of socialising even with other musicians:

"You coming for a coffee?" Ben called out as they packed up ...
"Sorry, maybe next week. I'm working on an assignment tonight."
"We'll help," Garth called out.
"With 4 Unit Maths?" Felicity laughed.
"Forget it. Only weirdos do 4 Unit Maths." Nathan pulled a face.

On Music Camp, she feels she doesn't need to talk to the two girls that she doesn't know. It
isn't that she doesn't like talking to people. She talks to Kathleen. She just doesn't expend
energy on something she doesn't want to.
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I had a great deal of certainty about Felicity and who she was but there was something about
her that wasn't quite right. Then I re-read Writing Hannah by Libby Gleeson. Gleeson is
talking about resolving an issue she had about Grandpa in Hannah and the Tomorrow Room.
She enters "a period of profound uncertainty" 39 . I identify with this and read on hungrily. The
answer for me comes when she says, "Hannah has to be the source of the climax of the book,
and the action, whatever it is, has to affirm Hannah as a worthwhile human being.T"

"That's it," I cry in my head. Felicity has to be the source of the climax and therefore of the
conflict. Until this point in my writing and thinking, Felicity's parents had been the source of
her conflict. They had decided not to pay for her music lessons and she had obtained a part
time job to pay for them herself. But where does the growth come from for Felicity if she has
no internal barriers? Adolescence, as I want to show it, is about the inner growth. I considered
Felicity's mother and Jeff. Their conflict comes out of past regret. This is not the case for
Felicity. For her, it is the opposite. If she doesn't try to do everything, now, she might have to
live with regret. This is not a conscious thing for Felicity. Most of her decisions, like those of
most adolescents, come out of her emotions and her habits. Because her mother is the role
model, her practices - drivenness and overwork - become Felicity's.

Once I decided to change this aspect of the story, things fell into place. I discovered that even
though Felicity doesn't want to be a doctor, she likes to do well in her studies. She is also
unable to relinquish the idea of being smart. She wants a good-looking boyfriend but doesn't
want to work at it, and she doesn't want Jane to have him either. The struggles for Felicity,
her real issues, are internal. She wants it all but that can't happen. I was concerned to show
that at some point, even the most high-flying people have to realise that the dream comes at a
price. Once I re-focused on Felicity's inner situation, the first draft was finished within three
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Gleeson, Libby. Writing Hannah - On writing for Children, Sydney, Hale &Iremonger, 1999, p 65
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months. TIle second and third drafts required relatively major changes to the order of chapters
and adding many scenes to enhance the characters and their relationships with one another.
However as the major part of the creative process was complete, the editing process was
much more what I was used to in other areas of writing.

In Scheherazade, we see the way Felicity ostracises her friends and the way she pushes
herself without self-reflection. Felicity initially chooses not to examine this aspect of her life.
This can be seen in her thoughtlessness at Music Camp when she gushes about

110W

wonderful her session with Mr Fontini was, knowing that Kathleen has been enduring Mr
Gensen. Even when she is confronted with the consequences of her lack of attention to her
friends at the ball, she only partly admits what has happened and falls back on her music until
later. At this stage she is at least aware of people as having an identity of their own and by the
end comes to realise that her treatment of Jane is not acceptable or that of a friend. Then, she
does confront it and has the internal resources to overcome the crisis. Felicity survives
because of her confidence, gained from her school results and her parents' confidence in her.
She can also hide in her music. In Scheherazade, we see Jeff (who is a young adult in his
early 20s) and his struggles with his past and his episode of anxiety. Felicity and her friends
are youthful; they want to be adults and to be treated that way, but they still act and think like
children some times. They are anxious about different things: school, friends, relationships
and their future:

She knew that Mrs Stacey would be covering it today and she wasn't looking forward
to it. Unfortunately the rest of the class felt the same way and they had decided to
make it a free-for-all. Francene had decided on percussion but was playing the
cymbals instead of the timpani. Niruba and Roena had swapped their double bass and
violin and were trying to play their parts on the wrong instrument. Heide had her
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French hom and was playing whatever she felt like. It sounded dreadful. Mrs Stacey
tried to regain control but all she did was stood there waving her flabby arms and
saying. "Girls, girls, settle down, please."

In what ways does Scheherazade resemble or differ from other Young Adult Fiction?

I believe that Scheherazade satisfies Kenneth Donelson's definition of realistic fiction: " ... an
author's attempt to depict people in ordinary situations without sentimentalising or glossing
over anything.T" Felicity is in a very ordinary situation: Year 12, good family, good friends,
good health, clever and accomplished. Scheherazade is the same as and different from each of
the Young Adult novels discussed so far. There are many novels written with female
protagonists around Felicity's age. In some the situations are similar to Felicity's and in some
very different. Some focus on the final year of school or thereabouts. Finding Grace 42 ,
Looking/or Alibrandi, 43 Walking Naked'"; Queen Kat, Carmel and St Jude Get a Lije 45 , and
Chain

0/ Hearts 46 all have female protagonists around this age. In Finding Grace and Queen

Kat, the girls have left school but the searches they are undertaking are similar to Felicity's. In
Walking Naked and Looking/or Alibrandi Megan's parents and Josie's mum are very much

available to them, although the normal tension that runs between adolescents and their parents
is very much present. This is also true of Felicity. Her mum and dad have her best interests at
heart but they don't fully connect with her.

In terms of the setting, Scheherazade is most like Looking/or Alibrandi in that Felicity and
Josephine are both doing their HSC, and they both go to private girls' schools. Scheherazade
Donelson, Kenneth L., & Nilsen, Aileen Pace. Literature for Today's Young Adults 3rd ed., Glenview,
III, Scott Forseman, 1989, p83
42 Brugman, Alyssa, Finding Grace, Sydney, Allen & Unwin, 2001
43 Marchetta, Melina, Looking for Alibrandi, Melbourne, Penguin, 1992
44 Brugmann, Alyssa, Walking Naked, Sydney, Allen & Unwin, 2002
45 McCarthy, Maureen, Queen Kat, Carmel & St Jude Get a Life, Melbourne, Penguin, 1995
46 McCarthy, Maureen, Chain of Hearts, Melbourne, Penguin 1999
41
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is set in the lower North Shore of Sydney in the late 1980s or early 1990s. It is not date
specific but I didn't want there to be a lot of electronic communication such as mobile phone.
It is also like Lookingfor Alibrandi in that there are scenes in the classroom, there are groups
of students who do things together and there are young men in the lives of Josie and Felicity.
Felicity's economic status is very different from Josie's, however. Not that it makes Felicity
all that different from Josie. They are both dealing with the issues that face girls in their last
year of school. Felicity's background is perhaps more normal or stable in that her parents are
together but it doesn't make her more together. If anything, Josie's relationship with her mum
and even, in the end, with her dad is closer than that which Felicity has with her parents.
While not exactly understanding her predicament, Felicity's parents at least observe her
behaviour and try to have a positive influence, warning her of dangers. For instance, her
mother says to her on more than one occasion, "aren't you doing too much?" The problem is
that her mother is also doing too much so that the pattern that Felicity has grown up with is
one where she sees that adults committing to too many things but not crumbling and so it is
"okay". In this way, I have tried to show that even in relatively functional families, there are
dysfunctions that can become learned behaviours that do not necessarily serve the adolescent
at the time, or that may set them up for continued dysfunction in that area.

Felicity is also very similar to Rachel ill Finding Grace. Rachel is 12 months older than
Felicity and perhaps not quite as self aware at the beginning. Felicity is more willing to admit
she does not know things, but she is certainly at least as naive as Rachel especially when it
comes to romance and life in the big wide world. Rachel has similar dreams to Felicity and is
on a steady path in her life.

In terms of the changes that take place in the protagonists in these stories, Rachel from

Finding Grace and Sophie from Chain ofHearts progress far further than Felicity. She is
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probably more like Josie and Megan in that she is still coming to terms with the changes that
have happened and is still to "prove" herself in her choices. Rachel and Sophie, however,
make some far more significant discoveries about themselves and others in the course of their
times in the story. Felicity only just "gets" that Jane has a right to be upset about her
treatment, whereas Rachel has come to realise that Grace is more than the vegetable she first
thought and makes efforts to bring out the person behind the disability. Felicity is still having
tantrums about accompanists who are not available whereas Sophie is concerned for her
aunt's situation.

As I said, current realistic fiction tends to be less didactic. In Scheherazade I don't aim to tell
the reader as much as to imply things. In the case of Felicity, the reader observes her actions
and has the opportunity to form an opinion. It is not until the night of the Ball that we see the
full effect of Felicity's treatment of her friends. The question is: does Felicity do enough nice
things to keep the reader on her side? Or is she facing enough opposition to her dream? Is
there enough sense of Felicity's position for the reader to continue to feel sympathy for her
even though she is shown to be selfish? I believe so. Even though Felicity sometimes says
nasty things and fobs offher friends, especially Jane she does reflect on this at the time. It is
the busy-ness that she has created for herself that keeps her from changing her actions. Young
people can relate to the way in which school life can take over and how stressful that can
become. They will have said things that they regret later, so I believe they will forgive her for
long enough to see how she changes in the end.

Scheherazade is written from a limited perspective. The narrator tells the story in the third
person, but confines herself to Felicity's point of view most of the time. Felicity is the central
character, and is always in the scene. Many young adult novels are written from first person,
especially those that are models for Scheherazade. For instance, Lookingfor Alibrandi,
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Finding Grace and, for Sophie's chapters, Chain ofHearts. I had also planned to write the

story as Felicity's diary plus her mother's reaction to reading that diary. This did not give me
the perspective I wanted. The mother's view of the diary was too didactic. I played around
with different formats and points of view including writing from Felicity's point of view in
first person. This wasn't right either. It was too easy just to tell what Felicity was thinking and
to have that be the story. Also, it didn't give enough opportunity to show the effect Felicity
was having on those around her. So, I chose third person with a limited point of view. I was
drawn to the challenge of keeping Felicity's point of view because I wanted to keep some of
the qualities of the first person to show how things change as she matures. I wanted the reader
to see her life but also see the effect of her actions and words on those around her. There is a
fair amount of authorial explanation but I believe that this is in balance with the amount of
dialogue in comparison with other novels of this type, and what it does is mainly show action
and give a deeper expression of ideas. For instance, in Looking for Alibrandi there are many
passages where Josie's thoughts are made explicit. These are in first person but the effect is
the same. The danger was not to express ideas that belong to the narrator. I had to continually
check to make sure that I was showing, not telling.

Literature is a significant truth expressed in appropriate elements and memorable
language.

47

I have tried to make the style memorable in that the language is musical, flows easily and is
easy to read. The language that Felicity uses is not typical of teenagers today. It is more old
fashioned and formal. This is because Felicity is representing something different from
today's average teen. She is a metaphor for something past, for a more structured way of
living. The language is not overly complex though, because I wanted it to be simple and
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accessible but not so literal that there are no clues and no mystery. In this way, the drama and
events are the focus, not the style. The language also reflects the actions in the book. For
instance, in Chapter 12 - Berlioz, A Ball- the language reflects the turmoil that Felicity is
experiencing by being fast and short:

"Just thought I would be friendly," What else could she say? She told herself it was
just temporary. She could find somewhere else as the night got going and people were
dancing and moving around. But it was

110

good. Sitting there wasn't better, so she

went back to floating on the edge.

In Chapter 4, Bach Partita Gigue, there is a passage where Felicity has just conquered a
difficult piece of music. Here the feeling is relief and the language more dreamy:

It worked. She played the piece when she got home and it came out just right, She
closed her eyes and imagined the notes swimming on the waves like she had in the
restaurant and it worked. Her fingers just flew to where they should be as she
imagined the notes and the sound becoming one. It was magic. When she had played it
over five times to make sure it wasn't a fluke, she went out to her favourite spot in the
garden under the Dutch elm. Felicity lay in the grass and stretched her hands above
her head. She relaxed and let the sounds around her meld into a new symphony. One
day she would know how to translate these sounds into music that she could write
down. One day soon. The blanket underneath her tickled slightly, so she wriggled
against it to scratch the itch. In the shade, she could just feel the warmth of the autumn
sun.
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The two schools mentioned have fictional names but are based on actual schools ill Sydney.
On the surface money is available; Felicity's parents provide everything from clothes and
gadgets to holidays and lessons in anything and everything:

"Felicity, walk straight," her mother called from the kitchen next morning. "You're all
hunched over."
"It's this stupid Biology text book." Felicity put on her hat. She hated wearing her hat
but she didn't feel like having a fight with her mum at the moment. It was sunny and
hot so maybe it might help to keep her coolon the way to school.
"Well why don't you leave it at home?"
"Mrs Harrelson makes us read it and answer the questions at the back." It would be
good if they did that for music. At least she would be interested in that.
"Leave it at school then."
"We have homework."
"I'll get you another one so you can leave one at school."
"Thanks Mum. That'd be great."

However, money is the extreme consideration. Felicity is told that there is not guarantee of
money in music. She is expected to realise on her cultural capital by pursuing a more lucrative
career.

Felicity is not really aware that there could be anything different. She does try for
independence, wanting to work to buy her own bows and music. For this reason, she gets a
part time job. Here Felicity's sheltered world is evident when she applies for her first job. The
people she meets are not from her class. Her middle-class attitudes make it hard for her to stay
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in her first job. Fortunately, she has the contacts to find ajob that is in line with her passion,
as an assistant in a music retail S110p.

Music in the story becomes a series of motifs or signatures that reflect Felicity's different
states of mind. The Bach Partita 4R shows the focused/academic Felicity practicing a fingering
technique over and over. The Brahms Violin Concerto 49 shows the creative Felicity dreaming
of a solo career. The stubborn Felicity who pushes herself to keep trying is shown in the
Scheherazade. Even though music is the passion for Felicity, young people with different
passions reading the story will be able to identify with the determination with which Felicity
confronts the issues that face her.

The music themes help to suggest development below the surface. For instance, the choice of
the title Scheherazade and the naming of four of the chapters after the four movements of the
piece, suggest Felicity's persistence. In the same way that Scheherazade persisted for a
thousand nights to try to save herself alld the other wives, Felicity persists with her dream.

Each of the chapters is named after a piece of music. Sometimes, the piece is what Felicity is
working on in her music lessons or for an audition or concert. For Chapter 4 the title - Bach
Partita Gigue - is also the name of the piece that she struggles with during that chapter.
Sometimes the piece is chosen for its name and how that name is significant to what is going
on for Felicity.

For il1stance, Berlioz, A Ball, is the heading for Chapter 12 which is the Year 12 Formal.
Also, however, there is a link to the nature of the music itself. So Berlioz, A Bal1 50 has lovely

48
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Brahms, Johannes, Concerto for Violin and Orchestra in 0, Op. 77
Berlioz, Hector, Symphonie fantastique, Op 14, A Ball
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dreamy parts but also parts that feel disjointed. It alternates between the two, just as Felicity's
emotions are swapped and changed during her experience.

Polovtsian Dances" isn't mentioned in the story but during the writing process, it was at one
stage the title for Chapter 3. It reminds me of a conductor who came to my high school and
tutored us ready for a massed choir. When all the schools came together, the sound was
amazing. I had heard our little school choir alone, and heard the practices of the different parts
of the whole choir. Then he started to work on the choir as a whole and the final sound was
far more sweet, melodic and rewarding than I would ever have expected. The conductor made
all the difference because he got us all working together. In Chapter 3, Mrs Troy, Felicity's
violin teacher is trying to make Felicity see that music is not created by one person in
isolation, that she needs to learn to playas part of an orchestra and follow a conductor's
directions. TIle piece also has some very dramatic stanzas, reflective of Felicity's personality.
Perhaps more importantly, this conversation frames what is lacking in Felicity. She says
conductors don't have to practise; she believes tllat the soloist is the most important. For her,
being a soloist, a star, is more important than the music. Mrs Troy is a symbol for the way
music should be and for the way Felicity needs to grow. So, Polovtsian Dances, although not
mentioned in the novel, was part of the process of developing the story and the characters.

This novel endeavours to engage the reader not only in the written narrative but also in the
musical narrative and the interplay between the musical and written narratives. In the
published work, an accompanying CD would contain all of the pieces mentioned.

Conclusions

51
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The process of writing Scheherazade has been the most frustrating but also one of the most
rewarding things I have done. I believe Scheherazade contributes to the body of Young Adult
fiction because it is unusual in its very 'normality' and in its dealing with the subtle problems
of apparently normal teenagers. It is also written specifically to appeal to the middle and
upper class teen, something which is lacking in the current Young Adult market.
There are many things that could improve Scheherazade which I will undertake in subsequent
edits. Firstly, there is more work to do in setting the place and time and in describing action,
characters and scenes. Some of the dialogue is still clumsy. Even after four different versions,
the ending is still not quite right.

To answer my original Research Question: "Can I (or anyone) write a Young Adult novel that
fills a perceived gap in the market place, and what does it take?"
I wrote a Young Adult novel. Whether it is marketable or not remains to be seen. I believe
there is still a gap in the marketplace for this type of novel. The next step is to do another edit
or two and then send it off to some publishers. What did it take? It took six years for the
initial submission and another two and a bit for the reworks. Writing part time, it had to fit
into life - full time work, children, husband, divorce, remarrying, changing jobs and houses.
So it took a lot of courage and persistence. But it is do-able.

My original quote still rings true for me in this journey:

When we are unconscious of a thing which is constellated, we are identified with it,
and it moves us or activates us as if we were marionettes. We can only escape that
effect by making it conscious and objectifying it, putting it outside of ourselves, taking
it out into the conscious.
Carl Jung.
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For Felicity, her struggle with doing too much is constellated at first, but then, she becomes
conscious of the effects and is able to objectify it. She is no longer a marionette but a young
adult who chooses. For me, the process of writing required me to make conscious the process
of writing, to become objective about my words and to look from outside, to stand back and
look again and again.
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