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Fort Street 2022 Trials 
Section I 

 
20 marks 

Attempt Questions 1-5 

Allow about 45 minutes for this section 

 

Read the texts on pages 3-6 of the Stimulus Booklet carefully and then answer the questions in the 

spaces provided. These spaces provide guidance for the expected length of the responses. 

 
In your answer you will be assessed on how well you:  

■ demonstrate understanding of human experiences in texts  

■ analyse, explain and assess the ways human experiences are represented in texts 

 
 

Question 1 (3 marks) 

 

Text 1 – Short Fiction 
 

Explain how Patrick Haas employs metaphor to evoke the experience of despair.  

 
………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

If you need additional space to answer Question 1 use the lines below. 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 
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Question 2 (3 marks) 

 

Text 2 - Poem 
 

How effective is the poet’s use of imagery to convey human experience?      
 
………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

If you need additional space to answer Question 2 use the lines below. 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

                    

 
         

 
Section 1 continues 
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Question 3 (4 marks) 

 

Text 3 – Non-fiction 
 

Analyse how Bernard Cooper uses literary devices to reflect on our shared humanity.  
 
………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

If you need additional space to answer Question 3 use the lines below. 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

 

 

 

 

Section 1 continues 
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Question 4 (4 marks) 

 

Text 4 – Non-fiction 
 

How does Helen MacDonald represent the collective experience of awe and wonder?  
        
………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

If you need additional space to answer Question 4 use the lines below. 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 
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Question 5 (6 marks) 

 

Compare the way that any TWO of the texts provided explore ideas about the connections 
between people.          
        
………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

If you need additional space to answer Question 5 use the lines below. 
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……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………… 

 

End of Section 1 
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Section II 

 
20 marks 

Attempt Question 6 

Allow about 45 minutes for this section 

 

Answer the question in the Writing Booklet. Extra writing booklets are available. 

 
In your answer you will be assessed on how well you:  

■ demonstrate understanding of human experiences in texts  

■ analyse, explain and assess the ways human experiences are represented in texts 

■ organise, develop and express ideas using language appropriate to audience, purpose and context 

 
 

Question 6 (20 marks) 

 

‘Literature helps people agree on the truths of the great constant, which is human nature.’ 

– Salman Rushdie 

 

To what extent is Rushdie’s statement true of the prescribed text you have studied in the Common 

Module? 

 

Answer with close reference to the language forms, features and structures. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

End of Section 2 
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Section I 

 

 

Text One – Short Fiction 

 

 

 

 

Laurel finds me at the bar, again. She ignores the bartender and doesn’t sit down. She takes an ice 

cube from my drink and sets it on the table. “Before this melts,” she says, “you have to decide how 

it’s gonna be.” 

 

I tell her that water freezes when its temperature drops below zero degrees Celsius. The molecules 

slow down and bond together. The density of the bonds keeps ice afloat in liquids. 

 

“The kids are in the car, you son-of-a-bitch,” she says and grabs my collar.  

 

When things get too heated, I continue, or there’s too much pressure, the molecules move faster, the 

bonds break, and gaps form when melting begins.  

 

“This is your last chance.”  

 

And once that begins, I say, as water forms around the base of the ice cube until it looks like it’s 

drowning in itself and she runs out of the door with the keys jingling in her hand -- there’s not a 

whole hell-of-a-lot that I can do about it. 

 

 

PATRICK HAAS 

 
 

 

 

 

 

End of Text One 
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Text Two – Poem 

 

 

 

From Liang Yue Xian1: The Letter 
 

 

How it sits in his hands.  

  

“Who’s it from?”   

Her son looks away.  

“Susan.”  

Su-san. A girl’s name.  

An Australian girl is writing to her son.  

The coffeeshop patrons grow quiet.  

Fat sizzles in the restaurant’s woks, upstairs.  

Traffic roars round the corner.   

  

Questions,  

as if he is suddenly a stranger,  

as if he has come from a far-away place,  

sat down in strange clothes, demanding a coffee.  

  

Someone strange has come in and sat down in their coffeeshop.  

There! Her breath in the words of the letter.  

A glimpse of the handwriting—  

round, neat letters.   

A faint outline of a person is starting to form.  

  

His mother thinks of how words   

flow out of a body and carry the ghost   

of fingers, a face, a heart.  

She thinks of the words that have etched themselves  

on the walls of her life: I surrender,  

We are at war; the words that weigh heavily   

on her tongue as she stands and watches  

the face of her son: I love you, Come home.   

Come Home.  

  

But she cannot hold him, how quickly he slips from her gaze   

to those words on the page   

that are taking him away,  

to a place she has no name for.  
 
 

MIRIAM WEI-WEI LO 

 

End of Text Two 

 

 

 
1 The name of the poet’s grandmother. The poem is from a collection based on Liang Yue Xian’s life 
experiences. 
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Text Three – Non-Fiction Essay 

The Fine Art of Sighing 

You feel a gradual welling up of pleasure, or boredom, or melancholy.  Whatever the emotion, it's 

more abundant than you ever dreamed. You can no more contain it than your hands can cup a lake. 

And so you surrender and suck the air. Your oesophagus opens, diaphragm expands. Poised at the 

crest of an exhalation, your body is about to be unburdened, second by second, cell by cell. A kettle 

hisses. A balloon deflates. Your shoulders fall like two ripe pears, muscles slack at last. 

My mother stared out the kitchen window, ashes from her cigarette dribbling into the sink. She'd 

turned her back on the rest of the house, guarding her own solitude. I'd tiptoe across the linoleum1 

and make my lunch without making a sound. Sometimes I saw her back expand, then heard her let 

loose one plummeting note, a sigh so long and weary it might have been her last. Beyond our 

backyard, above telephone poles and apartment buildings, rose the brown horizon of the city; across 

it glided an occasional bird, or the blimp that advertised Goodyear tyres. She might have been 

drifting into the distance, or lamenting her separation from it. She might have been wishing she were 

somewhere else, or wishing she could be happy where she was, a middle-aged housewife dreaming 

at her sink. 

My father's sighs were more melodic. Where my mother sighed from ineffable2 sadness, my father 

sighed at simple things: the coldness of a drink, the softness of a pillow, or an itch that my mother, 

following the frantic map of his words, finally found on his back and scratched. 

A friend of mine once mentioned that I was given to long and ponderous sighs. Once I became aware 

of this habit, I heard my father's sighs in my own and knew for a moment his small satisfactions. At 

other times, I felt my mother's restlessness and wished I could leave my body with my breath, or be 

happy in the body my breath left behind. 

At any given moment, there must be thousands of people sighing. A man in Milwaukee heaves and 

shivers and blesses the head of the second wife who's not too shy to lick his toes. A judge in Munich 

groans with pleasure after tasting again the silky bratwurst she ate as a child. Every day, meaningful 

sighs are expelled from schoolchildren, driving instructors, forensic experts, certified public 

accountants, and dental hygienists, just to name a few. The sighs of widows and widowers alone 

must account for a significant portion of the carbon dioxide released into the atmosphere. Every time 

a girdle is removed, a foot is submerged in a tub of warm water, or a restroom is reached on a 

desolate road . . . you'd think the sheer velocity of it would create mistrals, siroccos, hurricanes3; 

arrows should be swarming over satellite maps, weathermen talking a mile a minute, ties flapping 

from their necks like flags. 

Before I learned that Venetian prisoners were led across it to their execution, I imagined that the 

Bridge of Sighs4 was a feat of invisible engineering, a structure vaulting above the earth, the girders 

and trusses, the stay ropes and cables, the counterweights and safety rails connecting one human 

breath to the next. 

                                                                                                                              BERNARD COOPER 

           End of Text Three 

 

 

 
1 Linoleum: a hard-wearing material used for kitchen floors. 
2 Ineffable: too overwhelming to be expressed in words. 
3 Mistrals, siroccos, hurricanes: names given to different strong winds. 
4 Bridge of Sighs: A famous tourist landmark in Venice, Italy.  
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Text Four – Non-Fiction Essay 

 

Eclipse 

 

It’s reassuring to view the world on your own. You can gaze at a landscape and see it peopled by 

things — trees, clouds, hills and valleys — which have no voice except the ones you give them in 

your imagination; none can challenge who you are. So often we see solitary contemplation as simply 

the correct way to engage with nature. 

 

But it is always a political act, bringing freedom from the pressures of other minds, other 

interpretations, other consciousnesses competing with your own. There’s another way of escaping 

social conflict, of course, and that is to make yourself part of a crowd that sees the world the same 

way that you do, values the same things as you… 

 

The millions of tourists who flocked to the total eclipse of 2017 didn’t see something time had 

fashioned from American rock and earth, nor something wrought of American ingenuity, but a 

passing shadow cast across the nation from celestial bodies above. Even so, it’s fitting that this total 

eclipse was dubbed The Great American Eclipse, for the event chimed with the country’s 

contemporary struggles between matters of reason and unreason, individuality and crowd 

consciousness, belonging and difference. Of all crowds, the most troubling are those whose cohesion 

is built from fear of and outrage against otherness and difference; they’re entities defining 

themselves by virtue only of what they are against. The simple fact about an eclipse crowd is that it 

cannot work in this way, for, confronting something like the absolute, all our differences are moot.  

 

When you stand and watch the death of the sun and see it reborn there can be no them, only us… 

 

When the light dimmed, the atmosphere grew electric, and the crowd became a thing of 

overwhelming importance, a palpable presence in my mind. I felt a fleeting, urgent concern for the 

safety of everyone around me as the world rolled, and the moon too, and night slammed down on us. 

Though I could hardly see a hand held in front of my face, far out across the sea hung clouds tinted 

the eerie sunset shade of faded photographs of 1950s atomic tests, and beyond them clear blue day. 

And then the revelation came. It wasn’t what I’d expected. It wasn’t focused up there in the sky, but 

down here with us all, as the crowds that lined the Atlantic shore raised cameras to commemorate 

totality, and as they flashed, a wave of particulate light crashed along the dark beach and flooded 

across to the other side of the bay, making the whole coast a glittering field of stars. Each fugitive 

point of light was a different person. I laughed out loud.  

 

I’d wanted a solitary revelation but had been given something else instead: an overwhelming sense 

of community, and of what it is made — a host of individual lights shining briefly against oncoming 

darkness… 

 

All that is left of the sun now is a bare, fingernail curve of light. The landscape is insistently alien: 

short, midday shadows in a saturated world. The land is orange. The sea is purple. Venus has 

appeared in the sky, quite high, up to the right. And then, with a chorus of cheers and whistles and 

applause, I stare at the sky as the sun slides away, and the day does too, and impossibly, impossibly, 

above us is a stretch of black, soft black sky and a hole in the middle of it. A round hole, darker than 

anything you’ve ever seen, fringed with an intensely soft ring of white fire. Applause crackles and 

ripples across the dunes. My throat is stopped. My eyes fill with tears.  

 

 

Text Four continues on the following page 
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The intellect cannot grasp any of this. Not the dark, nor the sunset clouds on every horizon, nor the 

stars, just that extraordinary wrongness, up there, that pulls the eyes towards it. The exhilaration is 

barely contained terror. I’m tiny and huge all at once, as lonely and singular as I’ve ever felt, and as 

merged and part of a crowd as it is possible to be. It is a shared, intensely private experience. But 

there are no human words fit to express all this. Opposites? Yes! Let’s conjure big binary oppositions 

and grand narratives, break everything and mend it at the same moment. Sun and moon. Darkness 

and light. Sea and land, breath and no breath, life, death. A total eclipse makes history laughable, 

makes you feel both precious and disposable, makes the inclinations of the world incomprehensible. 

 

And then something else happens, a thing that still makes my heart rise in my chest and eyes blur, 

even in recollection. For it turns out there’s something even more affecting than watching the sun 

disappear into a hole. Watching the sun climb out of it. Here I am, sitting on the beach in the 

underworld, with all of the standing dead. It is cold, and a loose wind blows through the darkness. 

But then, from the lower edge of the blank, black disc of the dead sun, bursts a perfect point of 

brilliance. It leaps and burns. It’s unthinkably fierce, unbearably bright, something (I blush to say it, 

but here it comes) like a word.  

 

And thus begins the world again. Instantly. Joy, relief, gratitude; an avalanche of emotion. Is all 

made to rights, now? Is all remade?  

 

From a bay tree, struck into existence a moment ago, a spectacled bulbul1 calls a greeting to the new 

dawn. 

 

 

 

HELEN MACDONALD 

 

 

 

End of Text Four 

  

 
1 A type of songbird. 
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Section II 
 

The prescribed texts for Section II are: 

 

• Prose fiction  –  Anthony Doerr, All the Light We Cannot See  

 

    –  Amanda Lohrey, Vertigo 

 

    –  George Orwell, Nineteen Eighty-Four 

 

–  Favel Parrett, Past the Shallows 

 

•  Poetry   – Rosemary Dobson, Rosemary Dobson Collected 

 

The prescribed poems are: 

 

o Young Girl at a Window  

o Over the Hill 

o Summer’s End 

o The Conversation 

o Cock Crow 

o Amy Caroline 

o Canberra Morning 

 

   – Kenneth Slessor, Selected Poems 

 

         The prescribed poems are: 

 

o Wild Grapes 

o Gulliver 

o Out of Time 

o Vesper-Song of the reverend and Samuel Marsden 

o William Street 

o Beach Burial  

  

• Drama   – Jane Harrison, Rainbows’s End 

    

– Arthur Miller, The Crucible 

 

• Shakespearean  – William Shakespeare, The Merchant of Venice 

Drama 

 

• Nonfiction   – Tim Winton, The Boy Behind the Curtain  

 

    – Malala Yousafzai and Christine Lamb, I am Malala 

 

 

• Film   – Stephen Daldry, Billy Elliot  

 

 

• Media   – Ivan O’Mahoney, Go Back to Where You Came From  

 

    – Lucy Walker, Waste Land 
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Blank Page 

 

 

 

 

 






















