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Paper 1 — Texts and Human Experiences

General . Reading time — 10 minutes
Instructions . Working time — 1 hour and 30 minutes
. Write using black pen
. A Stimulus Booklet is provided
Write your Student Number at the top of this page.

Total marks: 40 Section | — 20 marks (pages 2-7)
. Attempt Questions 1-5
. Use the lines provided in this booklet to answer this
section
. Allow about 45 minutes for this section

Section Il — 20 marks (page 8)
. Attempt Question 6
. Use the provided writing booklet to answer this section
. Allow about 45 minutes for this section




Section 1

20 marks
Attempt Questions 1-5
Allow about 45 minutes for this section

Read the texts on pages 2—7 of the Stimulus Booklet carefully and then answer the questions in the
spaces provided. These spaces provide guidance for the expected length of the response.

Your answers will be assessed on how well you:
e demonstrate understanding of human experiences in texts
e analyse, explain and assess the ways human experiences are represented in texts

Question 1 (3 marks)
Text 1 — Poem

Explain how the poet challenges our understanding of new experiences.



Question 2 (4 marks)

Text 2 — Memoir extract

Analyse how Ben Folds explores the importance of creativity.



Question 3 (3 marks)

Text 3 — Fiction extract

How does Paul Auster explore the power of language?



Question 4 (4 marks)

Text 4 — Nonfiction extract

Evaluate how Zadie Smith explores the importance of shared spaces as part of the human
experience.



Question 5 (6 marks)

Text 1, Text 2, Text 3 and Text 4

Compare how TWO of the texts invite us to rethink how we see the world.

Question 5 continues on page 7
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Question 5 (continued)

End of Question 5
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Section 11

20 marks
Attempt Question 6
Allow about 45 minutes for this section

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

Your answer will be assessed on how well you:
e demonstrate understanding of human experiences in texts
e analyse, explain and assess the ways human experiences are represented in texts
e organise, develop and express ideas using language appropriate to audience, purpose
and context

Question 6 (20 marks)

It is through her poetic representation of individuals that Rosemary Dosbon provides her most
profound insights into our shared human experiences.

Explore this statement with close reference to the poetry of Rosemary Dobson.

The prescribed poems are:
¢ Young Girl at a Window
e Over the Hill
e Summer’s End
e The Conversation
e Cock Crow
e Amy Caroline
e Canberra Morning

End of paper
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Section 1

Text 1 — Poem

The New Experience

I was ready for a new experience.
All the old ones had burned out.

They lay in little ashy heaps along the roadside
And blew in drifts across the fairgrounds and fields.

From a distance some appeared to be smoldering
But when I approached with my hat in my hands

They let out small puffs of smoke and expired.
Through the windows of houses I saw lives lit up

With the otherworldly glow of TV
And these were smoking a little bit too.

I flew to Rome. I flew to Greece.
I sat on a rock in the shade of the Acropolis

And conjured dusky columns in the clouds.
I watched waves lap the crumbling coast.

I heard wind strip the woods.
I saw the last living snow leopard

Pacing in the dirt. Experience taught me
That nothing worth doing is worth doing

For the sake of experience alone.
I bit into an apple that tasted sweetly of time.

The sun came out. It was the old sun
With only a few billion years left to shine.

SUZANNE BUFFAM



Text 2 — Memoir extract

Here’s a dream I had when I was three years old. It’s the first dream I can remember. It
was set in one of those humid Southern dusks I knew as a kid. The kind of night where
I’d look forward to the underside of the pillow cooling off, so I could turn it over and
get something fresher to rest my head on for a good minute or so. In my dream, a group
of kids and I were playing in the backyard of my family’s home in Greensboro, North
Carolina. Fireflies—"“lightnin’ bugs,” as the old folks called them—Iit up in a dazzling
succession and sparkled around the backyard. Somehow, I was the only one who could
see these lightnin’ bugs, but if I pointed them out, or caught them in a jar, then the others
got to see them too. And it made them happy.

This was one of those movie-like dreams and I recall one broad, out-of-body shot
panning past a silhouetted herd of children, with me out in front. There was joyous
laughter and a burnt sienna sky dotted with flickering insects that no one else could see
until I showed them. And I remember another, tighter shot of children’s faces lighting
up as I handed them glowing jars with fireflies I’d captured for them. I felt needed and
talented at something.

Now, this dream wasn’t any kind of revelation. Hell, I was barely three years old. And
although it’s stuck with me all these years, I’ve never taken it to be a message from
above that I’'m a chosen prophet. However, a half century later, it’s obvious to me that
the dream reflects the way I see artistry and the role of an artist. At its most basic, making
art is about following what’s luminous to you and putting it in a jar, to share with others.

Here you go. A melody. See? I found it. It’s always been right there. That’s why it’s so
familiar. Maybe it was in the rthythm of the washing machine, the awkward pause in a
conversation, or the random collision of two radio stations blasting from two different
cars and how it reminded you of your parents trying to be heard over one another.
Remove a note, one flicker, and it’s the sound of the door closing for the last time and
her footsteps fading into the first silence in forever. But wait...nope, the silence wasn’t
really silence after all. You just weren’t paying attention. There’s always sound beneath
the sound you hear. Or something else to see when your eyes adjust. It turns out there
was also the sound of children playing outside your window and, below that, the buzz
of a ceiling fan. That’s a sound you’d overlooked before, but now it’s all you can hear.
We all see different flickers in a busy sky.

That’s where the melodies live. What do you notice that glows beneath the silence? Can
that glow be bottled, or framed? From time to time, we all catch a split-second glance
of a stranger in a storefront window before realizing it’s our own reflection. A
songwriter’s job is to see that guy, not the one posing straight on in the bathroom mirror.

As we speed past moments in a day, we want to give form to what we feel, what was
obvious but got lost in the shuffle. We want to know that someone else noticed that
shape we suspected was hovering just beyond our periphery. And we want that shape,
that flicker of shared life experience, captured in a bottle, playing up on a big screen,
gracing our living room wall, or singing to us from a speaker. It reminds us where we
have been, what we have felt, who we are, and why we are here.

BEN FOLDS
Extract from A Dream About Lightning Bugs



Text 3 — Fiction extract

In his three years as a high school student in the New Jersey suburbs, the sixteen-,
seventeen-, and eighteen-year-old Ferguson started twenty-seven short stories, finished
nineteen of them, and spent no less than one hour every day with what he called his
work notebooks, which he filled with various writing exercises he invented for himself
in order to stay sharp, dig down, and try to get better (as he once put it to Amy):
descriptions of physical objects, landscapes, morning skies, human faces, animals, the
effect of light on snow, the sound of rain on glass, the smell of burning wood, the
sensation of walking through fog or listening to wind blow through the branches of trees;
monologues in the voices of other people in order to become those other people or at
least try to understand them better (his father, his mother, his stepfather, Amy, Noah,
his teachers, his friends at school, Mr. and Mrs. Federman), but also unknown and more
distant others such as J. S. Bach, Franz Kafka, the checkout girl at the local supermarket,
the ticket collector on the Erie Lackawanna Railroad, and the bearded panhandler who
cadged a dollar from him in Grand Central Station; imitations of admired, demanding,
inimitable writers from the past (take a paragraph from Hawthorne, for example, and
compose something based on his syntactical model, using a verb wherever he used a
verb, a noun wherever he used a noun, an adjective wherever he used an adjective—in
order to feel the rthythms in your bones, to feel how the music was made); a curious
sequence of vignettes generated by puns, homonyms, and one-letter displacements of
words: ail/ale, lust/lost, soul/soil, birth/berth; and impetuous jags of automatic writing
to clear his brain whenever he was feeling stuck, as with a four-page scribble-gush
inspired by the word nomad that began: No, I am not mad. Nor am I even angry, but
give me a chance to discombobulate you, and I’ll pick your pockets clean. He also wrote
one one-act play, which he burned in disgust one week after finishing it, and twenty-
three of the foulest stinker poems ever hatched by a citizen of the New World, which he
tore up after promising himself never to write another poem again. He mostly hated
what he did. He mostly thought he was stupid and talentless and would never amount to
anything, but still he persisted, driving himself to keep at it every day in spite of the
often disappointing results, understanding there would be no hope for him unless he
kept at it, that becoming the writer he wanted to be would necessarily take years, more
years than it would take for his body to finish growing, and every time he wrote
something that seemed slightly less bad than the piece that had come before it, he sensed
he was making progress, even if the next piece turned out to be an abomination, for the
truth was that he didn’t have a choice, he was destined to do this or die, because
notwithstanding his struggles and dissatisfaction with the dead things that often came
out of him, the act of doing it made him feel more alive than anything else he had ever
done, and when the words began to sing in his ears and he sat down at his desk and
picked up his pen or put his fingers on the keys of his typewriter, he felt naked, naked
and exposed to the big world rushing in on him, and nothing felt better than that, nothing
could equal the sensation of disappearing from himself and entering the big world
humming inside the words that were humming inside his head.

PAUL AUSTER
Extract from 4 32 ]



Text 4 — Nonfiction extract

Last time I was in Willesden Green I took my daughter to visit my mother. The sun was
out. We wandered down Brondesbury Park toward the high road. The “French Market”
was on, which is a slightly improbable market of French things sold in the concrete
space between the pretty turreted remnants of Willesden Library (1894) and the brutal
red-brick beached cruise ship known as Willesden Green Library Centre (1989), a
substantial local landmark that racks up nearly five hundred thousand visits a year. We
walked in the sun down the urban street to the concrete space—to market. This wasn’t
like walking a shady country lane in a quaint market town ending up in a perfectly
preserved eighteenth-century square. It was not even like going to one of these farmers’
markets that have sprung up all over London at the crossroads where personal wealth
meets a strong interest in artisanal cheeses.

But it was still very nice. Willesden French Market sells cheap bags. It sells CDs of old-
time jazz and rock and roll. It sells umbrellas and artificial flowers. It sells ornaments
and knickknacks and doodahs, which are not always obviously French in theme or
nature. It sells water pistols. It sells French breads and pastries for not much more than
you’d pay for the baked goods in Greggs down Kilburn High Road. It sells cheese, but
of the decently priced and easily recognizable kind—Brie, goat’s, blue—as if the market
has traveled unchanged across the Channel from some run-down urban suburb of Paris.
Which it may have done for all I know. The key thing about Willesden’s French Market
is that it accentuates and celebrates this concrete space in front of Willesden Green
Library Centre, which is at all times a meeting place, though never quite so much as it
is on market day. Everybody’s just standing around, talking, buying or not buying
cheese, as the mood takes them. It’s really pleasant. You could almost forget Willesden
High Road was ten yards away. This matters. When you’re standing in the market you’re
not going to work, you’re not going to school, you’re not waiting for a bus. You’re not
heading for the Tube or shopping for necessities. You’re not on the high road where all
these activities take place. You’re just a little bit off it, hanging out, in an open-air urban
area, which is what these urban high streets have specifically evolved to stop people
from doing.

Everybody knows that if people hang around for any length of time in an urban area
without purpose they are likely to become “antisocial.” I do not claim to know what
happens in villages. But here in Willesden they were sitting on their ledge and the rest
of us were congregating for no useful purpose in the unlovely concrete space, simply
standing around in the sunshine, like some kind of community. From this vantage point
we could look ahead to the turrets, or left to the Victorian police station (1865), or right
to the half-ghostly fagcade of the Spotted Dog (1893).

We could have a minimal sense of continuity with what came before. Not so much as
the people of Hampstead must have, to be sure, or the folk who live in pretty market
towns all over the country, but here and there in Willesden the past lingers on. We’re
glad that it does. Which is not to say that we are overly nostalgic about architecture
(look at the library!) but we find it pleasant to remember that we have as much right to
a local history as anyone, even if many of us arrived here only recently and from every
corner of the globe.

Z ADIE SMITH
Extract from Northwest London Blues
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