English Standard
Paper 1 - Texts and Human Experiences

General
Instructions

Total marks: 40

● Reading time - 10 minutes
● Working time - 1 hour and 30 minutes
● Write using black pen
Section I - 20 marks
● Attempt Questions 1-5
● Allow about 45 minutes for this section
Section II - 20 marks
● Attempt Question 6
● Allow about 45 minutes for this section

Section I
20 marks
Attempt questions 1-5
Allow about 45 minutes for this section
1. Use Text 1 to answer this question.
3 marks
Explain how the experience of family relationships has been explored in the cartoon.

2. Use Text 2 to answer this question.
3 marks
What experience has the persona gained through her relationship with her grandfather?
3. Use Text 3 and Text 4 to answer the question
6 marks
Compare how texts 3 and 4 reveal how challenging experiences can ignite new ideas and
perceptions.
4. Use Text 5 to answer the question

4 marks

Analyse how Text 5 explores the contradictory experiences of the past and the present.
5. Use Text 6 to answer the question

4 marks

How does the language of Text 6 reveal the paradox of human experiences.
Texts begin from next page

Text 1 - Cartoon

Text 2 - Essay
I was never particularly kind to my grandfather. He was my mother's father, and he lived with us
when I was a teenager. I remember him coming into the lounge room one night, and when he went
to sit down, I said to my brother, "I hope he doesn't sit down." I didn't think my grandfather
understood much English, but he understood enough, and as I watched, he straightened up again,
and without a word, returned to his room. I was 12 years old.
My grandfather wrote poetry on great rolls of thin white paper with a paintbrush. He offered to read
and explain his poems to me several times over the years, but I only let him do it once. I'd let my
Chinese go by then, which made listening to him too much of an effort. Though I was raised
speaking Chinese, it wasn't long before I lost my language skills. I spoke English all day at school,
listened to English all night on TV. I didn't see the point of speaking Chinese. We lived in Australia.
Monday to Friday, Grandad went to the city, dressed in a suit with a waistcoat, a hat, and carrying
his walking stick. He would take the bus to the station, the train to the city, the tram to Little Bourke
Street. On Mondays, he'd be sitting at a large round table at Dragon Boat Restaurant with other old
Chinese men. Tuesdays to Fridays, he was at a small square table by himself with a pot of tea and
the Chinese newspaper. I watched him leave in the morning and come back in the afternoon, as
punctual and as purposeful as any school kid or office worker, for years.
At the funeral, my sadness was overshadowed by a sense of regret. I'd denied my grandfather the
commonest of kindnesses. I was 16 years old.
I am now 26. A few weeks ago, during a family dinner at a Chinese restaurant, the waiter
complimented my mum on the fact that I was speaking to her in Chinese. The waiter told mum with
a sigh that his own kids could barely string a sentence together in Chinese. Mum told the waiter I
had stopped speaking Chinese a few years into primary school, but that I had suddenly started up
again in my late teens.
Whenever I am stuck for a word, I ask her. Whenever I am with her, or relatives, or a waiter at a
Chinese restaurant, or a sales assistant at a Chinese department store, I practise. I am constantly
adding new words to my Chinese vocabulary, and memorising phrases I can throw into a
conversation at will. It is an organic way of relearning a language. Text books and teachers are not
necessary since I am only interested in mastering the spoken word. I am not interested in the
written word or in the many elements of Chinese culture of which I am ignorant. I am not trying to
"discover my roots". I am simply trying to ensure that the next time an elderly relative wants me to
listen to them, I am not only willing, I am able.

Text 3 - Song Lyrics

Deeper Water by Paul Kelly
On a crowded beach in a distant time
At the height of summer see a boy of five
At the water's edge so nimble and free
Jumping over the ripples looking way out to sea
Now a man comes up from amongst the throng
Takes the young boy's hand and his hand is strong
And the child feels safe, yeah the child feels brave
As he's carried in those arms up and over the waves
Deeper water, deeper water, deeper water, calling him on
Let's move forward now and the child's seventeen
With a girl in the back seat tugging at his jeans
And she knows what she wants, she guides with her hand
As a voice cries inside him - I'm a man, I'm a man!
Deeper water, deeper water, deeper water, calling him on
Now the man meets a woman unlike all the rest
He doesn't know it yet but he's out of his depth
And he thinks he can run, it's a matter of pride
But he keeps coming back like a cork on the tide
Well the years hurry by and the woman loves the man
Then one night in the dark she grabs hold of his hand
Says 'There, can you feel it kicking inside!'
And the man gets a shiver right up and down his spine
Deeper water, deeper water, deeper water, calling him on
So the clock moves around and the child is a joy
But Death doesn't care just who it destroys
Now the woman gets sick, thins down to the bone
She says 'Where I'm going next, I'm going alone'
Deeper water, deeper water
On a distant beach lonely and wild
At a later time see a man and a child
And the man takes the child up into his arms
Takes her over the breakers
To where the water is calm
Deeper water, deeper water,
Deeper water, calling them on

Text 4 - poem

The Door
Go and open the door.
Maybe outside there’s
a tree, or a wood,
a garden,
or a magic city.
Go and open the door.
Maybe a dog’s rummaging.
Maybe you’ll see a face,
or an eye,
or the picture
of a picture.
Go and open the door.
If there’s a fog
it will clear.
Go and open the door.
Even if there’s only
the darkness ticking,
even if there’s only
the hollow wind,
even if
nothing
is there,
go and open the door.
At least
there’ll be
a draught.
Miroslav Holub

Text 5 - Short story
She crept gingerly across to the window, and waited. Her thin shoulders rising and falling with
every lethargic breath she took. Weighted down by a black shawl, which lay draped across her
feeble frame, she blended well into the shadows of the dim room. For the last two months she
wore the same shawl: intricate black cotton, with a small gold pin – the pin he gave her, tucked
delicately among its folds. For the last two months, she stood by the window until the very last ray
of a waning sun was engulfed by the night sky. She wanted to smell the familiar fumes from his
blue jeep, which had signalled his return from work on any other day. She didn’t want to accept
what had happened, just like the way she was towards everything.
Time flies, hurrying by like the birds I observe. High; out of reach; unstoppable. The cherry of her
lips, plump and soft; the smoothness of her fingers, supple and slender…they once were. Her lips,
now pale, parched, lean painfully on shrivelled skin. Her frail hands lifted from her side, where she
played with the fabric of her skirt. Gnarled hands etched with memories, tracing the folds like a
piece of driftwood lighting the tide. Everything has aged by the wand of time.
A troupe of sons and daughters often intruded her reticent world offering their sympathy, their
open arms. They hugged her, consoled her, and advised her to forget. She became lost in a world
she now calls her own. She did not know what or how to feel. Time has erased any traces of
recollection of what life was without him. Their lives had been inextricably fused as one. The
laughs they shared, the trials they encountered…life had been such a joy. Those same parched lips
lifted into a faint smile. In the reminiscent airways of her mind, the reel of the past has started to
unwind once again. She’d be entranced by his passionate gaze as the words “I wish everything
would be the way they are at this moment” were uttered from her cherry lips. She’d take photos –
countless in number, just so to capture the memories they were creating.
Those are all she has now. Her glazed eyes surveyed the mantelpiece above the fireplace, halting
incessantly in great longing at a time no more. Every photo is encased as tightly as its possessor
wished to have held on to the memories it captured. There is an array of wrought-iron frames
lined up with such precision, one row mirrored the uniformity of the next. They had been intimate
lovers, doting parents… savoured despair gradually seeped through her gaunt sockets. These all so
many “had beens” penetrated her with the reality of the present.
All so suddenly, the cancer just rotted him away. She was petrified in the last few months of his
life. She didn’t want to accept what was happening. “These things never happened to good people
like us!” she’d wail in tears.
She did her best to preserve the traces which symbolled his existence. His shoes were polished,
just like she did every Sunday evening. His cologne sprayed on his every shirt after dry-cleaning.
But those attempts had all been in vain. Those same caring sons and daughters snatched what
they could in their race to relieve their mother of her supposed burden. “Reminders,” they called
them, horrified, eyebrows raised in such a manner, which suggested these vile “reminders” should
not be tolerated any longer. His shirts, pants, shoes, belts…became all but crumpled in the boot of
a car. “Who would wear them now?”, they reasoned as she protested. “He’s gone now”, they
reminded her ever so gently.
And now she’s alone. Thrust into a world she does not want to be in. Yet, it had been inevitable.
And that’s what life is.

Text 6 - Poem
Midway along our road of life I woke
to find myself in a secret dark wood,
for I had lost the narrow path. To evoke
what it was like – how hard, I barely could,
This wood was savage, dense and strange! The thought
of it renews those fears that I withstood,
a place so bitter, only to be caught
in death is worse, Yet there I found my share
of good, so now I’ll tell what else it brought.
I cannot rightly say how I came there,
I was so drugged with sleep the moment when
I lost the true way, wandering unaware,
Yet when… I looked up, saw the hill’s wings with their clean
early light cast from the planet whose sight
leads men straightly on every road. The scene
diminished and I felt the force of fright
lessen in the lake of my heart, that fear
I felt so piteously throughout the night.
Dante Alighieri,
Italian (1265-1321)

Section II
20 marks
Attempt question 1
Allow about 45 minutes for this section

Question 1 (20 marks)
‘Composers shape our view of the human experience.’
Discuss this statement with close reference to your prescribed text, as well as one text from Section
1.

