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Practice Paper 1 

 
Texts and Human Experiences 

 
Section 1 
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Examine texts 1, 2, 3, 4 and 5 in the stimulus booklet and then carefully answer the 
questions below 
 
Question 1 (3 marks) 
 
Use Text 1 to answer this question: 
Explain how the composer uses visual techniques to convey the complexity of human 
experiences. 
 
 
Question 2  (3 marks) 
 
Use Text 2 to answer this question: 
How does the text reveal the connection between human motivations and behaviours? 
 
 
Question 3 (2 marks) 
 
Use Text 3 to answer this question: 
‘You still occasionally fall into the old ways of thinking’ 
What does the text suggest about the importance of memories? 
 
 
Question 4 (6 marks) 
 
Use Texts 3 and 4 to answer this question: 
Compare how Texts 3 and 4 suggest the value of the imagination to the human 
experience. 
 
 
Question 5 (6 marks) 
 
Use Text 5 to answer this question: 
Explain how the text represents the relationship between place and the human 
experience. 
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Stimulus Booklet – Section 1 
 

Text 1 – Album Cover 
 
River of Dreams 
 

 
 BILLY JOEL 
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Text 2 – 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 
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Text 3 – Memoir Extract From ‘Report From The Interior’ 
 

 

       PAUL AUSTER 
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Text 4 – Short Story Extract Adapted From ‘To Dream Of Stars’  
 

The first time he sees the Royal Observatory he is three days shy of his twelfth birthday. It’s 

spring, a clear night, the stars unveiling themselves in small groups as the sky overhead grows 

dark. 

The tower rises from the hills, dominating the uneven horizon, a crooked silhouette against 

the twilight. The glowing dome at the tip points at the emerging stars, the length of the tower 

twisted like the four-joined finger of a great and alien hand. He feels the strangeness of the 

building, a discordant note casting echoes in the chambers of his heart, but the otherness calls 

to him regardless. John Flamsteed is promised to God in both body and spirit, but he knows 

his heart and mind now belong to that tower forever. 

“Eyes off it,” his father orders, cuffing the boy across the back of the head, and John falls 

forward, clinging to the horse’s mane to keep himself in the saddle. The older Flamsteed rides 

on, glaring at the observatory. “It’s evil,” his father says, “and dangerous yet. You will not 

look at it. You will not even think of it, or the creatures that dwell within. Do you 

understand?” 

John Flamsteed nods, used to obedience without understanding. His father sees evil where 

other men see nothing, though perhaps this once John can see the hint of corruption his father 

fears. He averts his gaze, but the tower remains. It looms on the fringe of his vision, a 

constant threat. The sight of it pulls at his heart, luring him as though he’s been hooked on a 

silvery strand of twine wrapped around the tower’s domed tip. 

They have three days of business in town, just long enough for John to hear the stories. He 

absorbs them, one by one, the details coalescing as he weaves rumour and folk-tale together. 

There are those that tell him the yellow texture of the tower comes from tiles made of dragon 

bone, that its twisting mass is held upright by prayer and dark magic. The accusations of 

magic perturb him, an affront to both God and reason, but he listens and nods and asks again 

when the moment presents itself. There are folk-tales aplenty to hear, but none to satisfy his 

thirst for comprehension. 

On their final night in town, his birthday, John Flamsteed skulks out of the room he shares 

with his father. The moon is a thumbnail sliver overhead, a sliver so brief its presence barely 

registers against the scattered wash of stars. John Flamsteed stumbles through the unfamiliar 

streets, toes catching the rough cut cobblestones, tripping his way into the open fields and the 

hills beyond. The air smells fresh and clean, but the aftertaste is sour. He climbs the 

unfamiliar slopes, his young body straining against the rough terrain hidden by darkness. 

The Observatory serves as a compass, allowing him to orient himself against the empty 

darkness the tower casts against the endless stars. Eventually John stands at the base, staring 

up at a tower tall enough to brush against sky. John Flamsteed examines the pale shingles, 

stands close enough that he can reach out and touch their worn exterior with the tips of his 

young fingers. They feel like the smoothed edge of a predator’s incisor, noble, deadly and 

beautiful in a single moment. 

He thinks of the stories the townsfolk tell about children raised to the Astronomers Royal, 

kidnapped and replaced by changelings, stripped of their humanity by the Astronomer’s 

training. In the lonely light of the thumbnail moon, John Flamsteed makes a promise. He will 

return here, one day, free from the shackles of his father’s assumptions. He will give himself 

over to the stars and the Others, all in the name of God and his country. Damn the 

impossibilities, he will enter the tower and join the ranks of the Astronomers Royal. 

        

PETER M. BALL 
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Text 5 – Visual Arts Review 

 
ROBERT NELSON 

 

 
 
 


