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Creating Our Own Happiness - Wayne Coyne

I believe we have the power to create our own happiness. I believe the real magic in the world is done by humans. I believe normal life is extraordinary.

ADVANCE \d4
I was sitting in my car at a stoplight intersection listening to the radio. I was, I guess, lost in the moment, thinking how happy I was to be inside my nice warm car. It was cold and windy outside, and I thought, "Life is good."

Now, this was a long light. As I waited, I noticed two people huddled together at the bus stop. To my eyes, they looked uncomfortable; they looked cold and they looked poor. Their coats looked like they came from a thrift store. They weren't wearing stuff from The Gap. I knew it because I'd been there. The couple seemed to be doing their best to keep warm. They were huddled together, and I thought to myself, "Oh, those poor people in that punishing wind." 

But then I saw their faces. Yes, they were huddling, but they were also laughing. They looked to be sharing a good joke, and suddenly, instead of pitying them, I envied them. I thought, "Huh, what's so funny?" They didn't notice the wind. They weren't worried about their clothes. They weren't looking at my car thinking, "I wish I had that." 

ADVANCE \d4
You know when a single moment feels like an hour? Well, in that moment, I realized I had assumed this couple needed my pity, but they didn't. I assumed things were all bad for them, but they weren't. And I understood we all have the power to make moments of happiness happen. 

Now, maybe that's easy for me to say. I feel lucky to have fans around the world, a house with a roof and a wife who puts up with me. But I felt this way even when I was working at Long John Silver's. I worked there for 11 years as a fry cook. When you work at a place that long, you see teenagers coming in on their first dates; then they're married; then they're bringing in their kids. You witness whole sections of people's lives.

In the beginning, it seemed like a dead end job. But at least I had a job. And frankly, it was easy. After two weeks, I knew all I needed to know, and it freed my mind. The job allowed me to dream about what my life could become. 

The first year I worked there, we got robbed. I lay on the floor. I thought I was going to die. I didn't think I stood a chance. But everything turned out all right. A lot of people look at life as a series of miserable tasks, but after that, I didn't. 

ADVANCE \d4
I believe this is something all of us can do: Try to be happy within the context of the life we are actually living. Happiness is not a situation to be longed for or a convergence of lucky happenstance. Through the power of our own minds, we can help ourselves. This I believe.

English 4 January 2016 Listening Exam                         



Name:

Creating Our Own Happiness - Wayne Coyne

1.
What does the unknown couple teach the speaker?




 
A. To take advantage of everyday 

B. Happiness is within ourselves

C. Not to seek pity from others

D. Wealth brings acceptance

2.
What did working at Long John Silver’s restaurant give him?


 

A. An ability to work with the public 

B. An appreciation of the working man

C. An overview of all walks of life

D. A sense of hard work

3.
What life-changing event occurred to him?



A. He was fired



B.  He was married
C. He was robbed



D.  He was promoted 


4.
Which word best describes the speaker’s outlook on life?



A. Determined




B. Optimistic

C. Pessimistic




D. Serious

5.
With reference to two specific details from the passage, identify and explain how the author develops an overall theme.




 

Listening passage  - January 2016
Always Go to the Funeral - Deirdre Sullivan







ADVANCE \d4
I believe in always going to the funeral. My father taught me that. 

The first time he said it directly to me, I was 16 and trying to get out of going to calling hours for Miss Emerson, my old fifth grade math teacher. I did not want to go. My father was unequivocal. "Dee," he said, "you're going. Always go to the funeral. Do it for the family." 

So my dad waited outside while I went in. It was worse than I thought it would be: I was the only kid there. When the condolence line deposited me in front of Miss Emerson's shell-shocked parents, I stammered out, "Sorry about all this," and stalked away. But, for that deeply weird expression of sympathy delivered 20 years ago, Miss Emerson's mother still remembers my name and always says hello with tearing eyes. 
That was the first time I went un-chaperoned, but my parents had been taking us kids to funerals and calling hours as a matter of course for years. By the time I was 16, I had been to five or six funerals. I remember two things from the funeral circuit: bottomless dishes of free mints and my father saying on the ride home, "You can't come in without going out, kids. Always go to the funeral." 
ADVANCE \d4
Sounds simple—when someone dies, get in your car and go to calling hours or the funeral. That, I can do. But I think a personal philosophy of going to funerals means more than that.
ADVANCE \d4
"Always go to the funeral" means that I have to do the right thing when I really, really don't feel like it. I have to remind myself of it when I could make some small gesture, but I don't really have to and I definitely don't want to. I'm talking about those things that represent only inconvenience to me, but the world to the other guy. You know, the painfully under-attended birthday party. The hospital visit during happy hour. The Shiva call for one of my ex's uncles. In my humdrum life, the daily battle hasn't been good versus evil. It's hardly so epic. Most days, my real battle is doing good versus doing nothing. 
ADVANCE \d4
In going to funerals, I've come to believe that while I wait to make a grand heroic gesture, I should just stick to the small inconveniences that let me share in life's inevitable, occasional calamity. 
ADVANCE \d4
On a cold April night three years ago, my father died a quiet death from cancer. His funeral was on a Wednesday, middle of the workweek. I had been numb for days when, for some reason, during the funeral, I turned and looked back at the folks in the church. The memory of it still takes my breath away. The most human, powerful and humbling thing I've ever seen was a church at 3:00 on a Wednesday full of inconvenienced people who believe in going to the funeral.
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Name:

Always Go to the Funeral - Deirdre Sullivan







1. What is her father’s reason for attending funerals?




 
A. Acknowledging a lifetime

B. Facing reality

C.  Respect for the family

D. A sense of closure
2. Which word best describes the effect of Sullivan’s encounter with Miss Emerson’s mother?

A. Awkward



B. Brief


 
C. Moving



D. Sympathetic

3. To Sullivan, what does always go to the funeral mean?



 
A. Consistency in behavior

B.  Following through no matter how one feels

C. Hiding one’s true emotion

D. Responsibility for self

4. What is the overall mood of this passage?




 
A. Distressing


B. Humorous

C. Touching


D. Solemn

5. With reference to two specific details from the passage, identify and explain the influence of the author’s father.
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The Deeper Well of Memory - Christine Cleary


I believe that memory is never lost, even when it seems to be, because it has more to do with the heart than the mind.

ADVANCE \d4

At the same time my 44-year-old husband, Ed, was losing his life, my mother was losing her ability to remember. As Ed's lungs filled with cancer, Mom's brain was becoming tangled in plaque. She forgot how to start the car, whether or not she had eaten and which family members had died — including my father.

ADVANCE \d4

I became afraid that one day I, too, would be unable to recall my husband, not because of Alzheimer's, but simply because my memory of him might fade. So from the day of Ed's diagnosis until his death a year later, I set out to memorize him: his crooked smile and vigorous embrace, his woodsy smell and the way he cleared his throat when he reached the top of the stairs. I knew I'd always be able to recite his qualities — kind, gentle, smart, funny — but I wanted to be able to conjure up the physical man in my mind, as fully as possible, when he was gone.

ADVANCE \d4

Back then, I thought memory was a deliberate, cognitive process, like remembering multiplication tables or lyrics or where the keys were. Unable to rescue Ed from cancer, I was determined to save him from the only thing worse than dying: being forgotten.

ADVANCE \d4

Later I learned that memory has a will of its own. You can't control it any more that you can influence the weather. When it springs up, a person loved and lost is found, if only for a few seconds. 

ADVANCE \d4

Recently when I was driving, I had a deep and sudden sense of Ed and the way it felt to have him next to me in the car. My body softened as it used to when we were together seven years ago, living a shared life. I wasn't remembering his face or the way he walked; the careful details I had stored had nothing to do with this moment in the car. Looking in the rearview mirror, I recognized in my own face the same look I once saw on my mother's face in the nursing home. I had asked her a question about my father, and she became confused about his identity. Yet, as she sat there, dressed in a shapeless polyester outfit, she briefly appeared young and radiant, her face filled with love and her eyes misty. Her brain couldn't label the man correctly, but that was not important. It was clear to me that her husband was vivid in her heart, a memory even Alzheimer's could not crush. 

ADVANCE \d4

I believe there is a difference between memory and remembering. Remembering has to do with turning the oven off before leaving the house, but memory is nurtured by emotion. It springs from a deeper well, safe from dementia and the passage of time. 
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Name:

The Deeper Well of Memory - Christine Cleary

1.
In the author’s opinion, where does memory reside?



 

A. In the experience



B. In the heart




C. In the mind




D. In the soul

2.
With what is Cleary’s mother afflicted?






             
A. Alzheimer’s




B. Cancer

C. Plague




D. Terminal illness

3.
Cleary includes all of the following when describing her husband except:

 
A. Funny




B. Gentle

C. Kind





D. Patient

4.
What does the speaker consider to be worse than dying?


 
A. A life of loneliness


B. Being forgotten
C. A broken promise


D. Unceasing pain
5.
With support by way of two specifics examples from the passage, identify and explain a tone that is present.


 
