
First Language English, 0500, Paper 2, Grade A*. 
 
Key: 
 
Question 
Student Response 
Examiner’s Comment 
 
Paper 0500/02 largely tests reading skills, but, in the first and last questions on the 
paper, writing is also assessed, albeit not as the main component. . 
 
The two passages on the paper introduced two hotels to candidates - The Shamrock 
Hotel, a remote dilapidated hostelry in Victoria, Australia in Passage A, and The 
Technocrat Hotel, a futuristic, impersonal, soulless place in Passage B. 
   
Question 1 required candidates to write a letter to Mr and Mrs Doyle, explaining why 
(surprisingly) they had enjoyed a visit to the Shamrock Hotel so much. The best 
answers were enthusiastic, clever and convincing in using the details of the text to 
convert a distinctly unpromising situation into a memorable sojourn.  
 
Question 2 focused explicitly on the language of the writer, asking candidates to 
explain how the writer makes the descriptions of, firstly, the animals, then Michael 
Doyle effective. The challenge here for candidates was to make pertinent, high-
quality comments on language. 
 
Question 3 instructed candidates to summarise the worrying and annoying aspects of, 
firstly, the Technocrat Hotel, then the Shamrock Hotel. Candidates who could 
accumulate points in a focused, efficient manner would score high marks in this 
question. 
 

Part 1 
Read Passage A carefully, and then answer Questions 1 and 2. 
Passage A 
 

This story was written a long time ago. It is about a hotel in the state of Victoria, 
Australia. 

 
The Shamrock Hotel 

 
Not a day’s tramp from Ballarat, set well back from a dusty track that started nowhere 
in particular and had no destination worth mentioning, stood the Shamrock Hotel. It 
was a low, rambling, disjointed structure, and bore strong evidence of having been 
designed by an amateur artist in a moment of drunken frenzy. It reached out in 
several well-defined angles, and had a lean-to building stuck on here and there; 
numerous outhouses were dropped down about it at random; its walls were propped 
up in places with logs, and its moss-coloured shingle roof, bowed down with the 
weight of years and a great accumulation of stones, hoop-iron, jam-tins, broken 
glassware, and dried possum skins, bulged threateningly on the verge of utter 
collapse. The Shamrock was built of sun-dried bricks, of an unhealthy, bilious tint. Its 
dirty, shattered windows were plugged in places with old hats and discarded female 
apparel, and draped with green blinds, many of which had broken their moorings, 
and hung despondently by one corner. Groups of ungainly fowl chased succulent 



grasshoppers before the bar door; a moody, distempered goat rubbed her ribs 
against a shattered trough roughly hewn from the butt of a tree, and a matronly old 
bitch of spare proportions wallowed complacently in the dust of the road, surrounded 
by her yelping brood. 
 
A battered sign hung out over the door of the Shamrock, informing people that 
Michael Doyle was the licensed owner, and that good accommodation could be 
afforded to both man and beast at the lowest current rates. But that sign was 
unreliable. Bed and board were quite out of the province of the Shamrock. There 
was, in fact, only one couch professedly at the disposal of the weary wayfarer, and 
this, according to the statement of the few persons who had ever ventured to try it, 
seemed stuffed with old boots and stubble; it was located immediately beneath a 
hen-roost, which was the resting place of a maternal fowl, addicted on occasion to 
nursing her chickens on the tired sleeper’s chest. The turnover at the Shamrock was 
not at all extensive for, saving the occasional agricultural labourer who came from 
‘beyond’ – which was the versatile host’s way of designating any part within a radius 
of five miles – to revel in an occasional spree, the trade was confined to the passing 
cockatoo farmer, who invariably arrived on a bony, drooping horse, took a drink, and 
shuffled away amid clouds of dust. 
 
Landlord Doyle was of Irish extraction; his stock was so old that everyone had 
forgotten where and when it originated; but Mickey assumed no unnecessary style, 
and his personal appearance would not have led you to infer that there had been a 
king in his family, and that an ancestor of his had once killed a landlord. Micky was a 
small, scraggy man, with a mop of grizzled hair and a little, red, humorous face, ever 
bristling with auburn stubble. His trousers were the most striking thing about him; 
they were built on the premises, and always contained enough stuff to make him a 
full suit and a winter overcoat. Mrs Doyle manufactured those pants after plans and 
specifications of her own designing, and was mighty proud when Michael would yank 
them up into his armpits, and amble around, peering about discontentedly over the 
waistband. ‘They were a great saving in waistcoats,’ she said. 
 
You have recently stayed at the Shamrock Hotel and, most surprisingly, you 
thoroughly enjoyed your stay. 
 
Write a letter to Mr and Mrs Doyle explaining the reasons why you liked the hotel so 
much. You know that the Doyles will use your letter to advertise the hotel in future. 
 
Base all that you write on Passage A. 
 
You should write between 1 ½ and 2 sides, allowing for the size of your handwriting. 
Up to fifteen marks will be available for the content of your answer, and up to five 
marks for the quality of your writing. 
 

[20 marks] 
 



 
Victoria, Australia 

 
Dear Mr And Mrs Doyle, 
 
I recently spent a few nights at your hotel, the ‘Shamrock Hotel’ and I must 
confess that I found my time there extremely enjoyable. 
 
I was unexpectedly charmed by the unique and individual atmosphere in the 
hotel, right from its eccentric but welcoming appearance to the livliness created 
by the numerous animals there.  It was, what I think everyone would consider, a 
much-needed deviation from the norm of boring, formal hotels.  I was 
particularily taken by the great shingle roof, littered with odd trinkets and bits 
and pieces. 
 
Furthermore I feel it my duty to commend you on living up to the sign on your 
front door, which offers accommodation to both man and beast at lowest rates.  
Not only was my stay fantastically inexpensive, but I thouroughly enjoyed the 
presence of the various animals and the familiar sight of the fowl in pursuit of 
grasshoppers in front of the bar door, or the goat that stood by the trough, 
never failed to bring a smile to my face, not to mention the mother hen and her 
precious chicks, nested near the couch.  Indeed, I recall experiencing a 
profound connection to nature, one that is not so easily found in the other 
hotels of the state.  This was not only due to the interiors of the hotel, bursting 
with animal and human life, but also because of its tranquil and secluded location.  
Although conveniently close to Ballarat it still managed to retain an atmosphere 
of calm and quiet which provided an escape from the constant hustle and bustle 
of everyday life. 
 
I will also carry with me always, fond memories of the interesting folk, the likes 
of which I have never seen before, farmers from far away and the like.  And not 
to forget our charming landlord Doyle.  To see him ambling about in his good 
natured manner and a pair of stinking trousers, hand-made for him by his wife, 
really added a touch of humour to my day and I thank you for that. 
 
I must also thank you again and commend you on the truly one-of-a-kind service 
you provided it is one that any traveller, who wishes to experience the joys of an 
unconventional atmosphere like that of the ‘Shamrock Hotel’ must try out. 
 
Yours sincerely, 
 
 
 
 
 

Content: 12 
Writing: 4 



The writing in question 1 was pleasantly encouraging in a formal letter to Mr and Mrs 
Doyle. The courteous, appreciative tone to the letter was maintained throughout and 
nicely echoed the eccentricity of the hotel and its owners. The opening was brief, but 
the context was quickly established as that of a single person passing by, not a family 
on an annual holiday! The style hardly creaked at all, and the letter comfortably 
assimilated details in three main areas – the buildings, the animals and the people.  
 
 



2  Re-read the descriptions of 
(a) the animals you might find at the Shamrock, in paragraph 1 
(b) Michael Doyle, in paragraph 3. 
 
By referring closely to the language used by the writer, explain how he makes these 
descriptions effective. 
 

[10 marks] 
 
2(a)  The writer breathes life into his descriptions of the animals at the 
Shamrock by use of vivid and striking imagery.  The reference to the ‘succulent 
grasshoppers’ which the fowl are chasing after allows the reader to visualise the 
scene in their minds as we can imagine the hunger of the fowl and their desire 
to trap what they would consider to be, delicious prey.  The descriptions of the 
goat as being ‘moody’ and ‘distempered’ as well as the reference to the goat as a 
‘she’ causes the animal to almost assume a human persona of its own, as does the 
‘matronly old bitch’ in the road who is said to be wallowing ‘complacently’.  In 
both these instances the writer’s usage of strong vocabulary such as 
‘complacently’ and ‘distempered’ is extremely effective as it enhances the 
behaviour of these animals and they appear to have characters so well defined 
that the reader truly gets an impression of the atmosphere of lethargy they 
lend to the hotel. 
 
(b)  Again, as with the animals, the writer users powerful adjectives and imagery 
to create a highly striking image of the landlord.  The detailed references to his 
‘mop of grizzled hair and…. little red humorous face, every bristling with auburn 
stubble’ allows the reader not only to picture him physically but the words ‘mop’, 
‘grizzled’ and ‘stubble’ also create an extremely vivid image of his untidy 
appearance.  Moreover, when the writer tells of how he would ‘amble around, 
peering discontentedly…’  Michael Doyles casual demeanour is further enhanced.  
The writer’s attention to details such as the appearance of Doyle’s trousers 
which ‘contained enough stuff to make him a full suit….’ Provides more insight 
into what the writer himself saw and allows the readers to visualize the scene 
with greater ease, which truly communicates more to us about Michael Doyle and 
his air of eccentricity. 
 
 
 
 
Question 2 was also well handled, developed in proportion to the 10 marks available, 
with two equal length paragraphs treating the descriptions of the animals and Mr 
Doyle at the right level of detail. Indeed, the sensible selection of detail was part of 
the relative success of the response, one that was built on sound judgement of the 
effects of several features of description. 
 
 

7 marks 



Part 2 
 

Read Passage B carefully, and then answer Question 3, which is based on both 
Passage A and Passage B. 
 
Passage B 

The Technocrat Hotel 
 

Mr Rapadi was a much-travelled man, a great critic of the hotels he visited around 
the world. ‘In the end,’ he would say, ‘they are all much like each other.’ He dreamed 
of creating a hotel which would outshine all others in its modernity, would cause all 
who saw it to gasp and would attract the famous and the successful. He would call it 
The Technocrat. 
 
Eventually he built his hotel and it so happened that I was one of his first clients. 
There was no mistaking it. It towered menacingly above the surrounding buildings, 
resplendent in glass and shining metal. Everything about it was vast, its windows, its 
entrance and the magnificent red letters that spelled out Technocrat. 
 
I was humbled by this edifice. If I entered, I would be sure to be lost. But I was 
attracted like a magnet and, as I approached, the doors slid noiselessly apart as if, 
mysteriously, they expected me. I entered what appeared to be a bronze cavern with 
coloured lights twinkling from a great height and some considerable way ahead lay 
the reception desk. 
 
No one stood behind the desk to make me feel welcome. However, a courteous 
recorded voice, perhaps that of Mr Rapadi himself, wished me a very good afternoon 
and requested my name and my credit card which a little machine graciously read 
and returned to me. ‘Your room is on firty fiff floor,’ said the mechanical voice. 
‘Please take identity disk from machine on right. Lifts on left side.’ 
 
There was a veritable bank of lifts — not the two or three you usually encounter in 
inferior hotels but a whole line of them with glass doors, shooting up and down. I 
stood nervously watching them as feet and heads came suddenly in and out of view. 
I never saw anybody get in or out. 
 
As I entered my lift, it recognised my identity disk and whisked me disconcertingly to 
the thirty-fifth floor before I had time to press a button. I arrived before I had begun, 
so to speak, and stepped onto a metal moving carpet which delivered me to my 
room. 
 
The door slid open automatically and I stepped into a technological wonderland. How 
did the subdued lighting know my favourite colour? How could the TV set scan 150 
channels to locate my type of culture? Email and internet devices burst out at every 
corner and the bed, ah, the bed was capable of assuming all angles and of adapting 
to the size of its most awkward customer. 
 
To be truthful, I did not know where to turn. My stomach was still at reception and the 
little voices of gadgets introducing themselves electronically to me set my brain in a 
whirl. The food delivery system was too assertive, bullying me to listen to the menu 
and to make my choice. ‘Vegetable sausage,’ I gasped to keep the thing quiet. ‘How 
many times?’ it demanded. ‘Once only,’ I said and was rewarded by a piping hot 
plateful that I did not really want but was too afraid to decline. 
 



This cacophony of voices was insistent, destructive. It seemed that they were too 
scarily human and that a riot might soon break out. I was too frightened to approach 
the bathroom, for what contraption might leap out at me? What if the water sprinklers 
detected my rising blood pressure and soaked the entire room? 
 
As I stood near the window, a bottled voice said, ‘Fresh air, sir?’ and indeed I was 
met by a rush of artificial wind that nearly knocked me off my feet. 
 
Then it struck me. In all the time I had been in Mr Rapadi’s hotel, I had not met a 
single person. Not one, apart from those strange bodies that went up and down in the 
glass-fronted lifts. 
 
As I left the room, the door shuddered, the moving carpet shrieked and I almost fell 
into the lift. I crossed the lobby furtively and a voice rang out, ‘Your check, sir; your 
identity disk, sir?’ and I escaped only just in time through the closing doors. 
 
I spent that night in a comfortable family hotel up the road. A few weeks later I read 
that the Technocrat had exploded mysteriously in the middle of the night, a victim 
perhaps of its own success. 
 
Read Passage B and re-read Passage A. 
Summarise: 
(a) the appearance and the facilities of the Technocrat Hotel that the writer appeared 
to find worrying or annoying; 
 
(b) the appearance and facilities, or the lack of them, of the Shamrock Hotel that a 
visitor might find worrying or annoying. 
 
You should write about 1 side in total, allowing for the size of your handwriting. 
 
Up to fifteen marks will be given for the content of your answer, and up to five marks 
for the quality of your writing. 
[20 marks] 
 



Question 3 
[Essay plan]  

Summary 
 

Shamrock Technocrat 
⎯ Dilapidated virtually.  Looks like 

work of a drink as it’s crocked 
⎯ Despite being magnificent in 

modernity it can be intimidating 
⎯ There may be an avalance of 

the junk on the roof 
⎯ Feel like you will be lost.  No 

prescence of humans.  Only 
greeted by recording 

⎯ Filthy, broken glass ⎯ Unlikely to have human contact 
– only an army of electronics 
that can frighten and confuse 
as they speak causing din.  Also 
in lobby their voices chase you 
out. 

⎯ Sign which promises good 
accommodation but only delivers 
highly uncomfortable catch.  No 
board, bed. 

⎯ Food delivery can be 
intimidating too scared to 
refuse and in fear of the next 
gadget to attack. 

⎯ Weary people attempting to 
sleep must deal with hen on 
chest. 

⎯ No real air, only artificial wind 
that can blow off feet. 

 
 
Summary 
(a)  Despite the magnificence of the modernity of The Technocraft, the writer 
was slightly intimidated by the sheer magnitude of its structure and felt quite 
lost upon entering.  They were distinctly worried by the lack of human presence 
as there was no one to welcome them and they were instead greeted by a 
recording.  Upon entering their room the writer was also confused by the army 
of electronic gadgets he found that frightened him with the continuous din 
caused by their speaking to him, especially the over-assertive food delivery 
system which he was scared to refuse.  The writer was in fear of both the eerie 
human quality of the machine voices, and the possibility of another appliance 
jumping out at him and was also annoyed with the artificial wind that almost blew 
him away.  His stay ended in a state of panic due to the electronic voice 
accosting him as he was attempting to leave. 
 
(b)  A visitor would probably be initially worried by the dilapidated appearance 
of the hotel that lends itself to the idea that it was constructed by a drunk.  It 
appears as though there may be an avalanche of the items on the roof and the 
presence of filthy, broken glass in the windows may also be worrying.  Visitors 
are likely to be displeased with the couch they recieve for rest and the absence 
of bed or board despite the sign on the front door which untruthfully advertises 



good accommodation.  Moreover weary people who attempt to rest on the couch 
may experience the annoyance of the hen from the hen-roost nursing her 
chickens on their chest. 
 
 
 
 
 
In keeping with the way the previous questions were handled, the candidate showed 
good judgement over the length of the answer to the summary question. From the 
start, the answer was purposefully on task, directed at the negative features of the two 
hotels. The expression was unassuming but fluent (e.g. ‘the army of the electronic 
gadgets’), offering a pleasing read and a command of the material. 
 
This candidate performed consistently at a high level throughout the paper. Overall 
this was an impressive paper, with plenty of evidence that A* was not a flattering 
result. 
 
 

Content:  13 
Writing: 3  


