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Text C: The Clement Street Soup and Sourdough Restaurant

Lois has moved away from the place where she grew up to work for a company called General
Dexterity (GD) founded by a young businessman called Andrei. The company designs
industry-leading robot arms for factories and needs talented computer-programmers to find ways

to improve what their robots can do.

Day one, Andrei gave a guided tour of the company’s underground base — a cavernous
construction, formerly a car park. Towering rows of robot arms sweeping, grasping and
lifting lined the cement floor. Their plastic cladding was coloured sky-blue, their contours
friendly and capable with just the faintest suggestion of biceps — gentle swells sporting
GD’s logo, a lightning bolt.

These were repetitive gestures, Andrei explained, currently executed by human muscles
and minds. Repetition stifled human creativity, he said. Repetition belonged to robots.

I learned about the software I'd be working on and saw the founder’s original prototype
robot arm, a three-jointed limb taller than me. You could call, ‘Arm, change task. Say
hello”” and it would wave a wide, eager greeting — unlike my new workmates.

Orientation week ended on Friday night. Then my job began. Not the following Monday.
The next morning. Saturday. | had the feeling of being sucked — floop — into a pneumatic
tube.

Programmers at GD were almost exclusively young, distant, cold-eyed wraiths, in
identical denim. They started early morning, working past midnight, in a hurry to be
done, and rich. Each week the section manager, Peter, reminded us: We're on a mission
to replace human labour — work harder.
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Programmers often slept at the office. Some nights I'd lie there, staring blankly at the
ceiling and the braids of fibre ferrying data around the office. My parents were far away,
locked in the frame of a video-chat window. | had no friends nearby. There was a knot
in my stomach that wouldn’t loosen. | existed in a state of stupor, brain flaccid, cells
gasping. | couldn’t get my turbine spinning.

It was Peter who’d recommended switching to the meal-replacement, Slurry. ‘It's what
we all eat,” he said.

At meal times, | sat in a corner of the empty cafeteria and slurped the grey gel.

It would have been Slurry for ‘dinner’ as always, if | hadn’t discovered, stuck to my
apartment’s door, a handwritten menu advertising a local delivery service. I'd just arrived
home from work. My face felt brittle from stress — this wasn’t unusual. | was already
flagging after a single summer at my new job. | was supposed to be one of the bright
new additions, the fresh-faced ones. My face wasn’t fresh. My hair had gone flat and
thin. My stomach hurt.

20

25

30




image3.png
| wouldn’t normally have been interested, but this menu, written in a dark confident
script, intrigued me. At the top, in exuberant letters, was the restaurant's name and
telephone number. The menu was compact: Spicy Soup, a Spicy Sandwich or a Combo
(double spicy), all of which, the menu explained in its curling connectors, were
vegetarian. The menu charmed me — as a result, my night, and my life, bent off on a
different track.

| called the number. A friendly voice answered, ‘Hello! What can | make for you?’
| ordered the Combo.

Sometime later, my order arrived, delivered by a cheery young man with a heavy,
hard-to-place accent: ‘Good evening, my friend!

I dug in my pocket for cash, then thought to ask, ‘What kind of food is this?’
His face beamed. ‘Real food, traditionally made. If you like it, I'll give you the recipe.’

Sitting on my kitchen countertop — utterly bare in those days, free from any sign of food
preparation — | consumed the first Combo (double spicy) of my life. The healing powers,
physical and psychic, of the spicy soup made traditional noodle soup seem like
dishwater. It was an elixir. The sandwich was spicier still, thin-sliced vegetables slathered
with a fluorescent red sauce, the burn buffered by thick slabs of bread artfully toasted.
First my stomach unclenched, then my brain. | let loose a long sigh that transformed
into a rippling burp. | laughed out loud.

That night, instead of fitfully reviewing the day’s errors, | fell asleep soothed by spicy
broth and dreams of baking that fragrant, fluffy sourdough bread.
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Read Text C, The Clement Street Soup and Sourdough Restaurant, in the insert and then answer
Questions 2(a)-(d) on this question paper.

Question 2

(a) Identify a word or phrase from the text which suggests the same idea as the words
underlined:

(i) The company’s headquarters was a huge building.

(ii) The lines of robot arms seemed extremely tall.

(iii) Andrei believed that doing the same thing over stopped people being inventive.
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(b) Using your own words, explain what the writer means by each of the words underlined:
Programmers at GD were almost exclusively young, distant, cold-eyed wraiths, in identical
denim. They started early morning, working past midnight, in a hurry to be done, and rich.
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(c) Use one example from the text below to explain how the writer suggests Lois’ feelings while
at work.

Use your own words in your explanation.

Programmers often slept at the office. Some nights I'd lie there, staring blankly at the ceiling
and the braids of fibre ferrying data around the office. My parents were far away, locked in the
frame of a video-chat window. | had no friends nearby. There was a knot in my stomach that
wouldn’t loosen. | existed in a state of stupor, brain flaccid, cells gasping. | couldn’t get my
turbine spinning.
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