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EIM ROEXEZHTHAT, RECEZ L (30 %)

Many people listen to music while they’re carrying out a task, whether
they’re studying for an exam, driving a vehicle or even reading a book. Many of
these people argue that background music helps them focus.

Why, though? When you think about it, that doesn’t make much sense.
Why would having two things to concentrate on make you more focused, not
less? Some people even goso [ 7 ] as to say that not having music on is more
distracting®. So what’s going on there?

It’s not clear why the brain likes music so much in the first place, although
it clearly does. Interestingly, there’s a specific spectrum of musical properties
that the brain prefers. Experiments by Maria Witek and colleagues reveal that
there needs to be a medium level of syncopation® in music to elicit* a pleasure
response and associated body movement in individuals. What this means in
plain English is: music needs to be funky, but not too funky, for people to like it
enough to make them want to dance.

Your own experience will probably back (;)this up. Simple, monotonous
beats, like listening to a metronome, aren’t really entertaining. They have low
levels of syncopation and certainly don’t make you want to dance. [ 1 ]
contrast, chaotic and unpredictable music, like free jazz, has high levels of
syncopation, can be extremely off-putting® and rarely, if ever, entices® people to
dance.

The middle ground hits the sweet spot between predictable and chaotic, for
which the brain has a strong preference. Most modern pop falls somewhere
within this range, no doubt.

Why would music help us concentrate, though? One argument is to do with
attention.

For all its amazing abilities, the brain hasn’t really evolved to take in

abstract information or spend prolonged periods thinking about one thing. We



seem to have two attention systems: ;a conscious one that enables us to direct

our focus towards things we know we want to concentrate on and an

unconscious one that shifts attention towards anything our senses pick up that

might be significant. The [ & ] one is simpler, more fundamental, and linked

to emotional processing rather than higher reasoning. It also operates faster. So
when you hear a noise when you’re alone at home, you're paying attention to it
long before you’re able to work out what it might have been. You can’t help it.

The trouble is, whileour [ V> ] attention is focused on the task in hand,
the unconscious attention system doesn’t shut down; it’s still very much online,
scanning for anything important in your peripheral® senses. And if what we're
doing is unpleasant or dull — so you're already having to force your attention to
stay fixed onit —the [ 9 ] attention system is even more potent. This means
that a distraction doesn’t need to be stimulating to divert your attention on to
something else.

Have you ever worked in an open-plan office and been working on a very
important task, only to be driven slowly mad by a co-worker constantly sniffing®,
or sipping their coffee, or clipping their nails? Something quite innocuous®
suddenly becomes much more infuriating when youre trying to work on
something your brain doesn’t necessarily enjoy.

Music is a very useful tool in such situations. It provides non-invasive

noise and pleasurable feelings, to effectively neutralise the [ % ] attention
system’s ability to distract us. It’s much like giving small children a new toy to
play with while you're trying to get some work done without them disturbing
you.

However, it’s not just a matter of providing any old background noise to
keep distractions at bay. A lot of companies have tried using pink noise — a less
invasive version of white noise — broadcasting it around the workplace to reduce
distractions and boost productivity. But views on the effectiveness of this

approach are mixedat [ 7 1.



It seems clear that the type of noise, or music, is important. This may seem
obvious: someone listening to classical music while they work wouldn’t seem at
all unusual, but if they were listening to thrash metal it would be thought very
strange indeed.

While the nature and style of the music can cause specific responses in the
brain, some studies suggest that it really is down to personal preference. Music

you like increases focus, while music you don’t impedes* it. (4, Given the extreme

variation in musical preferences from person to person, exposing your workforce

or classroom to a single type of music would obviously end up with mixed

results.

Music also has a big impact on mood — truly bleak music could sap your
enthusiasm for your task. [ A ] is music with catchy lyrics. Musical pieces
without words might be better working companions, as human speech and

vocalisation is something our brains pay particular attention to.

(The Guardian, Aug. 20,2016 £V, —EEKEH D)

(7] distract = to make someone stop giving their attention to something
syncopation = musical rhythm in which the emphasis is not on beats that
are normally emphasised
elicit = to produce something, especially information or a reaction
off-putting =slightly unpleasant or worrying so that you do not want to get
involved in any way
entice = to persuade someone to do something
peripheral = not as important as something else, happening at the edge of
something
sniff =to take air in quickly through your nose, usually to stop the liquid
inside the nose from flowing out
innocuous = completely harmless

impede = to make it more difficult for something to happen
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“What do you do?” It’s simultaneously the most common and least elegant
way to begin a conversation with a stranger. But it sure gets to the rub*. Our
work permeates® our sense of self. Often that begins with our names: if you are
an English Smith, a German Schmidt or an Italian Ferraro, you are just one of
many with a brand identity determined by the employment your ancestors took.

In the rich countries of the world, where switching jobs is often routine
and opportunities for self-expression and development outside of work are
greater than ever before, you might expect this identification with work to be
diminishing®. [ 7 ] In a 2014 Gallup survey®, 55 per cent of US workers said
they got a sense of identity from their job, a figure that rises to 70 per cent for
college graduates. In an increasingly automated world where the nature of work
is in flux®, that could present a problem. But it is also an opportunity: start to
unpick* the reasons [ 1 ] to us, and the effects it has on us, and we can begin
to make work work better for all of us.

In doing so, it’s important to first realise how that work has meant very
different things at different times. We have evidence for employer-employee
relationships stretching back thousands of years, but the concept of working in a
distinct profession for a set number of hours each week is a relatively recent one.
Even in medieval Europe, when the rise of differentiated professions led to the
invention of surnames, our sense of belonging was more likely to be determined
by our family, religion or the place we lived, says Benjamin Hunnicott, who
studies the history of work and leisure at the University of Iowa. It was only

with the rise of paid employment in the 19th century that the notion of work as

an end in itself — and a source of identity — begins to crop up, he says.

Wind forward to today and one thing is for sure: work does fill a lot of our
lives. Although in rich countries the average amount of time people work each

year has declined over the past half-century — from around 2100 hours in 1960



to below 1600 hours in 2005, according to a 2011 OECD report — factors such as
the rise in paid leave account for a lot of (;ythat. For white-collar workers not on
vacation, work dominates. In 2005, the proportion of high-skilled people in the
UK working at least 50 hours a week hit 20 per cent. That has since gone down a
bit, but an analysis published last year shows that such extreme working hours
have been on an overall upward trajectory” in the US, Canada and Europe since
1970.

Even when we aren’t at work, it can feel like we are. Smartphones mean

s White-collar workers are connected to their jobs at all times. “Modernist

distinctions like home-office, work-leisure, public-private and even self-other no
longer hold fast,” wrote New York University sociologist Dalton Conley in his
2009 book Elsewhere, USA. Since then, the proliferation® of mobile technologies
means this always-on culture has spread enormously, he says.

It’s easy to see that as a bad thing for ourselves and our relationships with
others. And sure, work can be long, stressful, boring and just plain hard.
[ 7 ]

“The miserable effects of unemployment are pretty well documented by
social scientists,” says David Frayne at Cardiff University, UK. That goes
beyond simply the poverty that usually accompanies unemployment. In 2005,
Brian Faragher, then at the University of Manchester in the UK, and his
colleagues looked at 485 previous studies of the relationship between job

satisfaction and health. , They showed that people who were happy in their jobs

were more likely to be healthy, and in particular were less likely to experience

depression, anxiety or low self esteem compared with those less satisfied with

their jobs. A review carried out for the UK government in 2006 showed that any
stress work creates is, on balance, likely to be outweighed by the problems of not
having a job.

(NewScientist 25 June, 2016 £ V., —EEKRH V)



[7£] rub = the central problem or difficulty in a situation

permeate = to spread through something and be present in every part of it

diminish = to reduce or be reduced in size or importance

Gallup survey : 7 A U 7 T TV 5 HERHAE

flux = continuous change

unpick = to examine something

trajectory = the path that a moving object follows as it moves

proliferation = a sudden increase in the amount or number of something
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People in industrial countries ceased to identify themselves with their
occupations several decades ago.

Faced with an increasing number of working hours in the modern world,
not being engaged in any work at all helps us to reduce the amount of
stress in our lives.

There is hardly a better greeting than “what do you do”, even in an
awkward situation in which one has to speak to a stranger.

What has changed over periods of time is not our attitudes towards
work, but the way we work.

Surnames have been inherited from generation to generation,
stretching way back beyond medieval times.

Understanding the complicated nature of the person-work relationship

has little impact on trying to make our work more efficient.
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An hour after school, in the falling darkness, Stephen called at the front
door of Moira Fitzgibbon’s house. A small girl ( 7 ) about eight opened the
door five inches and looked at him. When he asked for her mother the girl stood
motionless, as if she was looking at some strange colour radiating® about the
visitor. Then Moira Fitzgibbon was standing behind her opening the door.

How one person’s life touches upon the edge of another’s and moves it like
a wheel was a small mystery Moira had learned to accept since first hearing the
story of Moses Mooney and his dream of a concert hall. So when Stephen Griffin
appeared on her doorstep she sensed the ( - ) she was to play before she
knew it and was not surprised when he asked her, please, to help him. Her
husband was in the sitting-room watching television. Cait, her daughter, was
still standing in the hallway gazing past her at the stranger, and Ciara was in
the kitchen sprawled® over the careful homework of six-year-olds. Like a set
bomb, there were ten seconds before one of them would call her, and so Moira
did not invite Stephen ( 7 ). She stepped forward and drew the door nearly
closed behind her.

‘T want to know where I can find her,” Stephen said. “The woman who
played the violin. Gabriella Castoldi her name is.

‘Who’s there, Cait? Who's at the door? Tom Fitzgibbon was calling
( = ) the sitting-room. Cait’s face was pressed like a mask against the
opaque® glass of the door. ‘A man, Daddy,” she shouted.

Already Tom Fitzgibbon was rising in his chair to come forward.

‘T don’t know,” Moira whispered quickly. ‘I don’t know where she is. I'll ...’

Her husband’s hand was on the door lock.

‘T’ll try and find out,” she said and, motioning Stephen backwards with her



head, added in a louder ( A4 ), ‘Thank you now, goodbye, before returning
back to meet her husband coming out the door. ‘Some business of the
Development Association,” she said and went back inside.

At ten o’clock that evening Stephen was sitting in the front room of his
house awaiting the inevitability of fate. When he saw the headlights move in an
arc* across the far wall, he did not need to turn around and look out the window
but knew that it was Moira Fitzgibbon, and that the plot of his life was moving
now in swift grand strokes that made little of great difficulty and ( % ) out of
the improbable. He opened the front door as she was about to knock. The wind
shouldered past him like a sea lord and banged the doors of the two rooms.

‘I won’t come in,” Moira said. Her words were blowing back into the town
along the road where Moses Mooney was listening for them. The car’s engine
was running and its lights had been left ( % ) as if to illumine* the murky*
turning of the plot and make clear the way ahead, for Moira Fitzgibbon was not
sure why she had come, why the intensely burning figure of the man at her door
had moved her so, or what it was in the disconsolate® beseeching® of his eyes
that made her slip upstairs to her bedroom and go through the letters and
papers she had until she found a mention of Gabriella Castoldi playing a
residency” in a hotel in Kenmare; she did not know why, other than that it was
the response of her heart, which, like the purest of ( 27 ) felt the grief of
another like the grief of herself and by healing it could heal the world.

‘I won’t come in,” she called again into the wind, for the door was still held
wide open and the weather was running through the house like a party of
drunken ghosts. ‘I found something,’ she said. ‘Maybe she’s not there now, I
don’t know.’

‘Where?

She held ( %~ ) a pamphlet that the wind-ghosts almost took.

‘Kenmare,” she said, ‘in Kerry. She plays there. Or did anyway.’

The teacher took the paper and looked at her. ‘Thank you,” he said.

— 13 —



She looked at him and then could not look at him, as if his vulnerability”*
and innocence in dreaming of love were a ( = ) so easily shattered that she

dared not imagine it for long. ‘I have to go, Mr Griffin,” she said.

(Niall Williams, 4s it is in Heaven XV, —EREKH V)

[7] radiate = to produce heat and/or light, or heat or light being produced

sprawl = to spread the arms and legs out carelessly and untidily while
sittihg or lying down

opaque = preventing light from travelling through
arc = the shape of part of a circle, or other curved line
illumine = to shine light on something
murky = dirty and dark
disconsolate = extremely sad and disappointed
beseech = to ask for something in a way that shows you need it very much
residency = a musician’s regular engagement at a club or other places
vulnerability = a state of being easily hurt or attacked physically or

emotionally

Bl ZBEF(T)~(2)ICALARLEIREL THrORY, FETEZ L L,
B UEEZEVELAWTIEZ LR,

@ disbelief @ sweetness @ with @ voice ® of

® to @ at up © instrument without
@ souls @ role @ off @ on ® from
guilt @ certainty laughter motivation @ in

— 14 —



H)

8



