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There was the boat, a black upturned hull. ‘James!’ | screamed again. Nothing. Nothing in
life had prepared me for this. No amount of planning could have readied me. What the hell
now? Who would ever find me out here, hundreds of miles from the nearest boat, let alone

land? | had to get back on to that boat.

My mind was numb with shock, but somehow | made it back to the upturned hull, and clung
on. There was still no sign of James. Why wasn’t the Spirit righting herself? | fretted as |
hauled myself up on to her keel.

| could feel the boat listing. Slowly but surely the boat began to turn on top of me. | clutched
on to the grab line as | collapsed back into the water, the boat springing upright. | clung on,
silent and in shock.

‘Ben!’ | heard James'’s cry. He was alive. Thank god.

‘I'm here, I'm here!l’ | squeaked, still clutching the grab line.

All around us the ocean was strewn with debris, loose equipment from the deck. After five

weeks at sea we had become complacent and had long stopped lashing things down; we
could only watch as all our worldly possessions drifted away into the rolling ocean.
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In 1893, William Hudson travelled by sea to Patagonia, a remote area in South America, to study
birds. In his book /dle Days in Patagonia, he describes the journey to get there.

1 The wind had blown a gale all night, and | had been hourly expecting that the tumbling storm-
shaken old steamship, in which | had taken passage to Patagonia, would turn over once and
for all and settle down beneath the tremendous tumult of waters. For the groaning sound of its
straining timbers, and the engine throbbing like an over-worked human heart, had made the

5  ship seem like a living thing to me; and it was tired of the struggle, and under the tumult was
peace. But at about three o’ clock in the morning the wind began to drop and, taking off coat
and boots, | threw myself in to my bunk for a little sleep.

Ours was a very curious boat, ancient and much
damaged; long and narrow in shape, with the

10 passengers’ cabins ranged like a row of small |
wooden cottages on the deck; it was as ugly to o\ 4
look at as it was unsafe to voyage in. To make —
matters worse our Captain, a man over eighty
years of age, was lying in his cabin sick; our one

15 Mate was asleep, leaving only the men to
navigate the steamship on that perilous coast,
and in the darkest hour of a tempestuous night.
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| was just dropping into a doze when a succession of bumps, accompanied by strange grating
and grinding noises, and shuddering motions of the ship, caused me to start up again and rush
to the cabin door. The night was still black and starless, with wind and rain, but for acres round
us the sea was whiter than milk. | did not step out, as close to me, where our only lifeboat was
fastened, three of the sailors were standing together talking in low tones. ‘We are lost,” | heard
one say; and another answer, ‘Ay, lost forever!’ Just then the Mate, roused from sleep, came
running to them. ‘What have you done?’ he exclaimed sharply; then dropping his voice, he
added, ‘Lower the lifeboat — quick!”

| crept out and stood unseen by them in the dark. Not a thought of the wicked act they were
about to engage in entered my mind at the time — for it was their intention to save themselves
and leave us to our fate in that awful white surf. My only thought was that at the last moment, |
would spring with them into the boat and save myself. But one other person, more experienced
than myself, and whose courage took a better form, was also near and listening. He was the
First Engineer. Seeing the men making for the lifeboat, he slipped out of the engine room,
revolver in hand, and secretly followed them; and when the Mate gave the order to board, he
stepped forward with the weapon raised and said in a quiet but determined voice that he would
shoot the first man who should attempt to obey it. The men slunk away and disappeared in the
gloom.

In a few moments more the passengers began streaming out on to the deck in a great state of
alarm. Last of all, the old Captain, white and hollow-eyed, appeared like a ghost among us. We
had not been standing there long when, by some freak chance, the steamship got off the rocks
and plunged on through the seething, milky surf; then very suddenly passed out of it into black
and comparatively calm water. For ten minutes she sped rapidly and smoothly on, then it was
said that we were stuck fast in the sand of the shore, although no shore was visible in the
darkness.
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There was no longer any wind, but through the fast-breaking clouds ahead of us appeared the
first welcome signs of dawn. It was true enough that we were stuck fast in the sand; but

although this was a safer bed for the steamship than the jagged rocks; our position was still a
perilous one and | at once determined to land.
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Read again the first part of Source A from lines 1 to 12.

Choose four statements below which are true.

Shade the circles in the boxes of the ones that you think are true.
Choose a maximum of four statements.
If you make an error cross out the whole box.

If you change your mind and require a statement that has been crossed out

then draw a circle around the box.

[4 marks]

It would be dark for another three hours.

(e

Ben usually rowed the sunrise shift.

(e}

The waves were starting to calm down.

It was the first time during the race that Ben felt he was at risk.

If it were light, Ben thought he would be able to judge the

danger.

Ben felt homesick.

Ben was enjoying this early morning shift.

There was no sign of daybreak.
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You need to refer to Source A and Source B for this question.

The writers in Source A and Source B are travelling on very different types of
boat.

Use details from both sources to write a summary of what you understand about
the different boats.

[8 marks]
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You now need to refer only to Source A from lines 16 to 26.

How does the writer use language to describe the power of the sea?
[12 marks]
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For this question, you need to refer to the whole of Source A, together with the
whole of Source B.

Compare how the writers convey their different perspectives and feelings about
their experiences at sea.

In your answer, you could:

« compare their different perspectives and feelings
« compare the methods the writers use to convey their different perspectives

and feelings

« support your response with references to both texts.
[16 marks]
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‘It is people who have extraordinary skill, courage and determination who deserve
to be famous, not those who have good looks or lots of money or behave badly.’

Write a letter to the editor of a newspaper in which you argue your point of view in

response to this statement.
(24 marks for content and organisation

16 marks for technical accuracy)
[40 marks]

You are advised to plan your answer to Question 5 before you start to write.
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Source A

Source A is an extract from Touching the Void, in which experienced climber Joe Simpson
describes how he and fellow climber Simon Yates scaled a 21 000 foot mountain in Peru. On
the way down, Joe fell and broke his leg. In this extract, Joe explains how, because of his
broken leg, Simon had to lower him down the mountain using a rope.

1 The col was exposed and windy. Directly beneath us the glacier we had walked up five
days ago curved away towards the crevasses which led to base camp, nearly 3 000 feet
below us. It would take many long lowerings, but it was all downhill, and we had lost the

4 sense of hopelessness that had invaded us at the ice cliff.

5 ‘What time is it?” Simon asked.

‘Just gone four. We don’t have much time, do we?’

| could see him weighing up the possibilities. | wanted to carry on down, but it was Simon’s
decision. | waited for him to make up his mind.

‘| think we should keep going,’ he said at last.
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Simon let me slide faster than | had expected and, despite my cries of alarm and pain, he
had kept the pace of descent going. | stopped shouting to him after fifty feet. The rising
wind and continuous avalanches drowned out all communications. Instead | concentrated
on keeping my leg clear of the snow. It was an impossible task. Despite lying on my good
leg, the right boot snagged in the snow as the weight of my body pushed down. Each
abrupt jerk caused searing pain in my knee. | sobbed and gasped, swore at the snow and
the cold, and most of all at Simon. At the change-over point, | hopped on to my left leg,
trying to think the pain away. It ebbed slowly, leaving a dreadful throbbing ache and a
leaden tiredness.

The tugs came again far too soon, and carelessly | slumped against the rope and let myself
go. The drop went on until | could bear it no longer, yet there was nothing that | could do to
bring the agony to an end. Howling and screaming for Simon to stop achieved nothing; the
blame had to lie somewhere, so | swore Simon’s character to the devil.

The terrible sliding stopped, and | hung silently against the slope. Three faint tugs trembled
the taut rope, and | hopped up on to my leg. A wave of nausea and pain swept over me. |
was glad of the freezing blasts of snow biting into my face. My head cleared as | waited for
the burning to subside from my knee. Several times | had felt it twist sideways when my
boot snagged. There would be a flare of agony as the knee kinked back, and parts within
the joint seemed to shear past each other with a sickening gristly crunch. | had barely
ceased sobbing before my boot snagged again. At the end my leg shook uncontrollably. |
tried to stop it shaking, but the harder | tried, the more it shook. | pressed my face into the
snow, gritted my teeth, and waited. At last it eased.
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Simon had already started to climb down. | looked up but failed to make out where he was.
| began digging Simon’s belay* seat. It was warming work and distracted attention from my
knee. When | looked up again Simon could be seen descending quickly.

35 ‘At this rate we should be down by nine o’clock,” he said cheerfully.
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‘I hope so.” | said no more. It wouldn’t help to harp on about how | felt.

‘Right, let’s do it again.” He had seated himself in the hole and had the ropes ready for
another lowering.

‘You're not hanging around, are you?’
‘Nothing to wait for. Come on.’

He was still grinning, and his confidence was infectious. Who said one man can’t rescue
another, | thought. We had changed from climbing to rescue, and the partnership had
worked just as effectively. We hadn’t dwelt on the accident. There had been an element of
uncertainty at first, but as soon as we had started to act positively everything had come
together.

‘Okay, ready when you are,’ | said, lying down on my side again. ‘Slow down a bit this time.
You'll have my leg off otherwise.’

He didn’t seem to hear me for | went down at an even faster pace than before, and the
hammering torture began again with a vengeance. My optimism evaporated.
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In 1899, British explorer Gertrude Bell set out to climb one of the most dangerous mountains in the
Alps, the Meije. Source B is an extract from the letter she sent home describing the climb.

Monday 28th August, 1899

| thought you would gather from my last letter
that | meant to have a shot at climbing the Meije
and would be glad to hear that | had descended
safely. Well, I'll tell you — it's awfull | think if |

5 had known exactly what was before me | should
not have faced it, but fortunately | did not, and |
look back on it with complete satisfaction — and
| look forward to other things with no further
apprehension. . .

10 | left here on Friday, having hired a local guide, Marius, and we walked up to the Refuge. |
went out to watch the beautiful red sunlight fading from the snow and rocks. The Meije looked
dreadfully forbidding in the dusk. When | came in | found that Marius had kindly put my rug in a
corner of the floor, and what with the straw and my cloak for a pillow, | made myself very
comfortable.

15 The night lasted from 8 till 12, but | didn’t sleep at all. We got up soon after 12 and | went down
to the river and washed a little. It was a perfect night, clear stars and the moon not yet over the
hills. We left just as the moon shone into the valley. Marius always went ahead and carried a
lantern till we got on to the snow when it was light enough with only the moon.
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At 1.30 we reached the glacier and put on our ropes. It wasn’t really cold, though there was an
icy little breath of wind. We had about three hours up very nice rock. | had been in high spirits
for it was so easy, but before long my hopes were dashed! We had about two hours and a half
of awfully difficult rock. There were two places where Marius literally pulled me up like a parcel.
He has the strength of a bear. And it was absolutely sheer down. The first half-hour | gave
myself up for lost. It didn’t seem possible that | could get up all that wall without ever making a
slip. You see, | had practically never been on a rock before. However, | didn’t let on to Marius
and presently it began to seem quite natural to be hanging by my eyelids over an abyss. . .

We stayed on the summit until 11. It was gorgeous, quite cloudless. | went to sleep for half-
an-hour. It's a very long way up but it's a longer way down — unless you take the way Marius’s
axe took. The cord by which it was carefully tied to his wrist broke and it disappeared forever
into space.

Here comes the worst place on the whole Meije. Marius vanished, carrying a very long rope,
and | waited. Presently | felt a little tug on the rope. “Mademoiselle,” called Marius calmly, and
obediently off | went. There were two little humps to hold on to on an overhanging rock and
there was me in mid-air and Marius round the corner steadfastly holding the rope tight. . .
perfectly fearful. | thought at the time how very well | was climbing and how odd it was that |
should not be afraid.

The worst was over then, and the most tedious part was to come. There was no difficulty, but
there was also no moment when you had not to pay the strictest attention. There was an hour
of ice and rock till at last Marius and | found ourselves, with thankfulness, back on the glacier.
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40 When | gotin, | found everyone in the hotel on the doorstep waiting for me and the hotel owner
let off crackers, to my great surprise.

| went to bed and knew no more till 6 this morning, when | had five cups of tea and read your
letters and then went to sleep again until ten. I'm really not tired but my shoulders and neck
and arms feel rather sore and stiff and my knees are awfully bruised.
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Read again the first part of Source A from lines 1 to 4.

Choose four statements below which are true.

« Shade the circles in the boxes of the ones that you think are true.
* Choose a maximum of four statements.

« If you make an error cross out the whole box.

.

If you change your mind and require a statement that has been crossed out then
draw a circle around the box.

[4 marks]
A The climbers were sheltered from the wind. o
B The glacier was higher up the mountain. =
C They had been on the mountain for at least five days. o
D Base camp was more than 3000 feet below them. o
E Joe thought they would make it back to base camp quickly. o
F There were no more uphill sections to climb. o
G The climbers were feeling more positive now than they were o
before.
H On the ice cliff, the climbers had felt overwhelmed by despair. o
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You need to refer to Source A and Source B for this question.

Both writers are accompanied by another person on their adventure: Simon in
Source A, and Marius in Source B.

Use details from both sources to write a summary of what you understand about the
differences between the two companions, Simon and Marius.

[8 marks]
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You now need to refer only to Source A from lines 23 to 31.

How does the writer use language to describe how he feels?
[12 marks]
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For this question, you need to refer to the whole of Source A, together with the
whole of Source B.

Compare how the writers convey their different feelings and perspectives on their
adventures in the mountains.

In your answer, you could:

« compare their different feelings and perspectives on their adventures
« compare the methods the writers use to convey their feelings and perspectives

« support your response with references to both texts.
[16 marks]
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‘People have become obsessed with travelling ever further and faster. However,
travel is expensive, dangerous, damaging and a foolish waste of time!’

Write an article for a news website in which you argue your point of view on this

statement.
(24 marks for content and organisation

16 marks for technical accuracy)
[40 marks]

You are advised to plan your answer to Question 5 before you start to write.
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In 2005, Ben Fogle and James Cracknell set off together in a seven week race across the
Atlantic Ocean in a rowing boat called ‘Spirit’. In their book The Crossing, Ben describes what
happened one night as he rowed and James slept.

BEN:

1 It was still dark. We had at least three hours of darkness to go before daybreak and, as
always, | had the sunrise shift. The ocean had continued to build, with an ever-increasing
wind that was gusting at 40 knots. The swell had grown and conditions were becoming
increasingly frenzied. | began to feel vulnerable again. If we can just make it to daybreak, |

5 thought, it will be easier to read the waves and prepare for the breakers.

Our boat was brand spanking new and bought straight
from the race organisers. It had coped with the seas we
had experienced thus far incredibly well. | rowed on,
worried by the deteriorating weather, and | thought of

10  my wife, back at home. | longed to be with her and away
from this intimidating ocean. As | rowed, a barely

JAMES CRACKNELL & BEN FOGLE

12 perceptible blue hue appeared on the skyline. THE CROSSING

‘CONQUERING THE ATLANTIC IN THE
WORLD'S TOUGHEST ROWING RACE

The swell was gathering, and the breaking waves were
becoming more frequent. ‘Come on, sun,’ | thought,
15 willing the day to break. Something wasn’t right.
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| watched as a vast wave gathered behind the boat, soaring above the cabin, a wall of white
water towering over our tiny boat. Once again | dug the oars in to propel us forward, but the
wave was too big. For a moment it felt like we were moving backwards as we were sucked
into the belly of the wave, the horizon disappearing as the churning surf enveloped the stern
of the boat. | felt it lift, as a torrent of water crashed over the boat and | felt myself falling
backwards. | was aware of the boat collapsing on top of me. | struggled to pull my feet from
the stirrups to no avail. The world went black. | felt a weight on top of me and then a rush of
cold water as my body was brutally submerged into the bottomless Atlantic Ocean. My feet
were sucked from my shoes as | clung on to the oars for dear life, but then they too were
dragged from my clasp. My mind went blank as | tumbled through the surf, spun around
roughly like clothes in a washing machine.

| was somewhere underwater, but which way was up? Everything was midnight black. |
panicked as | grabbed the water, desperate for something to clutch on to. There was
nothing. No boat, just inky cold water.

| had been underwater for a seeming eternity and had started to panic. It felt as though my
lungs were collapsing and | struggled to find which way to swim. | felt my hand break the
surface as my body burst from the depths of the ocean. ‘Paaaaaaah,’ | gasped as my body
screamed for air.

‘James!’ | cried. There was no sign of him, nor the boat. | was in the middle of the ocean
without a life jacket, being tossed around in the surf like a rag doll. | spun around in the
water, gripped by panic.




