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SECTION A: 40 marks
Read carefully the passage below. Then answer all the questions which follow.
In this extract, Ian is the teenage son of a doctor and he lives in a remote part of Canada.
Pete is his closest friend.
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In the evening Ian and Pete went fishing, like always. Sometimes Pete explored the bays along
the western shore of the lake, but that wasn’t serious fishing, that was to find good spots to take
tourists. Eighteen year old Pete was having a busy summer. A lawyer from New York had hired
him as a hunting guide to take him pike fishing and word had got round that he was reliable.
The tourists paid him good money but the main reason Pete helped them was to keep them
away from Hopeless Inlet where he had almost been pulled out of his boat a year ago. Since
then Pete’s mission in life had been to get even with the pike that had grabbed his line. He was
obsessed. He didn’t want anyone else to catch it. He was still after that fish. They’d seen no sign
of it but he was convinced it was there. Pete had caught some very big pike but he insisted none
of them was the fish that had nearly pulled him from his boat.
‘He’s there. He’s right down there. I can feel him.’
It made no difference to Ian where or why they fished. He was in love with fishing even though
he hardly ever caught anything. There was something about being out on the water, the silvery
surface hiding the life-and-death struggles underneath, the long stretches of peacefulness that
might be broken at any moment by a burst of savage excitement.
You could think during those long stretches, or, better still, you could not think. Lately he had to
fight to keep the thoughts at bay. Always the same thoughts: his future, what he was going to
do with his life. His indecision was driving him insane. He wished he could be more like Pete in
that regard. Pete had an admirable attitude to life. He wasn’t sure what he was going to do next.
He had a couple of ideas, he said, but he made life sound like a fabulous game and so simple.
‘Just let things happen,’ he advised. ‘It’s the only way to live.’ If only it were that easy to resist the
pressure to do what other people expect. It took courage and imagination to do that. Ian was
starting to think he didn’t have either.
The previous night he had drawn up a list of every career he could think of, everything from a
doctor to a chimney sweep. Then he started crossing them off (starting with ‘doctor’, his father’s
profession), so that there would be only a few left for him to think about. The problem was, he’d
crossed them all off. Every single one seemed to him predictable, boring or ridiculous.
‘Have you decided what you are going to do?’ Ian said to Pete, startling himself because he
hadn’t intended to ask until he had made up his own mind.
‘When?’ Pete said.
‘For the rest of your life,’ Ian replied.
‘Oh, yeah.’
Ian looked at him in surprise. ‘You have? When?’
‘A while ago,’ said Pete.
‘Why didn’t you tell me?’
‘I’ve been waiting for you to make up your mind.’
‘Tell me now,’ Ian insisted. ‘Maybe it will help me.’
‘No.’
‘Why not?’
‘You have to make up your own mind first,’ said Pete.
Ian was starting to get annoyed and didn’t want to play games. There was a faint tug on the
line. Pete said quietly, ‘You’ve got something.’ Ian held his breath. There was something there
all right. He jerked the rod backwards, hard. There was a savage yank from the other end. The
rod arched over, the line screamed out of the reel and a second later a long, streamlined shape
shot out of the water, sailed into the air – and was gone.
‘Damn!’ Ian said. ‘I’ve lost him.’

© WJEC CBAC Ltd.

(9700-01)

3

50

55

60

65

70

75

‘He was smart. He knew exactly what to do.’ Pete said, which was a generous thing to say.
They fished. Ian’s heartbeat slowly returned to normal. He felt better, despite losing the pike.
That was the thing about fishing – it was almost impossible to stay wound up for long.
Ian looked up at the birds flying above and suddenly it came to him – a brand new idea. ‘I’ve got
it!’ he said. ‘I know what I’m going to do! At last! I know what I’m going to do!’
Pete reached under his seat, pulled out a bottle of Coke and prised the top off. ‘What?’ he
asked, taking a swig.
‘I’m going to be a pilot!’ Ian announced.
It was so perfect that he was amazed that he hadn’t thought of it before. It was totally different
from what everyone expected of him, and it was a good job – interesting, respected, well-paid,
the lot. Nobody – not his father, not his teachers, not even Pete – could disapprove.
Pete choked, and Coke shot out of his nose. He started laughing.
‘What’s so funny?’ Ian said, but that only made Pete worse. He howled with laughter, rocking
the boat.
Ian felt nervous and didn’t know why. ‘If you don’t tell me what you’ve decided to do in three
seconds flat, I’m going to throw you overboard.’
‘I’m not going on to university,’ Pete said. ‘I’m staying here. I’m going to set up a fishing business
for the tourists.’
‘When did you decide this?’ Ian asked.
‘Why does it matter when I decided?’
‘I’m just curious,’ said Ian. But he wasn’t curious, he was angry. Angry and somehow betrayed.
Ian knew Pete thought for himself and he had always thought Pete would end up doing something
impressive. Pete said simply, ‘I can’t leave this place. Everything I care about is here.’
Ian said, ‘But that’s because that’s all you know. You don’t even know what’s out there.’
‘No,’ Pete said. ‘But I know what’s important to me.’
Ian replied bitterly, ‘People are going to think you’re too scared to leave. You know that, don’t
you?’
Pete said mildly, ‘You care too much what people think. At least I’m not doing something I don’t
want to do just to prove a point.’
‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ Ian said, hot with anger now.
‘You know what it means.’
‘No, I don’t.’
‘Then you’re dumber than I thought,’ Pete said, still mild as milk. ‘Go work it out.’
Mary Lawson: The Other Side of the Bridge
Look at lines 1-11.

A1. What do you learn about Pete in this extract?
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In the evening Ian and Pete went fishing, like always. Sometimes Pete explored the bays along
the western shore of the lake, but that wasn’t serious fishing, that was to find good spots to take
tourists. Eighteen year old Pete was having a busy summer. A lawyer from New York had hired
him as a hunting guide to take him pike fishing and word had got round that he was reliable.
The tourists paid him good money but the main reason Pete helped them was to keep them
away from Hopeless Inlet where he had almost been pulled out of his boat a year ago. Since
then Pete’s mission in life had been to get even with the pike that had grabbed his line. He was
obsessed. He didn’t want anyone else to catch it. He was still after that fish. They’d seen no sign
of it but he was convinced it was there. Pete had caught some very big pike but he insisted none
of them was the fish that had nearly pulled him from his boat.
‘He’s there. He’s right down there. I can feel him.’
It made no difference to Ian where or why they fished. He was in love with fishing even though
he hardly ever caught anything. There was something about being out on the water, the silvery
surface hiding the life-and-death struggles underneath, the long stretches of peacefulness that
might be broken at any moment by a burst of savage excitement.
You could think during those long stretches, or, better still, you could not think. Lately he had to
fight to keep the thoughts at bay. Always the same thoughts: his future, what he was going to
do with his life. His indecision was driving him insane. He wished he could be more like Pete in
that regard. Pete had an admirable attitude to life. He wasn’t sure what he was going to do next.
He had a couple of ideas, he said, but he made life sound like a fabulous game and so simple.
‘Just let things happen,’ he advised. ‘It’s the only way to live.’ If only it were that easy to resist the
pressure to do what other people expect. It took courage and imagination to do that. Ian was
starting to think he didn’t have either.
The previous night he had drawn up a list of every career he could think of, everything from a
doctor to a chimney sweep. Then he started crossing them off (starting with ‘doctor’, his father’s
profession), so that there would be only a few left for him to think about. The problem was, he’d
crossed them all off. Every single one seemed to him predictable, boring or ridiculous.
‘Have you decided what you are going to do?’ Ian said to Pete, startling himself because he
hadn’t intended to ask until he had made up his own mind.
‘When?’ Pete said.
‘For the rest of your life,’ Ian replied.
‘Oh, yeah.’
Ian looked at him in surprise. ‘You have? When?’
‘A while ago,’ said Pete.
‘Why didn’t you tell me?’
‘I’ve been waiting for you to make up your mind.’
‘Tell me now,’ Ian insisted. ‘Maybe it will help me.’
‘No.’
‘Why not?’
‘You have to make up your own mind first,’ said Pete.
Ian was starting to get annoyed and didn’t want to play games. There was a faint tug on the
line. Pete said quietly, ‘You’ve got something.’ Ian held his breath. There was something there
all right. He jerked the rod backwards, hard. There was a savage yank from the other end. The
rod arched over, the line screamed out of the reel and a second later a long, streamlined shape
shot out of the water, sailed into the air – and was gone.
‘Damn!’ Ian said. ‘I’ve lost him.’
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‘He was smart. He knew exactly what to do.’ Pete said, which was a generous thing to say.
They fished. Ian’s heartbeat slowly returned to normal. He felt better, despite losing the pike.
That was the thing about fishing – it was almost impossible to stay wound up for long.
Ian looked up at the birds flying above and suddenly it came to him – a brand new idea. ‘I’ve got
it!’ he said. ‘I know what I’m going to do! At last! I know what I’m going to do!’
Pete reached under his seat, pulled out a bottle of Coke and prised the top off. ‘What?’ he
asked, taking a swig.
‘I’m going to be a pilot!’ Ian announced.
It was so perfect that he was amazed that he hadn’t thought of it before. It was totally different
from what everyone expected of him, and it was a good job – interesting, respected, well-paid,
the lot. Nobody – not his father, not his teachers, not even Pete – could disapprove.
Pete choked, and Coke shot out of his nose. He started laughing.
‘What’s so funny?’ Ian said, but that only made Pete worse. He howled with laughter, rocking
the boat.
Ian felt nervous and didn’t know why. ‘If you don’t tell me what you’ve decided to do in three
seconds flat, I’m going to throw you overboard.’
‘I’m not going on to university,’ Pete said. ‘I’m staying here. I’m going to set up a fishing business
for the tourists.’
‘When did you decide this?’ Ian asked.
‘Why does it matter when I decided?’
‘I’m just curious,’ said Ian. But he wasn’t curious, he was angry. Angry and somehow betrayed.
Ian knew Pete thought for himself and he had always thought Pete would end up doing something
impressive. Pete said simply, ‘I can’t leave this place. Everything I care about is here.’
Ian said, ‘But that’s because that’s all you know. You don’t even know what’s out there.’
‘No,’ Pete said. ‘But I know what’s important to me.’
Ian replied bitterly, ‘People are going to think you’re too scared to leave. You know that, don’t
you?’
Pete said mildly, ‘You care too much what people think. At least I’m not doing something I don’t
want to do just to prove a point.’
‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ Ian said, hot with anger now.
‘You know what it means.’
‘No, I don’t.’
‘Then you’re dumber than I thought,’ Pete said, still mild as milk. ‘Go work it out.’
Mary Lawson: The Other Side of the Bridge
Look at lines 12-27.

A2. What are Ian’s thoughts and feelings in these lines?
You should track through these lines carefully.
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In the evening Ian and Pete went fishing, like always. Sometimes Pete explored the bays along
the western shore of the lake, but that wasn’t serious fishing, that was to find good spots to take
tourists. Eighteen year old Pete was having a busy summer. A lawyer from New York had hired
him as a hunting guide to take him pike fishing and word had got round that he was reliable.
The tourists paid him good money but the main reason Pete helped them was to keep them
away from Hopeless Inlet where he had almost been pulled out of his boat a year ago. Since
then Pete’s mission in life had been to get even with the pike that had grabbed his line. He was
obsessed. He didn’t want anyone else to catch it. He was still after that fish. They’d seen no sign
of it but he was convinced it was there. Pete had caught some very big pike but he insisted none
of them was the fish that had nearly pulled him from his boat.
‘He’s there. He’s right down there. I can feel him.’
It made no difference to Ian where or why they fished. He was in love with fishing even though
he hardly ever caught anything. There was something about being out on the water, the silvery
surface hiding the life-and-death struggles underneath, the long stretches of peacefulness that
might be broken at any moment by a burst of savage excitement.
You could think during those long stretches, or, better still, you could not think. Lately he had to
fight to keep the thoughts at bay. Always the same thoughts: his future, what he was going to
do with his life. His indecision was driving him insane. He wished he could be more like Pete in
that regard. Pete had an admirable attitude to life. He wasn’t sure what he was going to do next.
He had a couple of ideas, he said, but he made life sound like a fabulous game and so simple.
‘Just let things happen,’ he advised. ‘It’s the only way to live.’ If only it were that easy to resist the
pressure to do what other people expect. It took courage and imagination to do that. Ian was
starting to think he didn’t have either.
The previous night he had drawn up a list of every career he could think of, everything from a
doctor to a chimney sweep. Then he started crossing them off (starting with ‘doctor’, his father’s
profession), so that there would be only a few left for him to think about. The problem was, he’d
crossed them all off. Every single one seemed to him predictable, boring or ridiculous.
‘Have you decided what you are going to do?’ Ian said to Pete, startling himself because he
hadn’t intended to ask until he had made up his own mind.
‘When?’ Pete said.
‘For the rest of your life,’ Ian replied.
‘Oh, yeah.’
Ian looked at him in surprise. ‘You have? When?’
‘A while ago,’ said Pete.
‘Why didn’t you tell me?’
‘I’ve been waiting for you to make up your mind.’
‘Tell me now,’ Ian insisted. ‘Maybe it will help me.’
‘No.’
‘Why not?’
‘You have to make up your own mind first,’ said Pete.
Ian was starting to get annoyed and didn’t want to play games. There was a faint tug on the
line. Pete said quietly, ‘You’ve got something.’ Ian held his breath. There was something there
all right. He jerked the rod backwards, hard. There was a savage yank from the other end. The
rod arched over, the line screamed out of the reel and a second later a long, streamlined shape
shot out of the water, sailed into the air – and was gone.
‘Damn!’ Ian said. ‘I’ve lost him.’
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‘He was smart. He knew exactly what to do.’ Pete said, which was a generous thing to say.
They fished. Ian’s heartbeat slowly returned to normal. He felt better, despite losing the pike.
That was the thing about fishing – it was almost impossible to stay wound up for long.
Ian looked up at the birds flying above and suddenly it came to him – a brand new idea. ‘I’ve got
it!’ he said. ‘I know what I’m going to do! At last! I know what I’m going to do!’
Pete reached under his seat, pulled out a bottle of Coke and prised the top off. ‘What?’ he
asked, taking a swig.
‘I’m going to be a pilot!’ Ian announced.
It was so perfect that he was amazed that he hadn’t thought of it before. It was totally different
from what everyone expected of him, and it was a good job – interesting, respected, well-paid,
the lot. Nobody – not his father, not his teachers, not even Pete – could disapprove.
Pete choked, and Coke shot out of his nose. He started laughing.
‘What’s so funny?’ Ian said, but that only made Pete worse. He howled with laughter, rocking
the boat.
Ian felt nervous and didn’t know why. ‘If you don’t tell me what you’ve decided to do in three
seconds flat, I’m going to throw you overboard.’
‘I’m not going on to university,’ Pete said. ‘I’m staying here. I’m going to set up a fishing business
for the tourists.’
‘When did you decide this?’ Ian asked.
‘Why does it matter when I decided?’
‘I’m just curious,’ said Ian. But he wasn’t curious, he was angry. Angry and somehow betrayed.
Ian knew Pete thought for himself and he had always thought Pete would end up doing something
impressive. Pete said simply, ‘I can’t leave this place. Everything I care about is here.’
Ian said, ‘But that’s because that’s all you know. You don’t even know what’s out there.’
‘No,’ Pete said. ‘But I know what’s important to me.’
Ian replied bitterly, ‘People are going to think you’re too scared to leave. You know that, don’t
you?’
Pete said mildly, ‘You care too much what people think. At least I’m not doing something I don’t
want to do just to prove a point.’
‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ Ian said, hot with anger now.
‘You know what it means.’
‘No, I don’t.’
‘Then you’re dumber than I thought,’ Pete said, still mild as milk. ‘Go work it out.’
Mary Lawson: The Other Side of the Bridge
Look at lines 28-49.

A3. What do you think about the friendship between Ian and Pete?
You must use evidence from the text to support your answer.
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In the evening Ian and Pete went fishing, like always. Sometimes Pete explored the bays along
the western shore of the lake, but that wasn’t serious fishing, that was to find good spots to take
tourists. Eighteen year old Pete was having a busy summer. A lawyer from New York had hired
him as a hunting guide to take him pike fishing and word had got round that he was reliable.
The tourists paid him good money but the main reason Pete helped them was to keep them
away from Hopeless Inlet where he had almost been pulled out of his boat a year ago. Since
then Pete’s mission in life had been to get even with the pike that had grabbed his line. He was
obsessed. He didn’t want anyone else to catch it. He was still after that fish. They’d seen no sign
of it but he was convinced it was there. Pete had caught some very big pike but he insisted none
of them was the fish that had nearly pulled him from his boat.
‘He’s there. He’s right down there. I can feel him.’
It made no difference to Ian where or why they fished. He was in love with fishing even though
he hardly ever caught anything. There was something about being out on the water, the silvery
surface hiding the life-and-death struggles underneath, the long stretches of peacefulness that
might be broken at any moment by a burst of savage excitement.
You could think during those long stretches, or, better still, you could not think. Lately he had to
fight to keep the thoughts at bay. Always the same thoughts: his future, what he was going to
do with his life. His indecision was driving him insane. He wished he could be more like Pete in
that regard. Pete had an admirable attitude to life. He wasn’t sure what he was going to do next.
He had a couple of ideas, he said, but he made life sound like a fabulous game and so simple.
‘Just let things happen,’ he advised. ‘It’s the only way to live.’ If only it were that easy to resist the
pressure to do what other people expect. It took courage and imagination to do that. Ian was
starting to think he didn’t have either.
The previous night he had drawn up a list of every career he could think of, everything from a
doctor to a chimney sweep. Then he started crossing them off (starting with ‘doctor’, his father’s
profession), so that there would be only a few left for him to think about. The problem was, he’d
crossed them all off. Every single one seemed to him predictable, boring or ridiculous.
‘Have you decided what you are going to do?’ Ian said to Pete, startling himself because he
hadn’t intended to ask until he had made up his own mind.
‘When?’ Pete said.
‘For the rest of your life,’ Ian replied.
‘Oh, yeah.’
Ian looked at him in surprise. ‘You have? When?’
‘A while ago,’ said Pete.
‘Why didn’t you tell me?’
‘I’ve been waiting for you to make up your mind.’
‘Tell me now,’ Ian insisted. ‘Maybe it will help me.’
‘No.’
‘Why not?’
‘You have to make up your own mind first,’ said Pete.
Ian was starting to get annoyed and didn’t want to play games. There was a faint tug on the
line. Pete said quietly, ‘You’ve got something.’ Ian held his breath. There was something there
all right. He jerked the rod backwards, hard. There was a savage yank from the other end. The
rod arched over, the line screamed out of the reel and a second later a long, streamlined shape
shot out of the water, sailed into the air – and was gone.
‘Damn!’ Ian said. ‘I’ve lost him.’
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‘He was smart. He knew exactly what to do.’ Pete said, which was a generous thing to say.
They fished. Ian’s heartbeat slowly returned to normal. He felt better, despite losing the pike.
That was the thing about fishing – it was almost impossible to stay wound up for long.
Ian looked up at the birds flying above and suddenly it came to him – a brand new idea. ‘I’ve got
it!’ he said. ‘I know what I’m going to do! At last! I know what I’m going to do!’
Pete reached under his seat, pulled out a bottle of Coke and prised the top off. ‘What?’ he
asked, taking a swig.
‘I’m going to be a pilot!’ Ian announced.
It was so perfect that he was amazed that he hadn’t thought of it before. It was totally different
from what everyone expected of him, and it was a good job – interesting, respected, well-paid,
the lot. Nobody – not his father, not his teachers, not even Pete – could disapprove.
Pete choked, and Coke shot out of his nose. He started laughing.
‘What’s so funny?’ Ian said, but that only made Pete worse. He howled with laughter, rocking
the boat.
Ian felt nervous and didn’t know why. ‘If you don’t tell me what you’ve decided to do in three
seconds flat, I’m going to throw you overboard.’
‘I’m not going on to university,’ Pete said. ‘I’m staying here. I’m going to set up a fishing business
for the tourists.’
‘When did you decide this?’ Ian asked.
‘Why does it matter when I decided?’
‘I’m just curious,’ said Ian. But he wasn’t curious, he was angry. Angry and somehow betrayed.
Ian knew Pete thought for himself and he had always thought Pete would end up doing something
impressive. Pete said simply, ‘I can’t leave this place. Everything I care about is here.’
Ian said, ‘But that’s because that’s all you know. You don’t even know what’s out there.’
‘No,’ Pete said. ‘But I know what’s important to me.’
Ian replied bitterly, ‘People are going to think you’re too scared to leave. You know that, don’t
you?’
Pete said mildly, ‘You care too much what people think. At least I’m not doing something I don’t
want to do just to prove a point.’
‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ Ian said, hot with anger now.
‘You know what it means.’
‘No, I don’t.’
‘Then you’re dumber than I thought,’ Pete said, still mild as milk. ‘Go work it out.’
Mary Lawson: The Other Side of the Bridge
Look at lines 50-79.

A4. What happens in these lines?
How do you react to what happens?
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SECTION B: 40 marks
Answer Question B1.
In this section you will be assessed for your writing skills, including the presentation of your work.
Think about the content and organisation of your writing before you begin. Take special care with
handwriting, spelling and punctuation.
The quality of your writing is more important than its length.
You should write about two or three pages in your answer book.
B1. Choose one of the following titles for your writing.
Either,

(a)

The Departure.

Or,
(b) Write about a story which ends with the following:
			
… Was this really my fault?
Or,

(c)

Or,
(d)
			
Or,

(e)

The Treat.
Continue the following:
Surely this couldn’t be happening again?
Write about an incident when you felt very pleased with yourself.

Text published by Vintage. Reprinted by permission of the Random House Group Limited.
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