
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

The three sources that follow are: 
 

• Source 1: an online article called 'Knee deep in mud at an English festival? Give 
me Spain any day' 
  

• Source 2: an article called It’s a ‘like’: The IGGY networking site for smart pupils 
is a hit 
  

• Source 3: an extract from a non-fiction book called A Cook’s Tour by Anthony 
Bourdain  

Mr Theobald’s Example Paper 



'Knee deep in mud at an English festival? Give me 
Spain any day'	  
 
With the British weather always likely to turn Glastonbury or Bestival into a gruelling 
expedition, bookings are up by 30% this year for events abroad where fans can pay less to 
see the same bands – and the backdrop is the sunny Med or Adriatic	  
 
By Tess Reidy 
	  
After bubbling along nicely for years, mass European music festivals have well and truly arrived. As the UK endures yet 
another damp squib of a spring and early summer, bookings are up 30% on last year at festicket.com, which caters to 
the booming demand for listening to British bands in Spain, Croatia, Sweden and beyond. It used to be that a rite of 
passage would be a weekend away at Reading or Leeds. These days, the average age of a festivalgoer in the UK is 36, 
and organisers are accused of targeting middle-aged nostalgia junkies with headliners such as the Rolling Stones and 
Elton John. A younger generation is looking to avoid the mud, rain and endless queues of the traditional British festival 
and hop on a budget airline. 

Tour operators now offer bespoke European festival 
packages including tickets, flights and accommodation. 
"Taking in an overseas music festival this summer is a 
great way of combining two British love affairs – live 
music and summer holidays abroad," said Sean Tipton 
of the tour operators trade association Abta. 

"Ticket prices in Europe are often much lower than the 
UK and food and beer is often a lot cheaper too. The 
range of options is very wide with the added bonus of 
more predictable weather; the traditional British festival 
mudbath isn't everyone's idea of fun." 

Dan Fahey of Festicket said: "People are definitely 
looking abroad. It's the discovery angle – when you 
discover a new band you want be the first to hear it and 
tell others. This is the same." 

Festivalgoers at Primavera enjoy the added bonus of a stunning urban setting built from the 1992 Olympics and looking 
out to a sea that last week was lit up by a full moon. James Swatton, 28, from London, said: "The architecture is 
stunning; it's unlike any other festival. The layout is quite incredible in the way that you can fast track your way to places. 
It's all facing out to sea, which is amazing. Plus I like going back and sleeping in a bed. 

"English festivals are good, but only if the weather is on your side. If not, it gets frustrating and muddy," said Sylvia de 
Sousa, 29, from Chiswick, west London. "Being surrounded by the sea makes it feel more relaxed and the lineup is very 
interesting and eclectic – there's all sorts from Blur and Jessie Ware to Tame Impala." 

Adam Saville, clubs editor of DJ Mag, thinks that the festival formula has changed for the better. "The Garden festival in 
Croatia offers a week-long festival for half the price of a Bestival or Glastonbury ticket. You can get a cheap flight there 
and stay for the whole week. You're basically getting a holiday and a party thrown in as well." 

Croatian authorities have welcomed the tourism-boosting events. "The local authorities don't reject the idea of young 
people coming across; the locals very much support it," he said. 

As for the pilgrim hordes from Britain, going to Croatia was one way of standing out from the crowd. Now that Croatian 
festivals are almost as crowded as the UK equivalents, it could be time to move on. "Bulgaria is an area that people are 
focusing on, Latvia has cropped up too, Poland's an interesting one as well," said Saville. 

Having had some bad experiences at British festivals, Sean Baker, 24, from London, said he was sick of constantly 
battling against bad weather and thinks the novelty and excitement of UK festivals has worn off. 

If there is a downside, it is that some of the faces in the crowd can seem disappointingly familiar: "It does feel a bit like 
Dalston-on-sea," admitted Baker. "It feels like we have decamped en masse to the Spanish coast." 
 

Fans at a concert by the Vaccines at the Primavera Sound Festival 
in Barcelona. Photograph: Marta Perez/EPA	  



	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  

It’s a ‘like’: The IGGY networking site for smart pupils is a 
hit 
  
‘Clever  Facebook’  project  which  
hopes  to  entice  foreign  students  
here  gets  a  thumbs-‐‑up  
  
A social networking site, described as a “thinking 
teenager’s Facebook”, that aims to prepare bright 
pupils for top universities, has attracted more 
than 2,500 members. 
The site, called IGGY (the International Gateway 
for Gifted Youth), has been devised by academics 
at Warwick University. 
It challenges the nation’s brightest 13- to 18-
year-olds with a series of questions and puzzles 
aimed at stretching their intelligence, as well as 
offering them the chance to network with each other. Membership is open to any pupil recommended by their teacher on 
the grounds of impressing them with their proven ability or potential. 
Dr Adam Boddison, academic director of the project, said: “The real test is whether the pupil has the potential to perform 
in the top five per cent of their peers. You have to be recommended by a teacher or an academic expert who says you can 
make it. 
“It includes those who are already highly performing and a second group who don’t always perform in school, and who 
may not be challenged sufficiently in school.” 
Membership is open to pupils in the UK and abroad, although 75 per cent of those who have already signed up are from 
the British Isles. It costs £120 to join but there are subsidies available for disadvantaged pupils. So far the site has been 
used by students in South Africa, Hong Kong, Singapore and Australia, as well as the UK. 
“One of the delights is that students can go on to it without their teacher knowing what they are doing,” said Dr Boddison. 
“They can learn by themselves and for themselves.” 
The site is a tacit acceptance of the new ways pupils want to learn. Earlier this month, Wikipedia founder Jimmy Wales 
predicted the boring university lecture will be the first casualty in a major move toward online learning in higher 
education. 
The aim of IGGY is to bolster teenagers’ confidence and encourage them to apply to top-ranking universities in the UK. 
“It’s a bit like building the Olympiads of education,” Dr Boddison said. “It’s acceptable to strive for excellence in sports 
but it doesn’t seem acceptable in education. Watch this space. We want to change that,” he added. 
 
Case study 
 
Imogen Downing has been a regular visitor to the IGGY site since she was introduced to it by her teacher toward the end 
of last year. 
The 15-year-old pupil at Rugby High School for Girls, in Warwickshire, was one of a number at the school selected to 
become a member. 
Since then, she has visited the site almost every other day: “I really like the debates they have and the challenges they give 
you,” she says. 
One she recalls vividly is writing an essay debating the use of nuclear power and alternative energies; the topic mirrored 
that of an essay she was asked to produce in school soon afterward. 
She also remembers how much she enjoyed designing a video of water condensation together with Severn Trent Water. 
“I really like it”, she says of the site. “It’s sort of different from schoolwork and very constructive and enjoyable.” 
Since joining IGGY, she has chatted online with other members, including one pupil from India. They had never met 
before but became the digital equivalent of pen-pals. 
Imogen, whose favourite subjects at school are physics, maths and history, will be taking four GCSEs this summer before 
starting a new challenge: she will be moving to Scotland and transferring to their education system, sitting her standard 
exams next year.  



A Cook's Tour 
 
Anthony Bourdain is travelling the world in search of the ‘perfect meal’. 
 
I was already unhappy with what I was seeing. I'm causing this to happen, I kept thinking. This pig 
has been hand-fed for six months, fattened up - for me. Perhaps, had I said when Jose first 
suggested this blood feast, "Uh no . . . I don't think so. I don't think I'll be able to make it this time 
around", maybe the outcome for Porky here would have been different. Or would it have been? Why 
was I being so squeamish? This pig's number was up the second he was born. You can't milk a pig! 
Nobody's gonna keep him as a pet! This is Portugal, for Chrissakes! This porker was boots and 
bacon from birth. 
 
Still, he was my pig, I was responsible. For a guy who'd spent 28 years serving dead animals and 
sneering at vegetarians, I was having an unseemly amount of trouble getting with the programme. I 
had to suck it up. I could do this. There was already plenty in my life to feel guilty about. This would 
be just one more thing. 
 
It took four strong men, experts at this sort of thing, to restrain the pig; then drag and wrestle him up 
on to his side and on to a heavy wooden horse cart. It was not easy. With the weight of two men 
pinning him down and another holding his hind legs, the main man with the knife, gripping him by 
the head, leaned over and plunged the knife all the way into the beast's thorax, just above the heart. 
 
The pig went wild. The screaming penetrated the fillings in my teeth, echoed through the valley. 
With an incredible shower of fresh blood flying in every direction, the shrieking, squealing, struggling 
animal heaved himself off the cart, forcefully kicking one of his tormentors in the groin repeatedly. 
Spraying great gouts of blood, the pig fought mightily, four men desperately attempting to gain 
purchase on his kicking legs, bucking abdomen and blood-smeared rearing head. 
 
They finally managed to wrestle the poor beast back up on to the cart; the guy with the moustache 
working the blade back and forth like a toilet plunger. The pig's movements slowed, but the rasping 
and wheezing, the loud breathing and gurgling, continued . . . and continued . . . the animal's chest 
rising and falling noisily . . . continued and continued . . . for what seemed like an eternity. 
 
I'll always remember, as one does in moments of extremis, the tiny, innocuous details - the blank 
expressions on the children's faces, the total lack of emotion. They were farm kids who'd seen this 
before many times, they were used to the ebb and flow of life, its at-times-bloody passing. The look 
on their little faces could barely be described as interest. A passing bus or an ice-cream truck would 
probably have evoked more reaction. 
 
I'll always remember the single dot of blood on the chief assassin's forehead. It remained there for 
the rest of the day, above a kindly rosy-cheeked face - an eerily incongruous detail on an otherwise-
grandfatherly visage. Imagine your Aunt Minnie bringing you a plate of cookies as you sat in front of 
the TV, a string of human molars strung casually, like pearls, around her neck. 
 
I'll remember the atmosphere of business as usual that hung over the whole process as the pig's 
chest rose and fell, his blood draining noisily into a metal pail. A woman cook came running for the 
blood, hurrying to the kitchen with it after it stopped draining freely, the death and killing just another 
chore. More women walked briskly to and from the kitchen with other receptacles. Food was being 
prepared. 
 
And I'll never forget the look of pride on Jose's face, as if he were saying, "This, this is where it all 
starts. Now you know. This is where food comes from."	  
	  
	  


