Examples of non-fiction and non-literary texts








Personal record and viewpoints on society: 


Peter Ackroyd, James Baldwin, John Berger, James Boswell, Vera Brittain, Lord Byron, William Cobbett, Gerald Durrell, Robert Graves, Samuel Johnson, Laurie Lee, Samuel Pepys, Flora Thompson, Beatrice Webb, Dorothy Wordsworth.


Travel writing: 


Jan Morris, Freya Stark, Laurens Van Der Post.


Reportage: 


James Cameron, Winston Churchill, Alistair Cooke, Dilys Powell.


The natural world: 


David Attenborough, Rachel Carson, Charles Darwin, Steve Jones.
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DOGS MUST BE CARRIED ON THE ESCALATOR























Please don't smoke and live a more healthy life








�
When it comes to food, I am a man of many moods shaped by influences both from within my immediate circle and by what is going on outside. I am constantly on the move and rarely still. There is still so much to discover, to taste and to try out. The success of our menus depends on a balance of popular choices and experimenting with new flavours and ideas to push the boundaries out still further. Perfection of skills and technique reassures our customers, but constant creativity keeps them coming back for more.						  Gordon Ramsay.


�
How to tell how old a raw egg is while it is safely tucked away in its shell could seem a bit tricky, but not so. Remember the air pocket? There is a simple test that tells you exactly how much air there is. All you do is place the egg in a tumbler of cold water: if it sinks to a completely horizontal position, it is very fresh; if it tilts up slightly or to a semi-horizontal position, it could be up to a week old; if it floats into a vertical position, then it is stale.


Delia Smith











At around £1 for a large fruit, the pineapple is no longer the special-occasion fruit it was in my childhood. (If there is a pineapple in the fruit bowl, then it must be Christmas.) More recently, in the lush, tropical heat of Goa, the fruit became a daily ritual during a beach-bum holiday. Armed with a plump pineapple, chosen for its ripeness and stripped of its inedible skin by the stallholder’s fearsome machete, we would wander far along the deserted beach to make the most of the fruit and its sticky juice.


 


Six months later, in the frost-covered gardens of Versailles, the statues and urns wrapped up for the winter, such a fruit seemed even more welcome, cheering us up as our teeth chattered and we dripped juice into the snow as we walked. It is this fruit’s impeccable timing, turning up sweet and gold in the depths of winter, that probably makes it so popular.


Nigel Slater, Real Good Food





Two entries on Nancy Reagan’s birth certificate are accurate – her sex and her colour.  Almost every other item has been revised.  In truth, the certificate itself gave birth to two generations of lies.





The original facts about the infant Anne Frances Robbins, now Nancy Reagan, were carefully rewritten.





She revised her date of birth, concealed her birthplace, and cast aside her father.





In her memoirs, she asserted she forgot the name of the hospital where she was born and added that ‘it burned down years ago.’  In fact, not only did Sloane Hospital in New York City not burn down, but according to its official history it did not have a fire.





Nancy Reagan spent so many years redesigning the facts of her life that she came to accept her masquerade as real.  By the time she became First Lady, the mask had become the face.  History was about to be deceived.





‘The truth is rarely pure,’ wrote Oscar Wilde in The Importance of Being Earnest, ‘and never simple.’  The retrieval of Nancy Reagan’s birth certificate – the one tie to her past that she has been unable to shed – provides the world with an opportunity to take a second look at its former First Lady.  A look at the face behind the mask.





�
In August on the golden plains of Picardy and Flanders, the grind of gian combines mothers the sounds of summer.  Travelling in swathes across the fields, they peel the harvest from the land as a thumb peels the skin from an orange.  Then the land comes into its own.  Scrawled across it, after almost seventy years and more than sixty harvests, are the traces of old trenchlines.  You see them in a zigzag patch of weed, a line of soil unnaturally discoloured, an undulating billow on the flat surface of a field.  Here and there a rampaging thicket of nettles marks the entrance to a long-sealed tunnel or hints at a deep dugout long buried in the damp dark below.  Even the lush summer grass, swaying tall on a bank or an incline, hardly blurs the outlines of deep-gouged crevices that once sheltered a battery of guns.





As the summer vegetation dies back, laying bare the bones of the earth, uglier shapes emerge.  The mangled iron and brick of a ruined machine-gun post.  The concrete emplacements of a formidable redoubt and, along dusty farm-tracks churned up by heavy tractors, a sprinkling of shrapnel and some rusted shards of shell.  In the lowlands of Belgium, across the face of Artois, on the downlands of the Somme, and across the breadth of France, all along the line of the old Western Front, three generations of farmers have lived among the debris and the dangers of war.





With the advent of the technological age accidents and casualties have diminished, and the modern farmer who sets his hand to the plough or who grubs up beets or potatoes without first passing a metal detector across his field is a rare and reckless bird.  Each season of the farming year still yields a lethal harvest of unexploded shells.  The locals are used to them.  They are a routine nuisance easily dealt with by Munitions Disposal Squads.  Only strangers stop with cautious curiosity to examine them, stacked neatly according to calibre on the verges of country roads as far apart as Ypres in the north and Verdun a long way to the south-east.  The shell-heaps stand like milestones along the path of the wind that tore through Europe, laid waste a generation and blew up into a hurricane that swept away their safe and ordered world.  In the awesome stillness of its aftermath they marvelled to think that it had begun as the merest zephyr, so distant, so inconsequent, that it would hardly have rippled a field of corn growing ripe under untroubled skies in that long, hot summer of 1914.





�
There are almost 300 men here on Death Row in Texas.  The numbers grow higher every day.  Most men will have to develop a strong will to survive from the beginning to keep from falling into the frame of mind of the man that I just spoke about.  Not all of us are like this man; some are worse and some are not.  But I think that all of us do become infected in some way with this disease of the mind.





Why does it happen?  Imagine that you are in a five by eight foot cell, seven days a week.  You are only let out to shower and have recreation time for 15 hours per week.  You may also have a visit once a week, if you are one of the very lucky ones who gets visits.  The rest of the time you sit or lay and watch the bars that are covered in a heavy wire mesh which you can barely see through.  You write letters, you read, or you might work on small craft projects if you can concentrate long enough, and provided you are able to afford this luxury.  Each day you watch the news, read papers, and wait for the mail to come, hoping that someone will say the nightmare is over.  But when night comes you are again wondering if it will ever be over and you pray for a better day tomorrow.





Many men develop close friendships on the Row.  Friendships that can only be formed under extreme duress.  You see a side to men on the Row that you would never see if they were free.  Here they are free of drugs and alcohol.





I am surviving.  I have not lost myself inside.  I will pray again for a brighter day tomorrow.





Endeavor, August/September 1989


�
Schoolday Blues


An Eton Schoolboy





My dear Mama,





I wright to tell you I am very retched, and my chilblains is worse agen.  I have not made any progress and I do not think I shall.  i am very sorry to be such expense to you, but i do not think this schule is very good.  One of the fellows has taken the crown of my new hat for a target, he has burrowed my watch to make wheal, with the works, but it won’t act – me and him have tried to put the works back, but we think some wheels are missing as they won’t fit.  I hope Matilda’s cold is better i am glad she is not at schule.  I think I have got the consumption the boys at the place are not gentlemen but of course you did not know that when you sent me hear, i will try not to get bad habits.





�
The road to Dubai is long, straight, dusty, littered with wrecked cars and punctuated only by the odd windswept gas station.  There are no villages, no oases, and the Gulf is hidden behind sand-dunes which look as if they are suffering from some sort of desert scurf or mange.  It is the kind of road on which car crashes look like philanthropic gestures; they at any rate do something to provide a momentary relief in that monotony of sand and rusted oil drums.  Skeetering Cola cans, blowing across the highway, make an ersatz wildlife; half-close your eyes, and you can imagine them as rabbits, surprised in a hedgerow on an English lane.  On second thoughts, don’t: they are just Cola cans, tumbling in the wind across the Arabian desert, their paint stripped, sandblasted down to bare metal.


�
While the bed was airing the mother undressed the young woman, and just as she was laid down in the bed, she, looking upon her body with a candle, immediately discovered the fatal tokens on the inside of her thighs.  Her mother, not being able to contain herself, threw down her candle and shrieked out in such a frightful manner that it was enough to place horror upon the stoutest heart in the world; nor was it one scream or one cry, but the fright having seized her spirits, she fainted first, then recovered, then ran all over the house, up the stairs and down the stairs, like one distracted, and indeed really was distracted, and continued screeching and crying out for several hours void of all sense, or at least government of her senses, and, as I was told, never came thoroughly to herself again.  As to the young maiden, she was a dead corpe from that moment, for the gangrene which occasions the spots had spread over her whole body, and she died in less than two hours.  But still the mother continued crying out, not knowing anything more of her child, several hours after she was dead.  It is so long ago that I am not certain, but I think the mother never recovered, but died in two or three weeks after.





�
Bernstein, Leonard (1918-90) US conductor and versatile composer, whos works range from symphonies to popular musicals.  Born at Lawrence, Massachusetts, he studied at Harvard University, the Curtis Insitute, and also, during the summers of 1940 and 1941, at Tanglewood under KOUSSEVITSKY, who – impressed by his talent – made him his assistant there in 1942.  He quickly attracted notice as a conductor (and pianist) and made his name overnight when he deputized at short notice for Bruno WALTER in 1944.  He conducted the New York Philharmonic Orchestra from 1945 to 1948, and again from 1957 to 1969, when he was made conductor lauretate for life.  He toured extensively in Latic America, Europe, Asia, and the USA.





As a composer, Bernstein wrote works in widely different styles, from the Chichester Psalms (1965), a festival commission from Chichester Cathedral, to West Side Story (1957), his best-known musical.  The style of his large instrumental and choral works  is a diffuse viruosity, juxtaposing a romantic intensity with jazz and Latin American elements.  His book, The Unanswered Question  (1973), reprints a series of lectures given at Harvard University.


�
The Life of Charles Dickens


Chapter 1





CHARLES DICKENS, the most popular novelist of the century, and one of the greatest humorists that England has produced, was born at Lanport, in Portsea, on Friday, the seventh of February, 1812.





His father, John Dickens, a clerk in the navy pay-office, was at this time stationed in the Portsmouth Dockyard.  He had made acquaintance with the lady, Elizabeth Barrow, who became afterwards his wife, through her elder brother, Thomas Barrow, also engaged on the establishment at Somerset House, and she bore him in all a family of eight children, of whom two died in infancy.  The eldest, Fanny (born 1810), was followed by Charles (entered in the baptismal register of Portsea as Charles John Huffham, though on the very rare occasions when he subscribed that name he wrote Huffam); by another son, named Alfred, who died in childhood; by Letitia (born 1816); by another daughter, Harriet, who died also in childhood; by Frederick (born 1820); by Alfred Lamert (born 1822); and by Augustus (born 1827).





�
A Case of Sudden Death


Tracey Cramton (to Practical Fishkeeping)





Q I am writing to see if you can help with the unexplained death of my female Oranda.  We had her a few weeks and she seemed healthy, lively and fed well.  She laid eggs a week or two ago.  On Friday morning she was fine but that evening she looked ‘hassled’; her fin was down, but not enough to cause us alarm.  As the night progressed she began to hide in the corner, as if she was standing on her head with her tail in the air.  She had never done this before.  Early the next morning my husband found her dead.  There are two other Orandas in the tank, both of which are fine.





Tracey Cramton, Co. Durham





�
A It is very sad and disconcerting when a fish apparently in good health dies suddenly and for no obvious reason.  Unfortunately, fish, like humans, are subject to sudden heart attacks.  About two years ago I had a most unusual experience at a goldfish show when one the exhibitors, to his dismay found one of this fish floating apparently lifeless in its bucket.





One of the bystanders suggested that the fish in the bucket was given a vigorous shaking in the water and lo and behold the fish’s gill covers began to move and the fish gradually recovered not only to win its class but the Best in Show.  Clearly what had happened was that the stress experienced by the fish had caused a cardiac arrest, subsequent treatment (equivalent to a heart massage) restarted the heart and the fish recovered.  





From what you say about your fish, I suspect there was a heart problem, possibly from some organic cause which made itself felt on the Friday evening with subsequent death.  It could have been something like an aneurysm in the blood circulatory system, but a post mortem would have to have been carried out to establish this.





�
SMILE


From Science 85


By Alan Lightman





The woman’s lips are glistening in the sunlight, reflecting high-density light on the back of the man’s retina.





It is an afternoon in March.  A man and a woman stand on the wooden dock, gazing at the lake and the waves on the water.  They haven’t noticed each other.





The man turns.  And so begins the sequence of biochemical events informing him of her.  Light reflected from her body instantly enters the pupils of his eyes, at the rate of 10 trillion particles of light per second.  Once through the pupil of each eye, the light travels through an oval-shaped lens, then through a transparent, jelly-like substance filling up the eyeball, and lands on the retina.  Here it is gathered by a hundred million rod and cone cells.





…





Eventually, a large fraction of the trillion neurons in the man’s brain become involved with the computing the visual and auditory data just acquired.  Sodium and potassium gates open and close.  Electrical currents speed along neuron fibres.  Molecules flow from one nerve ending to the next.





All of this is known.  What is not know is why, after about a minute, the man walks over to the woman and smiles.





�
DICKENS


Prologue





CHARLES DICKENS was dead.  He lay on a narrow green sofa – but there was room enough for him, so spare had he become – in the dining room of Gad’s Hill Place.  He had died in the house which he had first seen as a small boy and which his father had pointed out to him as a suitable object of his ambitions; so great was his father’s hold upon his life that, forty years later, he had bought it.  Now he had gone.  It was customary to close the blinds and curtains, thus enshrouding the corpse in darkness before its last journey to the tomb; but in the dining room of Gad’s Hill the curtains were pulled apart and on this June day the bright sunshine streamed in, glittering on the large mirrors around the room.  The family beside him knew how he enjoyed the light, how he needed the light; and they understood, too, that none of the conventional sombreness of the late Victorian period – the year was 1870 – had ever touched him.





All the lines and wrinkles which marked the passage of his life were new erased in the stillness of death.  He was not old – he died in his fifty-eighth year – but there had  been signs of premature ageing on a visage so marked and worn; he had acquired, it was said, a “sarcastic look”.  But now all that was gone and his daughter, Katey, who watched him as he lay dead, noticed how there once more emerged upon his face “beauty and pathos”.  It was that “long-forgotten” look which he describes again and again in his fiction.  He sees it in Oliver Twist, in the dead face which returns to the “… long forgotten expression of sleeping infancy”, and in that same novel he connects “the rigid face of the corpse and the calm sleep of the child”.





�
The Christmas Pudding is


Mediterranean Food





A white cube of a house, two box-like rooms and a nice large kitchen.  No bath.  No plumbing.  A well and a fig tree outside the front door and five yards away from the Aegean.  On the horizon a half circle of the islands of Andros, Tinos, Seriphos.  In the village, about three dozen houses, two churches (one Orthodox, one Roman Catholic), one provision shop.  Down on the shore one shack of a tavern, and in the village street a more important one, stacked with barrels and furnished with stout wooden tables.  Christo, the owner of this second tavern, was one of the grandees of the village.  He operated, in addition to the tavern, a small market garden, and sold his produce in the island’s capital seven miles away.  He also had a brother-in-law, called Yannaki.  Yannaki was that stock Greek village character, the traveller come home after experiencing glamorous doings and glorious events in far-off places.  True to type, he spoke a little Anglo-American and, more uncommonly, a little French; he was always on hand to help out if foreigners came to the village.  He seemed a kind and cheerful man, rich too; at any rate, he owned a spare donkey and was prepared to lend me this animal, along with a boy to talk to it, so that I could ride into the town when I needed to stock up with fresh supplies of beans and oil, bottled wine, cheese, dried fruit, and boxes of the delicious Turkish Delight which was – still is – a speciality of the island.





For days I scanned the horizon for sight of an English yacht.  I could, in my turn, have bartered fresh vegetables and fruit for the jars of mustard pickles which I knew must grace the table of any English lordos grand enough to be roaming the Aegean seas.  It was late in the season.  That way no yacht came.





�
England won the first corner straight off in the first minute, and from the clearance coming out, Gazza fired in a rocket of a volley that looked to be just curving wide – but Illgner lunged to push it away anyhow, and we had a second corner.  And then we had a third … our football was surging and relentless – we were playing like the Germans did, and the Germans didn’t like it.  Bruises and knocks, sore joints and worn limbs, forget it – there’s no end ot the magic hope can work.  Wright had Klinsmann under wraps; Waddle released Parker, Beardsley went through once, and then again … Hassler took the German’s first serious strike, and it deflected away from Pearce for their first corner – but Butcher towered up, and headed away.  Then Wright picked a through ball off Klinsmann’s feet; the German looked angry and rattled.  You could feel their pace, their threat – but still we had them, and the first phase was all England.





No question: England could win this.





The press box was buzzing.  Gazza tangled with Brehme; he got another shot in, then broke to the left corner, won a free-kick …





Let’s all have a disco


Let’s all have a disco.





It was more than a disco, it was history.





�
At 2 or 3 or 4am, somewhere along in there, on August 25, 1966, his forty-eighth birthday, in fact, Leonard Bernstein woke up in the dark in a state of wild alarm.  That had happened before.  It was one of the forms of wild alarm.  That had happened before.  It was one of the forms his insomnia took.  So he did the usual.  He got up and walked around a bit.  He felt groggy.  Suddenly he had a vision, an inspiration.  He could see himself, Leonard Bernstein, the egregio maestro, walking out on stage in white tie and tails in front of a full orchestra.  On one side of the conductor’s podium is a piano.  On the other is a chair with a guitar leaning against it.  He sits in the chair and picks up the guitar.  A guitar!  One of these halfwitted instruments, like the accordian, that are made for the Learn-To-Play-in-Eight-Days E-Z-Diagram 11-IQ fourteen-year-olds of Levittown!  But there’s a reason.  He has an anti-war message to deliver to this great starched white-throated audience in the symphony hall.  He announces to them: “I love.”  Just that.  The effect is mortifying.  All at once a Negro rises up from out of the curve of the grand piano and starts again, plays some quick numbers on the piano, says, “I love.  Amo ergo sum.”  The Negro rises again and says, “The Audience thinks he ought to get up and walk out. The audience thinks, ‘I am ashamed even to nudge my neighbor.’”  Finally, Lenny gets off a heartfelt anti-war speech and exits.





For a moment, sitting there alone in his home in the small hours of the morning, Lenny thought it might just work and he jotted the idea down.  Think of the headlines: BERNSTEIN ELECTRIFIES CONCERT AUDIENCE WITH ANTI-WAR APPEAL.  But then his enthusiasm collapsed.  He lost heart.  Who the hell waas this Negro rising up from the piano and informing the world what an ass Leonard Bernstein was making of himself?  It didn’t make sense, this superego Negro by the concert grand.





�
I turned on the television, keeping the sound off, and found an early Bette Davis film.  A love scene was in progress.  Dr P failed to identify the actress – but this could have been because she had never entered his world.  What was more striking was that he failed to identify the expressions on her face or her partner’s, though in the course of a single torrid sense these passed from sultry yearning through passion, surprise, disgust and fury to a melting reconciliation.  Dr P could make nothing of any of this.  He was very unclear as to what was going on, or who was who or even what sex they were.  His comments on the scene were positively Martian.





What had been funny, or farcical, in relation to the movie, was tragic in relation to real life.  By and large, he recognised nobody: neither his family, nor his colleagues, nor his pupils, nor himself.  He recognised a portrait of Einstein, because he picked up the characteristic hair and moustache; and the same thing happened with one or two other people.  ‘Ach, Paul!’ he said, when shown a portrait of his brother.  ‘That square jaw, those big teeth, I would know Paul anywhere!’ But was it Paul he recognised, or one or two of his features, on the basis of which he could make a reasonable guess as to the subject’s identity?  In the absence of obvious ‘markers’, he was utterly lost. But it was not merely the cognition, the gnosis, at fault; there was something radically wrong with the whole way he proceeded.  For he approached these faces – even of those near and dear – as if they were abstract puzzles or tests.  He did not relate to them, he did not behold.  No face was familiar to him, seen as a ‘thou’, being just identified as a set of features, an ‘it’.








�



Before I had time to skip out of his sight he had made up his mind to charge me. The angry thunder of his snort, mingled with a screech like an engine blowing off steam, lent me wings.  When I dared throw a glance over my shoulder I saw that both rhino were bearing down upon me with frightening speed.  The boys had had a start of me, and as I raced after them across the vistas of stone bare as asphalt without a blade of cover anywhere, conviction swept over me that this time the game was up.





Though I ran and ran as I have never run in my life before, and my heart pounded in my ears and my lungs stiffened with the pain of drawing breath, time went suddenly into slow motion.  Each step was weighted with lead; I wanted to fly over the ground and, as in some horrid nightmare, I felt as though I were scarcely moving.





The rhino were swiftly gaining upon me; their furious snorts overtook me on the wings of the gale.  The boys, on the other hand, had disappeared as though the earth had swallowed them.  I made one more desperate spurt and then, as I realised the utter futility of it, a fold in the hillside opened to receive me also.  I tumbled headlong down a little cliff and landed on a ledge of heather.





The rhino would never face this drop even if they looked over and saw me.  I glanced up apprehensively, but there was no sign of them.





In this sheltered place there was not a sound, and even the wind had dropped. With a thankful heart I stretched myself face downward on the heather, and panted as though I could never get a complete lungful of air again, while waves of crimson and orange rushed and throbbed before my eyes.





�
Factory Conditions in 1815





From the Report of the Parliamentary Committee to Regulate the Labour of Children





By Elizabeth Bentley








What age are you?


Twenty-three.





Where do you live?


At Leeds.





What time did you begin work at the factory?


When I was six years old.





What kind of mill is it?


Flax mill.





What was your business in that mill?


I was a little doffer.





What were your hours of labour in that mill?


From 5 in the morning till 9 at night, when they were thronged.





For how long a time together have you worked that excessive length of time?


For about a year.





What were the usual hours of labour when you were not so thronged?


From six in the morning till 7 at night.





�
Dickens Recalls the 


Blacking Warehouse from The Life of Charles Dickens





by John Forster





The blacking warehouse was the last house on the left-hand side of the way, at old Hungerford-stairs.  It was a crazy, tumble-down old house, abutting of course on the river, and literally overrun with rats.  Its wainscotted rooms, and its rotten floors and staircase, and the old grey rats swarming down in the cellars, and the sound of their squeaking and scuffling coming up the stairs at all times, and the dirt and decay of the place, rise up visibly before me, as if I were there again.  The counting-house was on the first floor, looking over the coalbarges and the river.  There was a recess in it, in which I was to sit and work.  My work was to cover the pots of paste-blacking; first with a piece of oil-paper, and then with a piece of blue paper; to tie them round with a string; and then to clip the paper close and neat, all round, until it looked as smart as a pot of ointment from an apothecary’s shop.  When a certain number of grosses of pots had attained this pitch of perfection, I was to paste on each a printed label; and then go on again with more pots.  Two or three other boys were kept at similar duty down stairs on similar wages.  One of them came up, in a ragged apron and a paper cap, on the first Monday morning, to show me the trick of using the string and tying the knot.  His name was Bob Fagin; and I took the liberty of using his name, long afterwards, in Oliver Twist.








