
Source A: 21st century nonfiction 
Extract from I Am Malala, a memoir by Malala Yousafzai. 

When I close my eyes, I can see my bedroom. The bed is unmade, my fluffy blanket in a 1 
heap, because I’ve rushed out for school, late for an exam. My school timetable is open on 2 
my desk to a page dated 9 October, 2012. And my school uniform – my white shalwar and 3 
blue kamiz – is on a peg on the wall, waiting for me. 4 

I can hear the kids playing cricket in the alley behind our home. I can hear the hum of the 5 
bazaar not far away. And if I listen very closely I can hear Safina, my friend next door, 6 
tapping on the wall we share so she can tell me a secret. 7 

I smell rice cooking as my mother works in the kitchen. I hear my little brothers fighting 8 
over the remote – the TV switching between WWE Smackdown and cartoons. Soon, I’ll 9 
hear my father’s deep voice as he calls out my nickname. ‘Jani,’ he’ll say, which is Persian 10 
for ‘dear one’, ‘how was the school running today?’ He was asking how things were at the 11 
Khushal School for Girls, which he founded and I attended, but I always took the 12 
opportunity to answer the question literally.  13 

‘Aha,’ I’d joke, ‘the school is walking not running!’ This was my way of telling him I thought 14 
things could be better. 15 

I left that beloved home in Pakistan one morning – planning to dive back under the covers 16 
as soon as school was over – and ended up a world away.  17 

Some people say it is too dangerous to go back there now. That I’ll never be able to 18 
return. And so, from time to time, I go there in my mind. 19 

But now another family lives in that home, another girl sleeps in that bedroom – while I am 20 
thousands of miles away. I don’t care much about the other things in my room but I do 21 
worry about the school trophies on my bookcase. I even dream about them sometimes. 22 
There’s a runner’s-up award from the first speaking contest I ever entered. And more than 23 
forty-five golden cups and medals for being first in my class for exams, debates and 24 
competitions. To someone else, they might seem mere trinkets made of plastic. To 25 
someone else, they may simply look like prizes for good grades. But to me, they are 26 
reminders of the life I loved and the girl I was – before I left home that fateful day. 27 

When I open my eyes, I am in my new bedroom. It is in a sturdy brick house in a damp 28 
and chilly place called Birmingham, England. Here there is water running from every tap, 29 
hot or cold as you like. No need to carry canisters of gas from the market to heat the 30 
water. Here there are large rooms with shiny wood floors, filled with large furniture and a 31 
large, large TV.  32 

There is hardly a sound in this calm, leafy suburb. No children laughing and yelling. No 33 
women downstairs chopping vegetables and gossiping with my mother. No men smoking 34 
cigarettes and debating politics. Sometimes, though, even with these thick walls between 35 
us, I can hear someone in my family crying for home. But then my father will burst through 36 
the front door, his voice booming. ‘Jani!’ he’ll say. ‘How was school today?’ 37 

Now there’s no play on words. He’s not asking about the school he runs and that I attend. 38 
But there’s a note of worry in his voice, as if he fears I won’t be there to reply. Because it 39 
was not so long ago that I was nearly killed – simply because I was speaking out about my 40 
right to go to school.  41 

 



Source B: 19th century literary nonfiction 
 

Extract from Margaret Oliphant’s autobiography. 
 

I remember nothing of Wallyford, where I was born, but opened my eyes to life, so far as I 1 
remember, in the village of Lasswade, where we lived in a little house, I think, on the road 2 
to Dalkeith. I recollect the wintry road ending to my consciousness in a slight ascent with 3 
big ash trees forming a sort of arch; underneath which I fancy was a toll-bar, the way into 4 
the world appropriately barred by that turnpike*. But no, that was not the way into the 5 
world, for the world was Edinburgh, the coach for which, I am almost sure, went the other 6 
way through the village and over the bridge to the left hand, starting from somewhere 7 
close to Mr Todd the baker’s shop, of which I have a faint and kind recollection. It was by 8 
that way that Frank came home on Saturday nights, to spend Sunday at home, walking 9 
out from Edinburgh (about six miles) to walk in again on Monday in the dark winter 10 
mornings. I recollect nothing about the summer mornings when he set out on that walk, 11 
but remember vividly like a picture the Monday mornings in winter; the fire burning 12 
cheerfully and candles on the breakfast table, all dark but with a subtle sense of morning, 13 
though it seemed a kind of dissipation* to be up so long before the day. I can see myself, 14 
a small creature seated on a stool by the fire, toasting a cake of dough which was brought 15 
for me by the baker with the prematurely early rolls, which were for Frank. (This dough 16 
was the special feature of the morning to me, and I suppose I had it only on these 17 
occasions.) And my mother, who never seemed to sit down in the strange, little, warm, 18 
bright picture, but to hover about the table pouring out tea, supplying everything he wanted 19 
to her boy (how proud, how fond of him! – her eyes liquid and bright with love as she 20 
hovered about); and Frank, the dearest of companions so long – then long separated, 21 
almost alienated, brought back again at the end to my care. How bright he was then, how 22 
good always to me, how fond of his little sister! – impatient by moments, good always. And 23 
he was a kind of god to me – my Frank, as I always called him. I remember once weeping 24 
bitterly over a man singing in the street, a buttoned-up, shabby-genteel man, whom, on 25 
being questioned why I cried, I acknowledged I thought like my Frank. That was when he 26 
was absent, and my mother’s anxiety reflected in a child’s mind went, I suppose, the 27 
length of fancying that Frank too might have to sing in the street. (He would have come off 28 
very badly in that case, for he did not know one tune from another, much less could he 29 
sing a note!)  30 

 
*Glossary 
turnpike = a toll gate (a barrier across a road where drivers or pedestrians must pay to go 
further) 
dissipation = waste of energy 



 



Source A: 21st century nonfiction 
Taken from Boating Safety and Safe Boating Blog 

How to Survive a Sinking Ship 1 
You've obtained your boat license and are now ready to venture 2 
out for some sea-bound fun. But would you know what to do if you 3 
were on a sinking ship? The following article will outline the steps 4 
you should take if ever you find yourself aboard a sinking ship. 5 
Fortunately, the odds of surviving a sinking ship are very high. The 6 
most important thing to do is stay calm. 7 
Be prepared 8 
Anyone who's had experience as a scout will know these 2 words: 9 
"be prepared". The meaning behind this famous saying is closely tied to another famous 10 
saying "knowing is half the battle". Those two bits of advice could very well save your life 11 
on a sinking ship. 12 
Before even stepping aboard, prepare an evacuation bag complete with the tools you'd 13 
need to survive on a raft or an island. 14 
Your survival kit should include: 15 
• Compass 16 
• Flashlight 17 
• Waterproof matches 18 
• Knife 19 
• Sunscreen lotion 20 
• Fresh water 21 
• Mirror for signalling 22 
• Flares 23 
• First aid kit 24 
• Some food rations 25 
Learn Where Everything Is 26 
Make sure to explore the ship and become familiar with all the emergency exits and 27 
evacuation maps. Find the closest lifeboat to your cabin, and be sure to know where all 28 
the life jackets are. When it comes to ocean survival, floating is everything. You may have 29 
been able to tread water for hours back in the old swimming pool, but the ocean is much, 30 
much colder and rough. You'll already be fatigued and in a relative state of shock, and the 31 
ocean is filled with various forms of dangly leg-eaters. 32 
Calm Down! 33 
So there you are, relaxing by the pool when suddenly the loud horn lets out 7 short bursts 34 
followed by one long one. This is not the boat playing battleship via Morse code with 35 
another distant ship, this is in fact the signal to abandon ship. 36 
Screaming and running is the quickest way to get yourself killed. You're not thinking 37 
clearly, making terrible decisions, expending valuable energy and rushing into the 38 
madness of the mob. One trip and you could get trampled. Let the frenzying folk do their 39 
thing, and practice a little something called square breathing. 40 
Square Breathing: 41 
• Inhale deeply for 4 seconds 42 
• Hold your lungs full for 4 seconds 43 
• Exhale for 4 seconds 44 
• Hold your longs empty for 4 seconds 45 
Do this 3-4 times and your nerves will settle, your heart rate will 46 
slow, and you will find it much easier to focus on survival. This 47 

http://www.boaterexam.com/


simple technique is used in the military to lower the heart rates of snipers. 48 
Statistically speaking, in an emergency scenario 70% of people will panic, 15% are going 49 
to make irrational decisions, and only the remaining 15% will be thinking clearly. 50 
Remaining calm already places you above 85% of the rest of the ship. 51 
Follow the rats! 52 
If the hull is breached and the ship begins to take on water, the lowest parts of the ship are 53 
generally filled first. This is also where much of a ship's vermin dwell. Rats have been 54 
known to be the first to abandon a sinking ship, which seems like intelligence at first until 55 
they plunge into the ocean and drown anyhow. They do however, set the right example of 56 
where to go as the ship is filling up. 57 
Getting to the deck as fast as possible is extremely important. It would seem fairly obvious 58 
to avoid heading deeper and more towards the center of the ship as it sinks, but when 59 
panic sets in it's easier to lose orientation and to get lost. Similarly to a burning building 60 
situation, avoid using the elevators; it would be terrible to get stuck in one as the boat 61 
goes under. If you have time, make sure to grab your evacuation bag! 62 
A stable ship is a sinking ship 63 
A good thing to know if you're on the deck of your own boat, if the boat seems to be rolling 64 
less than it should, it could be filling up with water. The weight of the water is preventing 65 
your boat from rolling with the waves, time to abandon ship! 66 
Calling for Help 67 
If you're on a big cruise ship, you are clearly not responsible for calling for help. If you're 68 
on your own boat however, it's important to not only have a radio, but to know how to use 69 
it. Your radio should always be on and tuned to marine VHF radio channel Six-Teen (16) 70 
or Frequency 161.400 or 156.800 MHz; marine MF/SSB on 2182 kHz. The coastguard 71 
and other ocean rescue authorities are constantly monitoring these channels and will be 72 
able to dispatch help in an emergency. Most modern radios are equipped with a Digital 73 
Select Calling (DCS) button, which will send your GPS coordinates along with a Mayday 74 
beacon to the coastguard once pressed. 75 
Life boats 76 
Without pushing or shoving, find a lifejacket, put it on before helping anyone else, and get 77 
yourself on a lifeboat in an orderly fashion. Your own morals will dictate whether you let 78 
women and children on the boats first, just know that the longer you stay aboard, the lower 79 
your chances of survival. And if you end up in the water as opposed to aboard a life raft, 80 
your odds for survival drop by as much as 70%. The water surrounding the Titanic when it 81 
sank was 28 degrees, giving swimmers about 15-30 minutes before their hearts stopped. 82 
"The majority of the survivors of the Titanic disaster "were women, children and people 83 
with young children," Thomas H. Maugh II wrote for the Los Angeles Times, compared to 84 
the Lusitania, where they were primarily "young men and women who responded 85 
immediately to their powerful survival instincts," according to the Associated Press." 86 
Source: Sinking Ship Escape Etiquette 87 
Tips to follow once on the lifeboat: 88 
• Continue to remain calm 89 
• Protect your skin from the sun 90 
• Drink your fresh water sparingly 91 
• Whenever it rains use whatever you can to capture the water. Dehydration occurs 92 

quickly on the open seas. 93 
• The vastness of the ocean and the apparent "hopelessness" of the situation can make 94 

people freak out, so try to keep people's brains occupied with conversation, singing, or 95 
games. 96 

http://www.findingdulcinea.com/news/science/2010/mar/Save-Yourself--Sinking-Ship-Escape-Etiquette.html


All you can do at this point is let the raft drift to shore, using your flares sparingly to attract 97 
the attention of other boats or aircraft. 98 

 



Source B: 19th century literary nonfiction 
 

Extract from a booklet containing an eye-witness account of a shipwreck  
that occurred in Seaford in 1809.  

 
One of the two men that were preserved of this vessel, had his nose cut asunder by the 99 
sudden fall of some timber upon him before he quit the ship, but his wound, though 100 
painful, turned out neither malignant nor dangerous. 101 

All of the distressed crews that could, by the most resolute efforts, be saved from the 102 
various vessels, were saved before ten o'clock in the morning, one only excepted, the 103 
preservation of whom is deserving of particular mention, and the following are the 104 
circumstances of it:- 105 

The piteous spectacle of the wrecks was within a very short distance of Blatchington; and 106 
the Commanding Officer of the military there stationed, Captain Brown, and the greater 107 
part of the subordinates of the 81st infantry, as well as the Officers generally of that 108 
regiment, took very active and humane parts on the luckless situation. 109 

It so occurred, that Mr. Derenzy, a Lieutenant in the 81st, after various successful efforts 110 
in rescuing his fellow-men from the brine of death, discovered a poor mariner in the last 111 
agonies of exhaustion, sometimes beneath and sometimes above the surface of the 112 
billows*, feebly buffeting the waves, with the dying hope of being yet enabled of reaching 113 
the shore. 114 

The soul of the truly courageous but tender-hearted veteran, was sensibly touched by the 115 
distressing picture of human woe that was now again exhibited before him, and he 116 
carefully watched every movement of the sufferer under the gratifying persuasion that the 117 
moment would arrive when he, by plunging in the water, should be able to afford him 118 
effectual relief. 119 

The drowning man, however, appeared to have expended the last effort he could 120 
command soon after Mr. Derenzy had discovered him, and, at length, as resignant to the 121 
will of the all-good and all-powerful spirit of the universe, his eyes were raised on high, and 122 
the next moment he sunk as in the icy embrace of death. 123 

The feelings of Mr. Derenzy were now wrought up to the highest pitch of agony -"I'll save 124 
the poor fellow," he exclaimed, "or perish in the attempt," and instantly plunged into the 125 
foaming surges, and was for some time lost to observation. 126 

This brave and noble character, however, was at length, grasping firmly part of the 127 
habilements* of the object he had sought with one hand, while, with the other, he 128 
attempted to make good his return to the land. At this critical moment, a heavy fragment of 129 
the wreck struck Mr. Derenzy on the temple; the blow was forcible, and deprived him of his 130 
senses; he could no longer strive to stem the current and regain the land; but still held the 131 
poor sailor in his grasp, until lost, as it were, in the torpor* of death, both sank together. 132 

*Glossary 
billows = large sea waves 
habilements = clothing 
torpor = a state of physical or mental inactivity; tiredness 

 



Source A: 21st century nonfiction 
 

A newspaper article called Could you do your child’s homework?



  



Source B: 19th century literary nonfiction 
 
This Source consists of two letters. The first letter is from a young boy called Henry writing to 
his father. Henry is living far away from home at a boarding school. A boarding school is a 
school where you go to live as well as study and was a very popular way of educating boys, 
especially from wealthier families, in the 1800s.  

 
 
 
 

  



The second letter, written two weeks later, is from the boy’s father to a family friend, asking him 
to investigate the problem. The father has two sons at the school, Henry and George. 

  



 

 



Source A: 21st century nonfiction 
 
Source A is taken from Morning Glass, the autobiography of professional surfer Mike Doyle. In 
this extract, he describes his introduction to the world of surfing at the beach near his home in 

California in the 1950s. 



  



Source B: 19th century literary nonfiction 
 

In 1875, the British explorer Isabella Bird travelled to Hawaii, an island in the Pacific Ocean. 
Source B is an extract from a letter she wrote to her sister back in England, describing a visit to 

the Hawaiian town of Hilo. At that time in Britain surfing, or ‘surf-bathing’, was a completely 
unknown sport. 

 
 



 
 



Source A: 21st century nonfiction 
 

Paul Vallely writes about his experience of visiting a British child prison and speaking to 
some of the staff. This was published in The Independent in 2010.  



  



Source B: 19th century literary nonfiction 
 
Oscar Wilde was a famous writer who was sent to prison. He wrote this letter to The Daily 

Chronicle after his release in 1897 about the treatment of children in prisons. 


