Which extracts are fiction and which are non-fiction?  You must be prepared to justify your ideas…
Extract 1
A few miles south of Soledad, the Salinas River drops in close to the hillside bank and runs deep and green. The water is warm too, for it has slipped twinkling over the yellow sands in the sunlight before reaching the narrow pool. On one side of the river the golden foothill slopes curve up to the strong and rocky Gabilan Mountains, but on the valley side the water is lined with trees- willows fresh and green with every spring, carrying in their lower leaf junctures the debris of the winter's flooding; and sycamores with mottled, white, recumbent limbs and branches that arch over the pool. On the sandy bank under the trees the leaves lie deep and so crisp that a lizard makes a great skittering if he runs among them. Rabbits come out of the brush to sit on the sand in the evening, and the damp flats are covered with the night tracks of 'coons, and with the spread pads of dogs from the ranches, and with the split-wedge tracks of deer that come to drink in the dark. There is a path through the willows and among the sycamores, a path beaten hard by boys coming down from the ranches to swim in the deep pool, and beaten hard by tramps who come wearily down from the highway in the evening to jungle-up near water. In front of the low horizontal limb of a giant sycamore there is an ash pile made by many fires; the limb is worn smooth by men who have sat on it. 
Extract 2
There appears to be a problem with the gas supply to the recently fitted oven in the kitchen.
The gas hobs
These generally work okay when only one or two are used at once, however if you use all four hobs, they tend to spit and crackle, creating a health and safety risk. I have tried several different combinations in an effort to get the cooker to work effectively but every time I try something I end up getting burnt. This actually means that some food ends up being eaten cold, as it is impossible to cook everything simultaneously.
The gas oven
Another problem is the oven itself. It seems as if there isn't enough gas getting through the pipes. When it is first lit, the hissing sound of the gas is quite loud, whereas when it has been on for 15 minutes or more the hissing dies down and it sounds like it is about to go out. You can see the obvious concerns with gas leaking if the flame goes out.
The solution
I would appreciate a written report of the problem and would either like the oven fixed or a replacement oven brought in before the end of the week.


Extract 3
Much altercation took place among the mutinous crew during this whole transaction - some swore "I'll be damned if he does not get home if he gets anything with him" – others, when The Carpenters Chest was being loaded into the small craft, shouted "Damn my eyes he will have a Vessel built within a month". Others laughed at the situation of the boat being very deep and not enough room for those who were in her.  I asked for arms but they laughed at me and said I was ‘well acquainted where I was going’ and ‘therefore did not need them.’ Four Cutlasses were however thrown into the boat after being veered a stern. 

When the officers and Men were put into the boat, they only then waited for me to be told about the mutiny - "Come Captain Bligh, your officers and Men are now in the boat and you must go also: if you attempt to make the least resistance you will instantly be put to death" and forcing me before him, holding by the cord that gripped my hands behind my back, and a Bayonet in his other, with a tribe of armed Ruffians about me, I was forced over the side where they untied my hands, and was thrown into the boat. 

A few pieces of Pork were now thrown into us and some old clothes. After having undergone a great deal of ridicule we were at last cast adrift in the open ocean. Having little or no wind, we rowed pretty fast towards Tofoa. 

Extract 4

Mr. Jones, of the Manor Farm, had locked the hen-houses for the night, but was too drunk to remember to shut the popholes. With the ring of light from his lantern dancing from side to side, he lurched across the yard, kicked off his boots at the back door, drew himself a last glass of beer from the barrel in the scullery, and made his way up to bed, where Mrs. Jones was already snoring.

As soon as the light in the bedroom went out there was a stirring and a fluttering all through the farm buildings. Word had gone round during the day that old Major, the prize Middle White boar, had had a strange dream on the previous night and wished to communicate it to the other animals. It had been agreed that they should all meet in the big barn as soon as Mr. Jones was safely out of the way. Old Major (so he was always called, though the name under which he had been exhibited was Willingdon Beauty) was so highly regarded on the farm that everyone was quite ready to lose an hour's sleep in order to hear what he had to say.

Extract 5
[bookmark: _GoBack]In the dawn the land is empty. A causeway stretches across the lake on a bridge of silvery granite, and beyond it, pale on its reflection, a temple shines. The light falls pure and still. The noises of the town have faded away, and the silence intensifies the void—the artificial lake, the temple, the bridge—like the shapes for a ceremony which has been forgotten. 

As I climb the triple terrace to the shrine, a dark mountain bulks alongside, dense to the skyline with ancient trees. My feet sound frail on the steps. The new stone and the old trees make a soft confusion in the mind. Somewhere in the forest above me, among the thousand-year-old cypresses, lies the tomb of the Yellow Emperor, the mythic ancestor of the Chinese people. A few pilgrims are wandering in the temple courtyard, and vendors under yellow awnings are offering yellow roses. It is quiet and thick with shadows. Giant cypresses have invaded the compound and now stand, grey and aged, as if turning to stone. One, it is said, was planted by the Yellow Emperor himself; another is the tree where the great emperor Wudi, founder of the shrine two thousand years ago, hung up his armour before prayer. 
