Worksheer 4.3 Key skills — Tone, register and
purpose

Extract 1

-
It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a good fortune,

must be in want of a wife.

However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on his first entering a
neighbourhood, this truth is so well fixed in the minds of the surrounding families, that he
is considered the rightful property of some one or other of their daughters.

‘My dear Mr Bennet,’ said his lady to him one day, ‘have you heard that Netherfield Park
is let at last?

Mr Bennet replied that he had not.

‘But it is, returned she; for Mrs Long has just been here, and she told me all about it.

Mr Bennet made no answer.

‘Do you not want to know who has taken it? cried his wife impatiently.

You want to tell me, and | have no objection to hearing it

This was invitation enough.

‘Why, my dear, you must know, Mrs Long says that Netherfield is taken by a young man
of large fortune from the north of England; that he came down on Monday in a chaise and
four to see the place, and was so much delighted with it, that he agreed with Mr Morris
immediately; that he is to take possession before Michaelmas, and some of his servants
are to be in the house by the end of next week:

Extract 2

It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen. Winston Smith, his
chin nuzzled into his breast in an effort to escape the vile wind, slipped quickly through the
glass doors of Victory Mansions, though not quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty dust
from entering along with him.

The hallway smelt of boiled cabbage and old rag mats. At one end of it a coloured poster, 100
large for indoor display, had been tacked to the wall. It depicted simply an enormous face,
more than a metre wide: the face of a man of about forty-five, with a heavy black moust_ache
and ruggedly handsome features. Winston made for the stairs. It was no use trying the lift.
Even at the best of times it was seldom working, and at present the electric current was cut
off during daylight hours. It was part of the economy drive in preparation for Hate Week.
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Extract 3

P

You don't know about me without you have read a book by the name of The Adventures of
Tom Sawyer; but that ain't no matter. That book was made by Mr Mark Twain, and he told
the truth, mainly. There was things which he stretched, but mainly he told the truth. That
is hothing. | never seen anybody but lied one time or another, without it was Aunt Folly, or
the widow, or maybe Mary. Aunt Folly — Tom's Aunt Folly, she is — and Mary, and the Widow
Douglas is all told about in that book, which’is mostly a true book, with some stretchers,
as | said before.

Now the way that the book winds up is this: Tom and me found the money that the
robbers hid in the cave, and it made us rich. We got six thousand dollars apiece — all gold.
It was an awful sight of money when it was piled up. Well, Judge Thatcher he took it and
put it out at interest, and it fetched us a dollar a day apiece all the year round — more
than a body could tell what to do with. The Widow Douglas she took me for her son, and
allowed she would sivilize me; but it was rough living in the house all the time, considering
how diesmal regular and decent the widow was in all her ways; and so when | couldn’t stand
it no longer | lit out. | got into my old rags and my sugar-hogshead again, and was free and
satisfied. But Tom Sawyer he hunted me up and said he was going to start a band of
robbers, and | might join if | would go back to the widow and be respectable. So | went back.

Extract 4

‘| can assure you,” said |, ‘that it will take a very tangible ghost to frighten me.” And | stood up
before the fire with my glass in my hand.

‘It is your own choosing,’ said the man with the withered arm, and glanced at me askance.
‘Eight-and-twenty years,’ said |, ‘| have lived, and never a ghost have | seen as yet.’

The old woman sat staring hard into the fire, her pale eyes wide open. ‘Ay,’” she broke in; ‘and
eight-and-twenty years you have lived and never seen the likes of this house, | reckon. There’s
a many things to see, when one’s still but eight-and-twenty.” She swayed her head slowly
from side to side. ‘A many things to see and sorrow for.’

| half suspected the old people were trying to enhance the spiritual terrors of their house by
their droning insistence. | put down my empty glass on the table and looked about the room,
and caught a glimpse of myself, abbreviated and broadened to an impossible sturdiness, in
the queer old mirror at the end of the room. ‘Well,” | said, ‘if | see anything tonight, | shall be so
much the wiser. For | come to the business with an open mind.’

‘It's your own choosing,” said the man with the withered arm once more.
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Extract 5

e

The Mole had been working very hard all the morning, spring-cleaning his little home. First
with brooms, then with dusters; then on ladders and steps and chaire, with a brush and a
pail of whitewash; till he had dust in his throat and eyes, and splashes of whitewash all
over his black fur, and an aching back and weary arms. Spring was moving in the air above
and in the earth below and around him, penetrating even his dark and lowly little house
with its spirit of divine discontent and longing. It was small wonder, then, that he suddenly
flung down his brush on the floor, said ‘Bother!” and ‘O blow!” and also ‘Hang spring-
cleaning!” and bolted out of the house without even waiting to put on his coat. Something
up above was calling him imperiously, and he made for the steep little tunnel which
answered in his case to the gravelled carriage-drive owned by animals whose residences
are nearer to the sun and air. So he scraped and scratched and scrabbled and scrooged
and then he scrooged again and scrabbled and scratched and scraped, working busily with
his little paws and muttering to himeelf, ‘Up we go! Up we go! till at last, pop! his snout
came out into the sunlight, and he found himself rolling in the warm grass of a great

meadow.

Extract 6

‘bt, sft! wot lIt thru yndr wndo brAkz? Ts d Est, & Juliet iz d sn. Arls, fair sn, & kil d envios
m%n., hu iz alredi sk & pAl w grEf, dat thou hr mAd art fr mo fair thn she.’

Extract 7

-

Percy swore ‘Ah doan care how mucha federation it have, all a we cyar be one nation.
Jamaican cyar be de same ting wid Tobagonian nuh. An’ Bajan and Trinidadian woss again.

Ah know what ah sayin’. Bajan different, different to everybody, oui. Dey does talk
different an’ all.

“Yes, you ent know dat ? Look eh, ah go give you a Iil reference. Wey you see | livin® it have
a real Bajan from Bubados jest come over.

‘Well, he does go eenside de bart'room, and sometime he does be in dere whole half an
hour, an de onliest t'ing you hearin’ come from inside now, is water runnin’. Ah tell you, ah
cyar understand dis t'ing at all.

‘If he was a Trinidadian now, ah woudda say he ent badin’ at all. Because no Trinidadian
hever bade so quiet yet. For instance, look at me.




Extract 8

Mr Speaker, when a young woman graduates from college and starts looking for a jot?, she is
likely to have a frustrating and even demeaning experience ahead of her. If she walks into an
office for an interview, the first question she will be asked is, ‘Do you type?

There is a calculated system of prejudice that lies unspoken behind that question. Why is it
acceptable for women to be secretaries, librarians, and teachers, but totally unacceptable for

them to be managers, administrators, doctors, lawyers, and Members of Congress.
The unspoken assumption is that women are different. They do not have executive ability,
orderly minds, stability, leadership skills, and they are too emotional.




