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Text 1:
Whylom, as olde stories tellen us,
Ther was a duk that highte Theseus;
Of Athenes he was lord and governour,
And in his tyme swich a conquerour,
That gretter was ther noon under the sonne.
Ful many a riche contree hadde he wonne;
What with his wisdom and his chivalrye,
He conquered al the regne of Femenye,
That whylom was y-cleped Scithia;
And weddede the quene Ipolita,

Text 2:
The. Go Philostrate,
Stirre vp the Athenian youth to merriments,
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth,
Turne melancholy forth to Funerals:
The pale companion is not for our pompe,
Hippolita, I woo'd thee with my sword,
And wonne thy loue, doing thee iniuries:
But I will wed thee in another key,
With pompe, with triumph, and with reuelling.

Text 3:
I wish either my father or my mother, or indeed both of them, as they
were in duty both equally bound to it,  had minded what they were
about  when  they  begot  me;  had  they  duly  consider'd  how  much
depended  upon  what  they  were  then  doing;—that  not  only  the
production of a rational Being was concerned in it, but that possibly

the happy formation and temperature of his body, perhaps his genius
and  the  very  cast  of  his  mind;—and,  for  aught  they  knew  to  the
contrary, even the fortunes of his whole house might take their turn
from the humours and dispositions which were then uppermost;—Had
they duly weighed and considered all this, and proceeded accordingly,
—I am verily persuaded I should have made a quite different figure in
the world, from that in which the reader is likely to see me.—Believe
me, good folks, this is not so inconsiderable a thing as many of you
may think it;—you have all, I dare say, heard of the animal spirits, as
how they are transfused from father to son, &c. &c.—and a great deal
to that purpose: (...)
Pray my Dear, quoth my mother, have you not forgot to wind up the 
clock?—Good G..! cried my father, making an exclamation, but 
taking care to moderate his voice at the same time,—Did ever woman,
since the creation of the world, interrupt a man with such a silly 
question? Pray, what was your father saying?—Nothing.

Text 4:
My  true  name  is  so  well  known  in  the  records  or  registers  at
Newgate, and in the Old Bailey, and there are some things of such
consequence still depending there, relating to my particular conduct,
that it is not be expected I should set my name or the account of my
family to this work; perhaps, after my death, it may be better known;
at present it  would not be proper,  no not though a general pardon
should be issued, even without exceptions and reserve of persons or
crimes.
It is enough to tell you, that as some of my worst comrades, who are
out of the way of doing me harm (having gone out of the world by the
steps and the string, as I often expected to go ), knew me by the name
of Moll Flanders, so you may give me leave to speak of myself under
that name till I dare own who I have been, as well as who I am.



Text 5:
My father's family name being Pirrip, and my Christian name Philip,
my infant tongue could make of both names nothing longer or more
explicit than Pip. So, I called myself Pip, and came to be called Pip.
I  give  Pirrip  as  my father's  family  name,  on  the  authority  of  his
tombstone  and  my  sister,—Mrs.  Joe  Gargery,  who  married  the
blacksmith. As I never saw my father or my mother, and never saw
any likeness of either of them (for their days were long before the
days of photographs), my first fancies regarding what they were like
were unreasonably derived from their tombstones. The shape of the
letters on my father's, gave me an odd idea that he was a square, stout,
dark man, with curly black hair. From the character and turn of the
inscription, "Also Georgiana Wife of the Above," I drew a childish
conclusion that my mother was freckled and sickly. To five little stone
lozenges, each about a foot and a half long, which were arranged in a
neat row beside their grave, and were sacred to the memory of five
little  brothers  of  mine,—who  gave  up  trying  to  get  a  living,
exceedingly  early  in  that  universal  struggle,—I  am indebted  for  a
belief I religiously entertained that they had all  been born on their
backs with their hands in their trousers-pockets, and had never taken
them out in this state of existence.

Text 6:
Morning-room in Algernon’s flat in Half-Moon Street.  The room is
luxuriously and artistically furnished.  The sound of a piano is heard
in the adjoining room.
[Lane is arranging afternoon tea on the table, and after the music
has ceased, Algernon enters.]
Algernon.  Did you hear what I was playing, Lane?
Lane.  I didn’t think it polite to listen, sir.
Algernon.  I’m sorry for that, for your sake.  I don’t play accurately
—any  one  can  play  accurately—but  I  play  with  wonderful
expression.  As far as the piano is concerned, sentiment is my forte.  I
keep science for Life.

Lane.  Yes, sir.
Algernon.  And, speaking of the science of Life, have you got the
cucumber sandwiches cut for Lady Bracknell?
Lane.  Yes, sir.  [Hands them on a salver.]
Algernon.  [Inspects them, takes two, and sits down on the sofa.] 
Oh! . . . by the way, Lane, I see from your book that on Thursday
night, when Lord Shoreman and Mr. Worthing were dining with me,
eight bottles of champagne are entered as having been consumed.
Lane.  Yes, sir; eight bottles and a pint.
Algernon.  Why is it that at a bachelor’s establishment the servants
invariably drink the champagne?  I ask merely for information.
Lane.  I attribute it to the superior quality of the wine, sir.  I have
often observed that in married households the champagne is rarely of
a first-rate brand.
Algernon.  Good heavens!  Is marriage so demoralising as that?
Lane.  I believe it is a very pleasant state, sir.  I have had very little
experience of it myself up to the present.  I have only been married
once.  That  was  in  consequence  of  a  misunderstanding  between
myself and a young person.
Algernon.  [Languidly.]  I don’t know that I am much interested in
your family life, Lane.
Lane.  No, sir; it is not a very interesting subject.  I never think of it
myself.
Algernon.  Very natural, I am sure.  That will do, Lane, thank you.
Lane.  Thank you, sir.  [Lane goes out.]

Text 7:
"You, who call Frankenstein your friend, seem to have a knowledge
of my crimes and his misfortunes. But in the detail which he gave
you of them he could not sum up the hours and months of misery
which I endured wasting in impotent passions. For while I destroyed
his hopes, I did not satisfy my own desires. They were forever ardent
and  craving;  still  I  desired  love  and  fellowship,  and  I  was  still
spurned. Was there no injustice in this? Am I to be thought the only



criminal, when all humankind sinned against me? Why do you not
hate Felix, who drove his friend from his door with contumely? Why
do you not execrate the rustic who sought to destroy the saviour of
his  child?  Nay,  these  are  virtuous  and  immaculate  beings!  I,  the
miserable and the abandoned, am an abortion, to be spurned at, and
kicked, and trampled on. Even now my blood boils at the recollection
of this injustice.
"But it is true that I am a wretch. I have murdered the lovely and the
helpless; I have strangled the innocent as they slept and grasped to
death his throat who never injured me or any other living thing. I
have devoted my creator, the select specimen of all that is worthy of
love and admiration among men, to misery; I have pursued him even
to that irremediable ruin.
"There  he  lies,  white  and  cold  in  death.  You  hate  me,  but  your
abhorrence cannot equal that with which I regard myself. I look on
the hands which executed the deed; I think on the heart in which the
imagination of it was conceived and long for the moment when these
hands  will  meet  my  eyes,  when  that  imagination  will  haunt  my
thoughts no more.
"Fear not that I shall be the instrument of future mischief. My work
is nearly complete. Neither yours nor any man's death is needed to
consummate the series of my being and accomplish that which must
be done, but it requires my own. Do not think that I shall be slow to
perform this sacrifice. I shall quit your vessel on the ice raft which
brought me thither and shall seek the most northern extremity of the
globe;  I  shall  collect  my funeral  pile  and  consume  to  ashes  this
miserable frame, that its remains may afford no light to any curious
and unhallowed wretch who would create  such another  as I  have
been.  I  shall  die.  I  shall  no  longer  feel  the  agonies  which  now
consume me or be the prey of feelings unsatisfied, yet unquenched. 

Text 8:
Tyger Tyger, burning bright, 
In the forests of the night; 
What immortal hand or eye, 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies. 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain, 
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp, 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp! 

When the stars threw down their spears 
And water'd heaven with their tears: 
Did he smile his work to see?
Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger Tyger burning bright, 
In the forests of the night: 
What immortal hand or eye,
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?



Text 9:
My river runs to thee:
Blue sea, wilt welcome me?

My river waits reply.
Oh sea, look graciously!

I ’ll fetch thee brooks
From spotted nooks,—
Say, sea,
Take me!

Text 10:
The pigs  now revealed that  during the past  three months  they had
taught themselves to read and write from an old spelling book which
had belonged to Mr. Jones's children and which had been thrown on
the rubbish heap. Napoleon sent for pots of black and white paint and
led the way down to the five-barred gate that gave on to the main
road. Then Snowball (for it was Snowball who was best at writing)
took  a  brush  between  the  two  knuckles  of  his  trotter,  painted  out
MANOR FARM from the top bar of the gate and in its place painted
ANIMAL FARM. This was to be the name of the farm from now
onwards.  After  this  they  went  back  to  the  farm  buildings,  where
Snowball and Napoleon sent for a ladder which they caused to be set
against  the end wall  of  the  big barn.  They explained that  by their
studies of the past three months the pigs had succeeded in reducing
the principles of Animalism to Seven Commandments. These Seven
Commandments would now be inscribed on the wall; they would form
an unalterable law by which all the animals on Animal Farm must live
for  ever  after.  With some difficulty (for it  is  not  easy for a  pig to

balance himself on a ladder) Snowball climbed up and set to work,
with  Squealer  a  few  rungs  below  him  holding  the  paint-pot.  The
Commandments were written on the tarred wall in great white letters
that could be read thirty yards away. They ran thus:

THE SEVEN COMMANDMENTS

1. Whatever goes upon two legs is an enemy.
2. Whatever goes upon four legs, or has wings, is a friend.
3. No animal shall wear clothes.
4. No animal shall sleep in a bed.
5. No animal shall drink alcohol.
6. No animal shall kill any other animal.
7. All animals are equal.

It  was  very  neatly  written,  and  except  that  "friend"  was  written
"freind" and one of the "S's" was the wrong way round, the spelling
was correct all the way through. Snowball read it aloud for the benefit

of the others. All the animals nodded in complete agreement, and the

cleverer ones at once began to learn the Commandments by heart.

Text 11:
Dr Azad was a small,  precise man who, contrary to the Bengali
custom,  spoke at  a  level  only one quarter  of  a  decibel  above a
whisper.(...)
  'Come,' said  Dr  Azad, when Nazneen was  hovering  behind the
table ready  to serve. 'Come and sit down with us.' 
'My  wife  is  very  shy.' (…) 'This week  I saw two of our young
men in a very sorry state,' said the doctor. 'I told them  straight, this
is your choice:  stop  drinking alcohol now(...). Ten years ago this
would be unthinkable. Two in one week! But now our children are
copying what they  see here, going to the pub, to  nightclubs. (…)
The  problem  is our community is not properly educated about
these things.'  Dr Azad drank a glass of water down in one long
draught  and  poured  himself  another.  'I  agree   with   you.   Our



community   is  not   educated   about  this(...)'This   is   another
disease that  afflicts  us,'  said  the  doctor.  'I call  it  Going  Home
Syndrome. Do you know what that means?' (…) 'It  is natural,' said
Chanu. 'These people are basically peasants and they miss the land.
The pull of the land is stronger even than the pull of blood.'  'And
when they have saved enough they will get on an aeroplane and
go?' 'They don't ever really leave home. Their bodies are here but
their hearts are back there. And anyway, look how they live: just
recreating the villages here.' 'But they will never save enough to go
back.'  (...) 'The thing is, with the promotion coming up, things are
beginning  to  go  well  for  me  now.  If  I  just  get  the  promotion
confirmed then many things are possible.'

Text 12:
`It is a long tail, certainly,' said Alice, looking down with wonder at 
the Mouse's tail; `but why do you call it sad?' And she kept on 
puzzling about it while the Mouse was speaking, so that her idea of 
the tale was something like this:--

                    `Fury said to a
                   mouse, That he
                 met in the
               house,
            "Let us
              both go to
                law:  I will
                  prosecute
                    YOU.  --Come,
                       I'll take no
                        denial; We
                     must have a
                 trial:  For
              really this

           morning I've
          nothing
         to do."

           Said the
             mouse to the

               cur, "Such
                 a trial,
                   dear Sir,
                         With
                     no jury
                  or judge,
                would be
              wasting
             our
              breath."
               "I'll be
                 judge, I'll
                   be jury,"
                         Said
                    cunning
                      old Fury:
                     "I'll
                      try the
                         whole
                          cause,
                             and
                        condemn
                       you
                      to
                       death."'

`You are not attending!' said the Mouse to Alice severely. `What are 
you thinking of?' 

Text 13:
frseeeeeeeefronnnng train somewhere whistling the strength those
engines have in them like big giants and the water rolling all over
and out of them all sides like the end of Loves old sweeeetsonnnng
the poor men that have to be out all the night from their wives and
families in those roasting engines stifling it  was today Im glad I
burned the half of those old Freemans and Photo Bits leaving things
like that lying about hes getting very careless and threw the rest of
them up in  the W C 111 get  him to  cut  them tomorrow for  me
instead of having them there for the next year to get a few pence for
them have him asking wheres last Januarys paper and all those old
overcoats I bundled out of the hall making the place hotter than it is



that  rain  was  lovely and refreshing just  after  my beauty sleep  I
thought  it  was  going to  get  like  Gibraltar  my goodness  the  heat
there before the levanter came on black as night and the glare of the
rock standing up in it like a big giant compared with their 3 Rock
mountain they think is so great with the red sentries here and there
the poplars and they all whitehot and the smell of the rainwater in
those tanks watching the sun all the time weltering down on you
faded all that lovely frock fathers friend Mrs Stanhope sent me from
the B Marche paris what a shame my dearest Doggerina she wrote
on it she was very nice whats this her other name was just a p c to
tell you I sent the little present have just had a jolly warm bath and
feel a very clean dog now enjoyed it wogger she called him wogger
wd give anything to be back in Gib and hear you sing Waiting and
in old Madrid Concone is the name of those exercises he bought me
one of those new some word I couldnt make out shawls amusing
things but tear for the least thing still there lovely I think dont you
will always think of the lovely teas we had together scrumptious
currant  scones  and  raspberry  wafers  I  adore  well  now  dearest
Doggerina be sure and write soon kind she left out regards to your
father also captain Grove with love yrs affly Hester x x x x x she
didnt look a bit married just like a girl 

Text 14:
I've got the children to tend
The clothes to mend
The floor to mop
The food to shop
Then the chicken to fry
The baby to dry
I got company to feed
The garden to weed
I've got shirts to press
The tots to dress
The can to be cut

I gotta clean up this hut
Then see about the sick
And the cotton to pick. 

Text 15:


