
Instructions: Review and pick one of the two passages. As a group, re-write the 
passage as a chat exchange using typographical tone of voice indicators (ALL CAPS, 
~*sarcasm tildes*~, e m p h a t i c  spacing, and/or other typographical features not 
included in this chapter [emoji, emphatic punctuation, etc.).  
 
Jane Eyre and Mr. Rochester: 

He had been looking two minutes at the fire, and I had been looking the same 
length of time at him, when, turning suddenly, he caught my gaze fastened on his 
physiognomy. ‘You examine me, Miss Eyre,’ said he: ‘do you think me handsome?’  

I should, if I had deliberated, have replied to this question by something 
conventionally vague and polite; but the answer somehow slipped from my tongue 
before I was aware—‘No, sir.’  

‘Ah! By my word! there is something singular about you,’ said he: ‘you have the 
air of a little nonnette; quaint, quiet, grave, and simple, as you sit with your hands before 
you, and your eyes generally bent on the carpet (except, by-the-bye, when they are 
directed piercingly to my face; as just now, for instance); and when one asks you a 
question, or makes a remark to which you are obliged to reply, you rap out a round 
rejoinder, which, if not blunt, is at least brusque. What do you mean by it?’  

‘Sir, I was too plain; I beg your pardon. I ought to have replied that it was not 
easy to give an impromptu answer to a question about appearances; that tastes mostly 
differ; and that beauty is of little consequence, or something of that sort.’ 

‘You ought to have replied no such thing. Beauty of little consequence, indeed! 
And so, under pretence of softening the previous outrage, of stroking and soothing me 
into placidity, you stick a sly penknife under my ear! Go on: what fault do you find with 
me, pray? I suppose I have all my limbs and all my features like any other man?’ 

‘Mr. Rochester, allow me to disown my first answer: I intended no pointed 
repartee: it was only a blunder.’ 

‘Just so: I think so: and you shall be answerable for it. Criticise me: does my 
forehead not please you?’ He lifted up the sable waves of hair which lay horizontally 
over his brow, and showed a solid enough mass of intellectual organs, but an abrupt 
deficiency where the suave sign of benevolence should have risen. ‘Now, ma’am, am I a 
fool?’ 

‘Far from it, sir. You would, perhaps, think me rude if I inquired in return whether 
you are a philanthropist?’ 

 ‘There again! Another stick of the penknife, when she pretended to pat my head: 
and that is because I said I did not like the society of children and old women (low be it 
spoken!). No, young lady, I am not a general philanthropist; but I bear a conscience;’ 
and he pointed to the prominences which are said to indicate that faculty, and which, 
fortunately for him, were sufficiently conspicuous; giving, indeed, a marked breadth to 



the upper part of his head: ‘and, besides, I once had a kind of rude tenderness of 
heart…. Yes: does that leave hope for me?’ 

 ‘Hope of what, sir?’  
‘Of my final re-transformation from India-rubber back to flesh?’  
‘Decidedly he has had too much wine,’ I thought; and I did not know what answer 

to make to his queer question: how could I tell whether he was capable of being 
re-transformed? 
 
 
Elizabeth Bennet and Mr. Darcy: 

Recovering himself, however, shortly, he turned to his partner, and said, “Sir 
William’s interruption has made me forget what we were talking of.” 

“I do not think we were speaking at all. Sir William could not have interrupted two 
people in the room who had less to say for themselves. We have tried two or three 
subjects already without success, and what we are to talk of next I cannot imagine.” 

“What think you of books?” said he, smiling. 
“Books—oh! no. I am sure we never read the same, or not with the 

same feelings.” 
“I am sorry you think so; but if that be the case, there can at least be 

no want of subject. We may compare our different opinions.” 
“No—I cannot talk of books in a ball-room; my head is always full 

of something else.” 
“The present always occupies you in such scenes—does it?” said he, 

with a look of doubt. 
“Yes, always,” she replied, without knowing what she said, for her thoughts had 

wandered far from the subject, as soon afterwards appeared by her suddenly 
exclaiming, “I remember hearing you once say, Mr. Darcy, that you hardly ever forgave, 
that your resentment once created was unappeasable. You are very cautious, I 
suppose, as to its being created.” 

“I am,” said he, with a firm voice. 
“And never allow yourself to be blinded by prejudice?” 
“I hope not.” 
“It is particularly incumbent on those who never change their opinion, to be 

secure of judging properly at first.” 
“May I ask to what these questions tend?” 
“Merely to the illustration of your character,” said she, endeavouring to shake off 

her gravity. “I am trying to make it out.” 
“And what is your success?” 



She shook her head. “I do not get on at all. I hear such different accounts of you 
as puzzle me exceedingly.” 

“I can readily believe,” answered he gravely, “that reports may vary greatly with 
respect to me; and I could wish, Miss Bennet, that you were not to sketch my character 
at the present moment, as there is reason to fear that the performance would reflect no 
credit on either.” 

“But if I do not take your likeness now, I may never have another opportunity.” 
“I would by no means suspend any pleasure of yours,” he coldly replied. She said 

no more, and they went down the other dance and parted in silence; and on each side 
dissatisfied, though not to an equal degree, for in Darcy’s breast there was a tolerable 
powerful feeling towards her, which soon procured her pardon, and directed all his 
anger against another. 
 


