Kubus English 1, Point of View Passages

Moby Dick: Call me Ishmael. Some years ago—
never mind how long precisely—having little or no
money in my purse, and nothing particular to
interest me on shore, | thought | would sail about

a little and see the watery part of the world.

: Bright Lights, Big City: You have friends who

| actually care about you and speak the language of
: the inner self. You have avoided them of late.

: Your soul is as disheveled as your apartment, and
: until you can clean it up a little you don’t want to

| invite anyone inside.

|
|

War and Peace: Prince Vassily always spoke
languidly, like an actor repeating his part in an old
play. Anna Pavlovna Scherer, in spite of her forty
years, was on the contrary brimming over with
excitement and impulsiveness. To be enthusiastic
had become her pose in society, and at times
even when she had, indeed, no inclination to be
so, she was enthusiastic so as not to disappoint

Pride and Prejudice: Mr. Darcy, who was leaning
against the mantle-piece with his eyes fixed on her
face, seemed to catch her words with no less
resentment than surprise. His complexion became
pale with anger, and the disturbance of his mind was
visible in every feature. He was struggling for the
appearance of composure, and would not open his
lips, till he believed himself to have attained it. The
pause was to Elizabeth's feelings dreadful.

the expectations of those who knew her. The
affected smile which played continually about

First Person
Second Person
Third Person
Omniscient
Third Person Limited
Third Person Objective

Anna Pavlovna’s face, out of keeping as it was o
with her faded looks, expressed a spoilt child’s
continual consciousness of a charming failing of
which she had neither the wish nor the power to
correct herself, which, indeed, she saw no need
to correct.

ruffled the neat hedges of Privet Drive, which lay
silent and tidy under the inky sky, the very last
place you would expect astonishing things to
happen. Harry Potter rolled over inside his
blankets without waking up. One small hand
closed on the letter beside him and he slept on,
not knowing he was special, not knowing he was
famous.... He couldn’t know that at this very
moment, people meeting in secret all over the
country were holding up their glasses and saying
in hushed voices: “To Harry Potter—the boy who
lived!

1984: Winston kept his back turned to the telescreen.
It was safer, though, as he well knew, even a back can
be revealing. A kilometre away the Ministry of Truth,
his place of work, towered vast and white above the
grimy landscape. This, he thought with a sort of vague
distaste -- this was London, chief city of Airstrip One,
itself the third most populous of the provinces of
Oceania. He tried to squeeze out some childhood
memory that should tell him whether London had
always been quite like this. Were there always these
vistas of rotting nineteenth-century houses, their
sides shored up with baulks of timber, their windows
patched with cardboard and their roofs with
corrugated iron, their crazy garden walls sagging in all
directions? And the bombed sites where the plaster
dust swirled in the air and the willow-herb straggled
over the heaps of rubble; and the places where the
bombs had cleared a larger patch and there had
sprung up sordid colonies of wooden dwellings like
chicken-houses? But it was no use, he could not
remember: nothing remained of his childhood except
a series of bright-lit tableaux occurring against no
background and mostly unintelligible.

Harry Potter and the Philosopher’s Stone: A breeze L -
: The Great Gatsby: | decided to call to him. Miss Baker had !
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: mentioned him at dinner, and that would do for an !
: introduction. But I didn’t call to him, for he gave a sudden !
: intimation that he was content to be alone — he stretched !
'iout his arms toward the dark water in a curious way, and, far !
ias I was from him, | could have sworn he was trembling. !
ilnvoluntarily | glanced seaward — and distinguished nothing
jexcepta single green light, minute and far away, that might

ihave been the end of a dock. When | looked once more for

i Gatsby he had vanished, and | was alone again in the unquiet

j darkness.

Little Women: Margaret, the eldest of the four, was sixteen, and very
pretty, being plump and fair, with large eyes, plenty of soft, brown
hair, a sweet mouth, and white hands, of which she was rather vain.
Fifteen-year-old Jo was very tall, thin, and brown, and reminded one
of a colt, for she never seemed to know what to do with her long
limbs, which were very much in her way. She had a decided mouth, a
comical nose, and sharp, gray eyes, which appeared to see
everything, and were by turns fierce, funny, or thoughtful. Her long,
thick hair was her one beauty, but it was usually bundled into a net,
to be out of her way. Round shoulders had Jo, big hands and feet, a
flyaway look to her clothes, and the uncomfortable appearance of a
girl who was rapidly shooting up into a woman and didn't like it.
Elizabeth-or Beth, as everyone called her-was a rosy, smooth-haired,
bright-eyed girl of thirteen, with a shy manner, a timid voice, and a
peaceful expression which was seldom disturbed. Her father called
her "Little Tranquillity," and the name suited her excellently, for she
seemed to live in a happy world of her own, only venturing out to
meet the few whom she trusted and loved. Amy, though the
youngest, was a most important person-in her own opinion at least. A
regular snow maiden, with blue eyes, and yellow hair curling on her
shoulders, pale and slender, and always carrying herself like a young
lady mindful of her manners. What the characters of the four sisters
were we will leave to be found out.

The Scarlet Letter: The young woman was tall, with a figure of perfect elegance, on a large
scale. She had dark and abundant hair, so glossy that it threw off the sunshine with a gleam,
and a face which, besides being beautiful from regularity of feature and richness of
complexion, had the impressiveness belonging to a marked brow and deep black eyes. She
was lady-like, too, after the manner of the feminine gentility of those days; characterized by a
certain state and dignity, rather than by the delicate, evanescent, and indescribable grace,
which is now recognized as its indication. And never had Hester Prynne appeared more lady-
like, in the antique interpretation of the term, than as she issued from the prison. Those who
had before known her, and had expected to behold her dimmed and obscured by a disastrous
cloud, were astonished, and even startled, to perceive how her beauty shone out, and made a
halo of the misfortune and ignominy in which she was enveloped. It may be true, that, to a
sensitive observer, there was something exquisitely painful in it. Her attire, which, indeed, she
had wrought for the occasion, in prison, and had modelled much after her own fancy, seemed
to express the attitude of her spirit, the desperate recklessness of her mood, by its wild and
picturesque peculiarity. But the point which drew all eyes, and, as it were, transfigured the
wearer,--so that both men and women, who had been familiarly acquainted with Hester
Prynne, were now impressed as if they beheld her for the first time,--was that SCARLET
LETTER, so fantastically embroidered and illuminated upon her bosom. It had the effect of a
spell, taking her out of the ordinary relations with humanity, and inclosing her in a sphere by
herself.

“Hills like White Elephants”: He picked up
the two heavy bags and carried them
around the station to the other tracks. He
looked up the tracks but could not see the
train. Coming back, he walked through the
barroom, where people waiting for the
train were drinking. He drank an Anis at
the bar and looked at the people. They
were all waiting reasonably for the train.
He went out through the bead curtain.
She was sitting at the table and smiled at
him.

The Murder of Roger Ackroyd
“The Story of an Hour”
“A Rose for Emily”

“A&P”

“The Yellow Wallpaper”
“Girl”

“The Lottery”
“The Cask of Amontillado”

Ender’s Game: But Ender knew, even as he thought it, that Peter wouldn't leave him

alone. There was something in Peter's eyes, when he was in his mad mood, and
whenever Ender saw that look, that glint, he knew that the one thing Peter would
not do was leave him alone. I'm practicing piano, Ender. Come turn the pages for
me. Oh, is the monitor boy too busy to help his brother? Is he too smart? Got to go

kill some buggers, astronaut?




