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GENDER-FAIR LANGUAGE                                      EXERCISES

From your reading of the Style Book, you will have learned ways to avoid using language which may be considered sexist.

Look at the following sentences and try to change them so that they become gender-fair.

1 Every pupil should always do his best.


2 From the earliest times, mankind has created art.


3  Sylvia Plath, the famous poetess, was married to Ted Hughes.


4 The man in the street probably does not understand the complexities of the EU policy.


5 This man-made fibre is ideal for sportswear.


6 There were six policemen (including one policewoman) at the incident.


7 You surely don’t believe the old wives’ tales about black cats and walking under ladders.


8 There have been many exciting moments in the history of manned spaceflight.


9  During Live Aid, more than one hundred women manned the phones to accept donations.


10 I pronounce you man and wife.


11 We must continue to cultivate this land like our forefathers before us.


12 It is estimated that the work will take about ten man-hours to complete.


13 After the Titanic was launched, she sailed for the United States of America.


14 The family sat down to a real man-sized meal.


15 Charlotte Bronte was one of the most important lady authors of the 19th century.

  

GENDER-FAIR LANGUAGE : DISCUSSION TOPICS

In this section, we are going to look at gender differences in vocabulary.  We will be investigating some words or phrases which have equivalents and some which do not.  

1 Discuss what conclusions can be drawn from each of the following non-pairs of terms.


Existent 





Non existent


Wife-swapping  




husband-swapping

Bunny girl





bunny boy

Fishwife





fishhusband

Tomboy 





tomgirl

Mother-in-law jokes



father-in-law jokes

Old wives’ tales




old husband’s tales

Man and wife




woman and husband

Weatherman





weatherwoman

Weathergirl





weatherboy

Dinnerlady





dinnergentleman  

2 Look at the following list of male/female word pairs.  What messages do the different words carry?  What do they have to say about the different roles and status of men and women in society?


Female





Male


Mistress





master

Governess





governor

Spinster





bachelor

Miss/Mrs





Mr

Usherette





usher

Hostess





host

Manageress





manager

Matron





patron

GENDER ASSUMPTIONS : Novel Beginnings

The following paragraphs are the beginnings of first person narrative novels.  What assumptions do you make when reading about the narrator and the kind of story it will be.  

In your groups consider the following questions as you read over the paragraphs:


Is the narrator male or female?


Is the writer male or female?


How did you come to this conclusion?


What is the genre of the story?

          What clues are there in the language?


What clues are there in the context? 

This exercise is designed to make you think about the assumptions you make about writing and styles.  It is not important to get the right answers.  It is important to think about how you reached your answers.  

1  Helen came into school today in the worst mood.  She looked peculiar and her eyes were red and puffy.  She wouldn’t speak to anyone, and if anybody spoke to her, she simply shrugged and turned away.  She buried her head in her arms on her desk lid, and waited for the first bell……

Mrs Lupey looked round at all the rest of us.  With Helen’s head safely buried on the desk, she let a look of:’Does anyone here have any idea what’s wrong with her?’ spread over her  face, and we all shook our heads and shrugged.

2   I took a deep breath and opened the door.  There were children everywhere, little ones and big ones, brown and oatmeal, coffee and cream, with plaits and without, some with topknots, others in turbans, and one half-buried under a trilby.  The room seemed full of eyes, black-ringed and luminous.  Boys with western haircuts pomaded flatly into place or standing on edge like chimney sweeps’ brushes, crowded together near the window.  Girls with heads veiled and satin trousers beneath flowered or silver-embroidered tunics leaned decoratively on desks or squatted on the floor.  Tiny boys dressed exactly like adults in little suits with little ties and little shirts gazed about them in wonderment.  The muslin and brocades, the green and blue of the turbans, the jingling bangles, the swinging gold ear-rings, made a moving kaleidoscope of colour.

3   If you really want to hear about it, the first thing you’ll probably want to know is where I was born, and what my lousy childhood was like, and how my parents were occupied and all before they had me, and all that David Copperfield kind of crap, but I don’t feel like going into it.  In the first place, that stuff bores me, and in the second place my parents would have about two haemorrhages apiece if I told you anything pretty personal about them.  They’re quite touchy about that, especially my father.  They’re nice and all – I’m not saying that- but they’re also touchy as hell.  Besides, I’m not going to tell you my whole goddam autobiography or anything. I’ll just tell you about this madman stuff that happened to me around last Christmas before I got pretty run-down and had to come out here and take it easy.

4   Monday 2 September 1991

Behind me – a long, hot summer and the happy days of the summer holidays; ahead of me – a new school year.  I’m starting fifth grade.  I’m looking forward to seeing my friends at school, to being together again.  Some of them I haven’t seen since the day the school bell rang, marking the end of the term.  I’m glad we’ll be together again, and share all the worries and joys of going to school.

Mirna, Bojana, Marijana, Ivana, Masa, Azra, Minela, Nadza – we’re all together again.

5   When I saw the crowd gathering at the train station, I worried that President Roosevelt would think.  I just hope he doesn’t get the idea that Jenkinsville, Arkansas, can’t be trusted with a military secret because, truth of the matter is, we’re as patriotic as anybody.

I looked around for a friendly group to join.  Mary Wren was holdsing on to the arm of Reverend Bain’s wife as though that was going to provide her with the Lord’s own protection.  There are plenty of jokes going around about our town’s telephone operator.  People say Mary is so generous that she’ll give you the gossip right off her tongue.


6   The day my brother Ellington was born my elder sister Sandra, who was four, my brother Lester, who was two, and I, aged three, were all out on the gallery – that’s what we called the veranda.  My mother, whom we affectionately called Marmie, had told us that if we looked hard enough we would see a stork flying high in the sky with our new baby.  I was hungry and really wanted Marmie to make one of her delicious soups for us, but I dared not take my eyes off the sky just in case I missed the big arrival.

7    When I stepped out into the bright sunlight from the darkness of the movie house, I had only two things on my mind: Paul Newman and a ride home.  I was wishing I looked like Paul Newman – he looks tough and I don’t – but I guess my own looks aren’t so bad.  I have light-brown, almost-red hair and greenish-grey eyes.  I wish they were more grey, because I hate most guys that have green eyes, but I have to be content with what I have.  My hair is longer than a lot of boys wear theirs, squared off at back and long at the front and sides, but I am a greaser and most of my neighbourhood rarely bothers to get a haircut.  Besides, I look better with long hair.

8   The market place was long gone.  I could tell it was many years since the square had been thronged with slaves, because the squat stone buildings that surrounded it seemed old and blackened.  The last time I had been here, in this blustery town on the north coast of the Kara Deniz, it had been spring and the work on the mosque had just been completed and everything had seemed quite round, each dome perfect.  But on this late autumn day, by the time I got to the square, noon had already long passed and the light seemed dirty, so that the casual visitor would not have noticed any flaw in the smoothness of structure, in the rigorous cubic symmetry of the granite.  I noticed it because, deep inside my head, there was another picture of the same place.  A series of framed miniatures, unchanged for fifty years.  I did not have to touch the stone to know its feel.  And, through fissures in the stone, smells began to insinuate  half-existent, inarticulate, possible pasts.


