IT2000
text processing: the café bar

1. Enter the text provided. It is not necessary to use the same size or style of font and your lines may be shorter or longer than those shown.

2. Check the text for mistakes and save it as cafebar1. Print a copy.

3. Replace coffee with café wherever it appears. (either café or cafe is acceptable)

4. From the first paragraph, delete the sentence: One was also a small shop selling cigarettes and a few vegetables.
5. Add the following sentence at the beginning of the second paragraph: Killing two and a half hours on a warm summer's evening there is not difficult, despite the strain of trying to maintain a conversation with Nico, who knew practically no English.
6. Justify all the text.

7. Check for mistakes again and save it as cafebar2. Print a copy.

8. Move the sentence: It was the only telephone nearby and it produced a fair amount of revenue for the family. so that it becomes the 3rd sentence in the first paragraph, placed between  . . . and the telephone. and One would often . . . 
9. Centre the heading

10. Set the 1st paragraph text in double line spacing

11. Check that heading still centred and all paragraphs still justified and save it as cafebar3.

12. Print a copy.

THE COFFEE BAR

Chris turned right a couple of kilometres further on, waving to the old man that ran one of two coffee bars at the junction. One was also a small shop selling cigarettes and a few vegetables. The other was Nico's Coffee Bar where, the lives of Nico and his wife, Poppy, revolved around a trickle of passing customers, regular locals and the telephone. One would often have to make several attempts to get a line out of the island and, as each attempt still resulted in several units being registered on the meter at 5 drachmes each, people dialling abroad were good business. It was the only telephone nearby and it produced a fair amount of revenue for the family.

A bottle of Glafkos and a couple of tumblers were moreorless compulsory. If the ouzo appeared then it would be little chance of further business that day! Chris seldom ate there but this evening he was hungry and, as he walked in, the aroma of souvlaki being roasted on a charcoal grill was irresistible. After recovering from the welcome he received and remembering to smile and make gestures of recognition to all the locals, just in case they knew him and would be offended otherwise, he cheekily nibbled one of the chunks of meat on the grill in the kitchen. A few minutes later a plateful was set in front of him together with the inevitable, but palatable, salad.

The phone rang at quarter past eight. Chris dived for it before Nico had a chance to answer.
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