"The Voice: not just a talent contest, you can watch it while waiting to die."
Slow paced and clutching at straws, The Voice really is a sinking ship of a "talent" show.
I don't know if you saw BBC1's The Voice on Saturday night, although I'm guessing you didn't because it clashed with Holiday on the Buses on ITV 3. I'd have missed it myself if I hadn't been forced to write an article on it.
The first thing that struck me was that I'd forgotten all modern talent shows feel the need for a running time that rivals Lawrence of Arabia. After three hours I checked the timebar to discover I was still only an eighth of the way through. Towards the end, as entire eras wheeled past in a blur, I realised the programme itself would outlive me, and began desperately scrawling notes that described the broadcast's initial few centuries for the benefit of any descendants hoping to pick up from where I left off.

[image: ]The audience were first introduced to Danny O'Donoghue, the least famous of The Voice's resident judges. He's the lead singer with an [image: ] Irish band called the Script, although to me he'll always be Wikipedia's Danny O'Donoghue, because that's where I first encountered him, during my epic struggle to uncover his identity. I thought maybe he was the kid from the annoying 2006 Frosties ad, but no.
The Script (described on Wikipedia as an "alternative rock band") had a number one single called Hall of Fame last year, which I thought I'd never been exposed to, until I fearlessly looked it up on YouTube and discovered I'd already heard it 150,000 times, in shops. I hear most new music in shops these days. As far as I'm concerned, anything released after 2002 is part of an ever-growing "shop music" genre. A genre I have no love for.

Hall of Fame featured the preposterous will.i.am, another of The Voice's judges, and a man who pulls off the incredible trick of looking precisely like an action-figure version of himself. He probably has to push a button on his back to make himself talk. Not that he needs to bother saying anything - because somehow it's impossible to remember a single thing will.i.am has ever said. He could confess to serial murder on live television and the police would forget it ever happened during the race to the studio. They'd burst in looking confused and embarrassed and arrest Tom Jones by mistake.
The final judge is Jessie J, popular singist of popular songs such as Domino, of Costa Coffee and Argos fame, and Pricetag, one of the few songs of the past three years everyone actually likes. I keep calling them "judges", but the programme calls them "coaches" at one point the voiceover claims, "they don't judge - they coach"[image: ]

Then it shows them judging the hell out of everybody.



Paper 4 Questions

1. Read paragraph 1, identify the writer's tone and explain how language is used to help make this tone clear. (3 marks)
2. Read paragraph 2, how does the writer use language to emphasise the extreme length of the television show? (4 marks)
3. Read paragraph 3, how does the writer use language to mock Danny O'Donoghue? (4 marks)
4. Read paragraph 5, identify the writer's attitude towards will.i.am and explain how language is used to make this attitude clear. (5 marks)
5. Considering the whole passage, in your own words sum up the main reasons why the writer dislikes the television show. (3 marks)
19 marks
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Slow paced and clutching at straws, The Voice really is a sinking ship of

“talent” show.

1. I don't know if you saw BBC1's The Voice on Saturqay night, although
I'm guessing you didn't because it clashed with Holiday on the ﬁuses
on ITV3. I'd have missed it myself if I hadn't been forced to write an

article on it.

2. The first thing that struck me was that I'd forgotten all modern talept
shows feel the need for a running time that rivals Lawrence _of Arabia.
After three hours I checked the timebar to discover I was still only an
eighth of the way through. Towards the end, as entire eras wheeled
past in a blur, I realised the programme itself would outlive me, apq _
began desperately scrawling notes that described the broadcast's initial
few centuries for the benefit of any descendants hoping to pick up

from where I left off.

3. The audience were first introduced to Danny O'Donoghue, the least
famous of The Voice's resident judges. He's the lead singer with an
Irish band called the Script, although to me he'll always be Wikipedia's
Danny O'Donoghue, because that's where I first encountered him,
during my epic struggle to uncover his identity. I thought maybe he
was the kid from the annoying 2006 Frosties ad, but no.

4. The Script (described on Wikipedia as an "alternative rock band") had
a number one single called Hall of Fame last year, which I thought I'd
never been exposed to, until I fearlessly looked it up on YouTube and
discovered I'd already heard it 150,000 times, in shops. I hear most
new music in shops these days. As far as I'm concerned, anything
released after 2002 is part of an ever-growing "shop music" genre. A

genre I have no love for.

5. Hall of Fame featured the preposterous will.i.am, another of The
Voice's judges, and a man who pulls off the incredible trick of looking
precisely like an action-figure version of himself. He probably has to
push a button on his back to make himself talk. Not that he needs to
bother saying anything - because somehow it's impossible to
remember a single thing will.i.am has ever said. He could confess to
serial murder on live television and the police would forget it ever
happened during the race to the studio. They'd burst in looking
confused and embarrassed and arrest Tom Jones by mistake.

6. The final judge is Jessie ], popular singist of popular songs such as
Domino, of Costa Coffee and Argos fame, and Pricetag, one of the few
songs of the past three years everyone actually likes. I keep calling





