A paragraph from Mansfield Park: original Austen; rewritten by AI in the style of a literary novel; rewritten by Paul R in modern colloquial style.  Which is which? 
Sir Thomas received Mr. Yates with all the outward warmth required by his position and nature, though inwardly he was far from pleased both with the awkward necessity of their introduction, and the manner in which it had come about. He knew enough of Mr. Yates’s family and connections to find the arrival of yet another of his son’s “particular friends” unwelcome, and it required both the relief of being once more at home and all the patience it afforded him to restrain his irritation at being caught in such a scene: confused in his own house, drawn into a foolish spectacle of amateur theatricals, and obliged at precisely the wrong moment to acknowledge a young man he already suspected he should dislike. Mr. Yates’s easy confidence and rapid, unselfconscious chatter during their first few minutes together only confirmed this impression, for he carried himself with the air not of a guest but of someone already perfectly at home.

Sir Thomas said Hi to Mr. Yates. And he said it like they could be mates. He had no choice, he was made that way.  But deep down he was far from chuffed. Why should he have to meet this bloke? And why like this?  He knew about the Yates clan. Enough not to want his son to get in with them. Not another bloody ‘special mate’! Lucky for all concerned that Sir Thomas was happy to be home again. Made him stay calm. Stopped him losing his rag, feeling out of place in his own house.  A house which was set up like a bloody theatre, of all things. And, amidst all that, having to meet this Yates kid, who he knew he wasn’t going to like. Full of himself, he was. Dead relaxed. Thoroughly at home in someone else’s house. In Sir Thomas’s house, for God’s sake!

Sir Thomas received Mr. Yates with all the appearance of cordiality which was due to his own character, but was really far from pleased with the necessity of the acquaintance as with the manner of its commencement. Mr. Yates’s family and connections were sufficiently known to him, to render his introduction as the ‘particular friend’, another of the hundred particular friends of his son, exceedingly unwelcome, and it needed all the felicity of being again at home, and all the forbearance it could supply, to save Sir Thomas from anger on finding himself thus bewildered in his own house, making part of a ridiculous exhibition in the midst of theatrical nonsense, and forced in so untoward a moment to admit the acquaintance of a young man whom he felt sure of disapproving, and whose easy indifference and volubility in the course of the first five minutes seemed to mark him the most at home of the two.

