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It was market-morning. The ground was covered, nearly ankle-deep, with filth and mire;
a thick steam, perpetually rising from the reeking bodies of the cattle, and mingling with
the fog, which seemed to rest upon the chimney-tops, hung heavily above. All the pens
in the centre of the large area, and as many temporary pens as could be crowded into
the vacant space, were filled with sheep; tied up to posts by the gutter side were long
lines of beasts and oxen, three or four deep. Countrymen, butchers, drovers, hawkers,
boys, thieves, idlers, and vagabonds of every low grade, were mingled together in a
mass; the whistling of drovers, the barking of dogs, the bellowing and plunging of oxen,
the bleating of sheep, the grunting and squeaking of pigs, the cries of hawkers, the
shouts, oaths, and quarrelling on all sides; the ringing of bells and roar of voices, that
issued from every public-house; the crowding, pushing, driving, beating, whooping, and
velling; the hideous and discordant din that resounded from every corner of the market;
and the unwashed, unshaven, squalid, and dirty figures constantly running to and fro,
and bursting in and out of the throng; rendered it a stunning and bewildering scene,
which quite confounded the senses.



Charles Dickens
1812-1870

Writing Style

Vivid detailed description- eye for detail
Repetition

Use of long lists

Lots of adjectives

Famous for his metaphors and similes
Rhythmic- designed to be read aloud
Master of dialect- substandard speech
Exaggeration

Long sentences- high use of commas.



Harry had never been inside Filch's office before; it was a place most students avoided. The room was dingy and
windowless, lit by a single oil lamp dangling from the low ceiling. A faint smell of fried fish lingered about the place.
Wooden filing cabinets stood around the walls; from their labels, Harry could see that they contained details of every pupil
Filch had ever punished. Fred and George Weasley had an entire drawer to themselves. A highly polished collection of
chains and manacles hung on the wall behind Filch's desk. It was common knowledge that he was always begging
Dumbledore to let him suspend students by their ankles from the ceiling.

Filch grabbed a quill from a pot on his desk and began shuffling around looking for parchment.

"Dung," he muttered furiously, "great sizzling dragon bogies . . . frog brains . . . rat intestines . . . I've had enough of it . ..
make an example ... where's the form...yes..."

He retrieved a large roll of parchment from his desk drawer and stretched it out in front of him, dipping his long black quill
into the ink pot.

"Name ... Harry Potter. Crime . . ."
"It was only a bit of mud!" said Harry.
"It's only a bit of mud to you, boy, but to me it's an extra hour scrubbing!" shouted Filch, a drip shivering unpleasantly at

the end of his bulbous nose. "Crime . . . befouling the castle . .. suggested sentence . . ."
Dabbing at his streaming nose, Filch squinted unpleasantly at Harry who waited with bated breath for his sentence to fall.



J.K Rowling
1965-Present

Writing Style

Omniscient narrative

Stream of consciousness- writing
with flow

Humour

Repetition

Establishment of key phrases
Objective tone

Actions/events- relayed via
conversation




Everybody was willing. So Tom got out a sheet of paper that he had wrote the oath on, and read it. It swore
every boy to stick to the band, and never tell any of the secrets; and if anybody done anything to any boy in
the band, whichever boy was ordered to kill that person and his family must do it, and he mustn't eat and he
mustn't sleep till he had killed them and hacked a cross in their breasts, which was the sign of the band. And
nobody that didn't belong to the band could use that mark, and if he did he must be sued; and if he done it
again he must be killed. And if anybody that belonged to the band told the secrets, he must have his throat
cut, and then have his carcass burnt up and the ashes scattered all around, and his name blotted off of the list
with blood and never mentioned again by the gang, but have a curse put on it and be forgot forever.

Everybody said it was a real beautiful oath, and asked Tom if he got it out of his own head. He said, some of
it, but the rest was out of pirate-books and robber-books, and every gang that was high-toned had it.

Some thought it would be good to kill the families of boys that told the secrets. Tom said it was a good idea,
so he took a pencil and wrote it in. Then Ben Rogers says:

"Here's Huck Finn, he hain't got no family; what you going to do 'bout him?"
"Well, hain't he got a father?" says Tom Sawyer.

"Yes, he's got a father, but you can't never find him these days. He used to lay drunk with the hogs in the
tanyard, but he hain't been seen in these parts for a year or more.”



Writing Style Mark Twain

Calculated, yet carefree writing style
Use of various dialects

Satire

Irreverent humour

Satire

Colloquial vernacular

Realism

Use of imagery




It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a good fortune, must be in want of a wife.
However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on his first entering a neighbourhood, this truth is so well
fixed in the minds of the surrounding families, that he is considered the rightful property of some one or other of their
daughters.

"My dear Mr. Bennet," said his lady to him one day, "have you heard that Netherfield Park is let at last?"

Mr. Bennet replied that he had not.

"But it is," returned she; "for Mrs. Long has just been here, and she told me all about it."

Mr. Bennet made no answer.

"Do you not want to know who has taken it?" cried his wife impatiently.

"You want to tell me, and | have no objection to hearing it."

This was invitation enough.

"Why, my dear, you must know, Mrs. Long says that Netherfield is taken by a young man of large fortune from the north of
England; that he came down on Monday in a chaise and four to see the place, and was so much delighted with it, that he
agreed with Mr. Morris immediately; that he is to take possession before Michaelmas, and some of his servants are to be in
the house by the end of next week."

"What is his name?"

"Bingley.”

"Is he married or single?"

"Oh! Single, my dear, to be sure! A single man of large fortune; four or five thousand a year. What a fine thing for our girls!"
"How so? How can it affect them?“



Writing Style
Parody,
Caricature
Irony,
Free indirect speech
A degree of realism.
The thoughts and words of the
characters mix with the voice of the
narrator
Fairy tale elements.
Has less narrative or scenic description
and much more dialogue than other
early 19th-century novels.

Jane Austen
1/75-1817




Then there was the bad weather. It would come in one day when the fall was over. We
would have to shut the windows in the night against the rain and the cold wind would strip
the leaves from the trees in the Place Contrescarpe. The leaves lay sodden in the rain and
the wind drove the rain against the big green autobus at the terminal and the Café des
Amateurs was crowded and the windows misted over from the heat and the smoke inside. It
was a sad, evilly run café where the drunkards of the quarter crowded together and | kept
away from it because of the smell of dirty bodies and the sour smell of drunkenness. The
men and women who frequented the Amateurs stayed drunk all of the time, or all of the
time they could afford it, mostly on wine which they bought by the half-liter or liter. Many
strangely named apéritifs were advertised, but few people could afford them except as a
foundation to build their wine drunks on. The women drunkards were called poivrottes
which meant female rummies.



Ernest Hemingway
1899-1961 Writing Style

Keeps sentences uncluttered
Deletes commas from places they

should be

* Short sentences

* Dislikes repetition

e Often uses no adjectives
* Very clear and concise




Each year | watched the field across from the Store turn caterpillar green, then gradually frosty white. | knew
exactly how long it would be before the big wagons would pull into the front yard and load on the cotton
pickers at daybreak to carry them to the remains of slavery's plantations.

During the picking season my grandmother would get out of bed at four o'clock (she never used an alarm
clock) and creak down to her knees and chant in a sleep-filled voice, "Our Father, thank you for letting me see
this New Day. Thank you that you didn't allow the bed I lay on last night to be my cooling board, nor my
blanket my winding sheet. Guide my feet this day along the straight and narrow, and help me to put a bridle
on my tongue. Bless this house, and everybody in it. Thank you, in the name of your Son, Jesus Christ, Amen."
Before she had quite arisen, she called our names and issued orders, and pushed her large feet into
homemade slippers and across the bare lye-washed wooden floor to light the coal-oil lamp.

The lamplight in the Store gave a soft make-believe feeling to our world which made me want to whisper and
walk about on tiptoe. The odors of onions and oranges and kerosene had been mixing all night and wouldn't
be disturbed until the wooded slat was removed from the door and the early morning air forced its way in
with the bodies of people who had walked miles to reach the pickup place.



Writing Style

Lyrical- songlike quality

Intimate storytelling

Philosophical meanings in deceptively simple
writing

Used a type of dialect called Black Secular,
which is a form of simplified English, as well has
metaphors that relate back to slavery.

Uses a call and response form, which creates a
form of verbal interaction with the listener and
the author

Maya’s poems follow a blues-based model in
terms of the pattern of her poems. They often
have verses followed by a repeated “chorus”
like that of a song.

Maya Angelou
1928- 2014




Which one of these did you find the most
engaging? Why?



