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He was a fat old gentleman with a false complexion, false teeth,
false whiskers, and a wig. He had a fur collar, and he had a padded
breast to his coat, which only wanted a star or a broad blue
ribbon to be complete. He was pinched in, and swelled out, and
got up, and strapped down, as much as he could possibly bear. He
had such a neckcloth on (puffing his very eyes out of their natural
shape), and his chin and even his ears so sunk into it, that it
seemed as though he must inevitably double up if it were cast
loose. He had under his arm a hat of great size and weight,
shelving downward from the crown to the brim, and in his hand a
pair of white gloves with which he flapped it as he stood poised

I've given you a passage from each of 3 novels. Each goes out of its way to show rather
than tell what 1 character from the novel is like—what he looks like, what he acts like,
what he’s motivated by, etc.

What do you notice in the passage that SHOWS exactly what the character is like? Ask
yourself, “‘What is being implied through detail and action rather than flat out stated?’
Does the narrator use active language? Is it in the use of detail? Which detail? Is there a
simile or another figure of speech? A sensory image? An odd way of putting something?

For each passage, underline the part of the passage that you think is showing you
something about the character; then, draw an arrow to some white space to describe what

on one leg in a high-shouldered, round-elbowed state of elegance

you think the passage is showing about the character.

not to be surpassed. He had a cane, he had an eye-glass, he had a
snuff-box, he had rings, he had wristbands, he had everything but
any touch of nature; he was not like youth, he was not like age, he
was not like anything in the world but a model of deportment.

From Dickens, Bleak House

“NOW, what | want is, Facts. Teach these boys and girls nothing but Facts. Facts
alone are wanted in life. Plant nothing else, and root out everything else. You can
only form the minds of reasoning animals upon Facts: nothing else will ever be of
any service to them. This is the principle on which | bring up my own children, and
this is the principle on which | bring up these children. Stick to Facts, sir!”

The scene was a plain, bare, monotonous vault of a schoolroom, and the
speaker’s square forefinger emphasized his observations by underscoring every
sentence with a line on the schoolmaster’s sleeve. The emphasis was helped by
the speaker’s square wall of a forehead, which had his eyebrows for its base, while
his eyes found commodious cellarage in two dark caves, overshadowed by the
wall. The emphasis was helped by the speaker’s mouth, which was wide, thin, and
hard set. The emphasis was helped by the speaker’s voice, which was inflexible,
dry, and dictatorial. The emphasis was helped by the speaker’s hair, which bristled
on the skirts of his bald head, a plantation of firs to keep the wind from its shining
surface, all covered with knobs, like the crust of a plum pie, as if the head had
scarcely warehouse-room for the hard facts stored inside. The speaker’s obstinate
carriage, square coat, square legs, square shoulders, — nay, his very neckcloth,
trained to take him by the throat with an unaccommodating grasp, like a stubborn
fact, as it was, — all helped the emphasis.

“In this life, we want nothing but Facts, sir; nothing but Facts!”

From Dickens, Hard Times
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A THE BEGINNING of July, during an extremely hot spell, towards
evening, a young man left the closet he rented from tenants in
S——y Lane, walked out to the street, and slowly, as if indecisively,
headed for the K——n Bridge.

He had safely avoided meeting his landlady on the stairs. His closet
was located just under the roof of a tall, five-storied house, and was
more like a cupboard than a room. As for the landlady, from whom
he rented this closet with dinner and maid-service included, she lived
one flight below, in separate rooms, and every time he went out he
could not fail to pass by the landlady’s kitchen, the door of which
almost always stood wide open to the stairs. And each time he passed
by, the young man felt some painful and cowardly sensation, which
made him wince with shame. He was over his head in debt to the
landlady and was afraid of meeting her.

It was not that he was so cowardly and downtrodden, even quite the
contrary; but for some time he had been in an irritable and tense state,
resembling hypochondria. He was so immersed in himself and had
isolated himself so much from everyone that he was afraid not only of
meeting his landlady but of meeting anyone at all. He was crushed by
poverty; but even his strained circumstances had lately ceased to bur-
den him. He had entirely given up attending to his daily affairs and
did not want to attend to them. As a matter of fact, he was not afraid
of any landlady, whatever she might be plotting against him. But to
stop on the stairs, to listen to all sorts of nonsense about this common-
place rubbish, which he could not care less about, all this badgering for
payment, these threats and complaints, and to have to dodge all the
while, make excuses, lie—oh, no, better to steal catlike down the stairs
somehow and slip away unseen by anyone.

This time, however, as he walked out to the street, even he was
struck by his fear of meeting his creditor.

From Dostoevsky, Crime and Punishment




