
Description Example

“Description begins in the writer’s imagination, but should �nish in the reader’s.” 

— Stephen King

Excerpt from Confessions of Felix Krull, Con�dence Man by Thomas Mann
“It was a narrow room, with a rather high ceiling, and crowded from �oor to ceiling with goodies. There were rows and rows 
of hams and sausages of all shapes and colors—white, yellow, red and black; fat and lean and round and long—rows of 
canned preserves, cocoa and tea, bright translucent glass bottles of honey, marmalade and jam. 
 I stood enchanted, straining my ears and breathing in the delightful atmosphere and the mixed fragrance of choco-
late and smoked �sh and earthy tru�es. I spoke into the silence, saying: “Good day” in quite a loud voice; I can still remem-
ber how my strained, unnatural tones died away in the stillness. No one answered. And my mouth literally began to water 
like a spring. One quick, noiseless step and I was beside one of the laden tables. I made one rapturous grab into the nearest 
glass urn, �lled as it chanced with chocolate creams, slipped a �stful into my coat pocket, then reached the door, and in the 
next second was safely round the corner.”

Opening of “Hands”  by Sherwood Anderson
“Upon the half decayed veranda of a small frame house that stood near the edge of a ravine near the town of Winesburg, 
Ohio, a fat little old man walked nervously up and down. Across a long �eld that had been seeded for clover but that had 
produced only a dense crop of yellow mustard weeds, he could see the public highway along which went a wagon �lled 
with berry pickers returning from the �elds. The berry pickers, youths and maidens, laughed and shouted boisterously. A 
boy clad in a blue shirt leaped from the wagon and attempted to drag after him one of the maidens who screamed and 
protested shrilly. The feet of the boy in the road kicked up a cloud of dust that �oated across the face of the departing sun.”

Excerpt from “The Man to Send Rain Clouds” by Leslie Marmom Silko
“Before they wrapped the old man, Leon took a piece of string out of his pocket and tied a small gray feather in the old 
man’s long white hair. Ken gave him the paint. Across the brown wrinkled forehead he drew a streak of white and along the 
high cheekbones he drew a strip of blue paint. He paused and watched Ken throw pinches of corn meal and pollen into the 
wind that �uttered the small gray feather. Then Leon painted with yellow under the old man’s broad nose, and �nally, when 
he had painted green across the chin, he smiled.”

Excerpt from “The Storm” by Kate Chopin
“She was a little fuller of �gure than �ve years before when she married; but she had lost nothing of her vivacity. Her blue 
eyes still retained their melting quality; and her yellow hair, dishevelled by the wind and rain, kinked more stubbornly than 
ever about her ears and temples.”
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