Name: LNG321

Scary Setting Examples

Directions: Read the setting examples below. Picture the settings in your head because we will be sketching
them. Annotate the examples paying attention to diction, imagery and figurative language. Also note the structure.
You will be using one of these structures for your Scary Setting writing assignment.

From Stephen King'’s The Shining

The playground seemed much nicer in the deep snow than it ever had during the autumn. It looked like a fairyland
sculpture. The swing chains had been frozen in strange positions, the seats of the big kids’ swings rested flush
against the snow. The jungle gym was an ice-cave guarded by dripping icicle teeth. Only the chimneys of the play-
Overlook stuck up over the snow... and the tops of the cement rings protruded in two places like Eskimo igloos.
Danny tramped over there, squatted, and began to dig. Before long he had uncovered the dark mouth of one of
them and he slipped into the cold tunnel.

The far end of the concrete ring was solidly blocked with snow. He tried digging through it and was amazed (and a
little uneasy) to see how solid it was, almost like ice from the cold and the constant weight of more snow on top of
it.

His make-believe game collapsed around him and he was suddenly aware that he felt closed in and extremely
nervous in this tight ring of cement. He could hear his breathing; it sounded dank and quick and hollow. He was
under the snow, and hardly any light filtered down the hole he had dug to get in here. Suddenly he wanted to be
out in the sunlight more than anything, suddenly he remembered his daddy and mommy were sleeping and didn’t
know where he was, that if the hole he dug caved in he would be trapped, and the Overlook didn’t like him.

From Stephen King’s Salem’s Lot

The house itself looked toward town. It was huge and rambling and sagging, its windows haphazardly boarded
shut, giving it that sinister look of all old houses that have been empty for a long time. The paint had been
weathered away, giving the house a uniform gray look. Windstorms had ripped many of the shingles off, and a
heavy snowfall had punched in the west corner of the main roof, giving it a slumped, hunched look. A tattered no-
trespassing sign was nailed to the right-hand newel post.

He felt a strong urge to walk up that overgrown path, past the crickets and hoppers that would jump around his
shoes, climb the porch, peek between the haphazard boards into the hallway or the front room. Perhaps try the
front door. If it was unlocked, go in.

He swallowed and stared up at the house, almost hypnotized. It stared back at him with idiot indifference.

You walked down the hall, smelling wet plaster and rotting wallpaper, and mice would skitter in the walls. There
would still be a lot of junk lying around, and you might pick something up, a paperweight maybe, and put it in your
pocket. Then, at the end of the hall, instead of going through into the kitchen, you could turn left and go up the
stairs, your feet gritting in the plaster dust which had sifted down from the ceiling over the years. There were
fourteen steps, exactly fourteen. But the top one was smaller, out of proportion, as if it had been added to avoid the
evil number. At the top of the stairs you stand on the landing, looking down the hall toward a closed door. And if
you walk down the hall toward it, watching as if from outside yourself as the door gets closer and larger, you can
reach out your hand and put it on the tarnished silver knob--



