Examples of Setting

From Grasshopper on the Road by Arnold Lobel
In the evening Grasshopper walked slowly along the road. The sun was
going down. The world was soft and quiet.
From Because of Winn-Dixie by Kate DiCamillo
Outside, the rain had stopped and the clouds had gone away and the sky
was so clear it seemed like I could see every star ever made.
From Their Eyes Were Watching God by Zora Neale Hurston
When Janie had finished indoors she sat down in the barn with the
potatoes. But springtime reached her in there so she moved everything to
a place in the yard where she could see the road. The noon sun filtered
through the leaves of the fine oak tree where she sat and made lacy
patterns on the ground. She had been there a long time when she heard
whistling coming down the road.
From To Kill a Mockingbird by Harper Lee
In summertime, twilights are long and peaceful. Often as not, Miss Maudie
and I would sit silently on her porch, watching the sky go from yellow to
pink as the sun went down, watching flights of martins sweep low over the
neighborhood and disappear behind the schoolhouse rooftops.

The back of the Radley house was less inviting than the front: a
ramshackle porch ran the width of the house; there were two doors and
two dark windows between the doors. Instead of a column, a rough

two-by-four supported one end of the roof. An old Franklin stove sat in a
corner of the porch; above it a hat-rack mirror caught the moon and shone
eerily.

From Living to Tell the Tale by Gabriel García Márquez
The trade winds were so fierce that night that I had trouble at the river
port convincing my mother to board the boat. She was not being
unreasonable. The launches were abbreviated imitations of the steamships
out of New Orleans, but with gasoline motors that transmitted the tremors
of a high fever to everything on board. There was a small salon that had
hoods for hanging hammocks at different levels, and wooden benches
where people elbowed their way to a seat with all their baggage, bundles
of merchandise, crates of chickens, and even live pigs.
From Watership Down by Richard Adams
The primroses were over. Toward the edge of the wood, where the ground
became open and sloped down to an old fence and a brambly ditch
beyond, only a few fading patches of pale yellow still showed among the
dog’s mercury and oak-tree roots. On the other side of the fence, the
upper part of the field was full of rabbit holes. In places the grass was
gone altogether and everywhere there were clusters of dry droppings,
through which nothing but the ragwort would grow. A hundred yards away,
at the bottom of the slope, ran the brook, no more than three feet wide,
half choked with kingcups, watercress and blue brooklime. The cart track
crossed by a brick culvert and climbed the opposite slope to a five-barred
gate in the thorn hedge. The gate led into the lane.

