
His aunts were two small, plainly dressed old women.  Aunt Julia was an inch or so the
taller.  Her hair, drawn low over the tops of her ears, was grey; and grey also, with darker
shadows, was her large flaccid face.  Thought she was stout in build and stood erect, her slow
eyes and parted lips gave her the appearance of a woman who did not know where she was or
where she was going.  Aunt Kate was more vivacious.  Her face, healthier than her sister’s, was
all puckers and creases, like a shriveled red apple, and her hair, braided in the same old-fashioned
way, had not lost its ripe nut colour.1

Alice, tall like a man, with soft wooly hair spread out in tangles like a feathered hat and
her face oily and her legs ashy, whose beauty I never quite believed because she valued it so little
but was real.  Real like wild flowers and uncut grass, real like the knotty sky-reach of a dead tree. 
Beauty of warm brown eyes in a round dark face and of teeth somehow always white and clean
and of lips moist and open, out of which rolled the voice and the laughter, deep and breathless,
rolling out the strong and secret beauty of her soul...I accepted the tender touch of her hands on
my hair or my face or my arms like favors I never returned.  I clung to the sounds of her words
and the light of her smiles ike stolen fruit.   2 

       -- Paulette Childress White, in "Alice."

Mr Slope is tall and not ill-made.  His feet and hands are large, as has ever been the case
with all his family, but he has a broad chest and wide shoulders to carry off these excrescences,
and on the whole his figure is good.  His countenance, however, is not specially prepossessing. 
His hair is lank and of a dull pale reddish hue.  It is always formed into three straight, lumpy
masses, each brushed with admirable precision and cemented with much grease; two of them
adhere closely to the sides of his face, and the other lies at right angles above them.  He wears no
whiskers and is always punctiliously shaven. His face is nearly of the same colour as his hair,
though perhaps a little redder: it is not unlike beef– beef, however, one would say, of a bad
quality.  His forehead is capacious and high, but square and heavy and unpleasantly shining.  His
mouth is large though his lips are thin and bloodless, and his big, prominent, pale-brown eyes
inspire anything but confidence.  His nose, however, is his redeeming feature: it is pronounced,
straight and well-formed; though I myself should have liked it better did it not possess a
somewhat spongy, porous appearance, as thought it had been cleverly formed out of a red-
colored cork.

I never could endure to shake hands with Mr Slope.  A cold clammy perspiration always
exudes from him, the small drops are ever to be seen standing on his brow, and his friendly grasp
is unpleasant.3
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