Writing in Different Registers

Select a short, compelling personal anecdote of your choice.  

Step 1:  Condense this story into one paragraph of between 200 and 400 words.  Write as you would to a close, personal friend of your own age.  Write it as you would speak it in casual conversation.

Step 2:  Rewrite this paragraph in four different ways by using different narrative registers - colloquial, formal, literary, commercial, etc. – conveyed noticeably through tone, vocabulary and idioms usage.  For example, pretend that you want to describe this same incident in a letter to different people from entirely dissimilar backgrounds.

Choose four from the following examples:

	Type
	Hints
	Due by
	Revision by

	Formal
	Explanation of an incident to an influential official (policeman, judge, insurance agent, politician, etc.)
	
	

	Vernacular
	Telling the incident to a Harley mechanic who never even reads the articles in Playboy.
	
	

	Academic
	Description for a pedantic professor who refuses to understand slang.
	
	

	Lyric
	Description for a musician as an inspiration for a song.
	
	

	Journalistic
	As an article for a newspaper (tabloid or broadsheet?).
	
	

	Literary
	As a setting for a short story.


	
	

	Commercial
	As an informative passage for a tourist brochure. 
	
	

	Scientific
	As an entry under psycho-socio behavioural studies.
	
	

	Humorous
	Pretend you are on stage in front of 50 people who are waiting for you to make them laugh.
	
	


Step 3:  Revise your five distinct paragraphs by improving vocabulary and descriptive style.  Ideally, the register of the writing should clearly convey the character of its intended reader.

Example:

Personal Anecdote:

I got jumped by a gang only once while living in New York City.  This was the early 90’s in Williamsburg, then a gritty neighbourhood smelling like trash and urine, yet one full of young painters, writers, dancers and drunks living out there ‘cause of the cheap rent.  I had stepped off the J train at Marcy walking to my nest on South 4th.  Two other young men were walking in my direction up the wide and well-lit 5th street at about 10 at night.  Half-way up the block, we hear behind us a gang turn the corner yelling loud and tough.  One guy took off immediately up the street.  The second guy started walking faster, passing me on my right.  I heard running footsteps behind us and suddenly saw a flying brick strike this guy on my right hard on the shoulder.  He raced over to a house up the street fumbling with his keys as the gang scrambled after him.  I was thinking to myself, “Boy, they don’t like him at all—“  Just in the nick of time, he slipped in the door as a shower of rocks pummelled against the building façade.  There were about 15 to 20 kids, some in their 20’s, but most in their teens.  Mostly Spanish, a few whites and blacks.  Regular Boyz in Da ‘Hood types in dark, slouchy hooded sweatshirts.  I only had a few seconds, for then they all turned on me.  The first jumped me from behind, putting my head in an arm lock.  Others started to circle around me, always moving around pretending that they had pistols or knives in their hands.  I thought about kong fu-ing them all flat – taking a couple cuts and blows but still looking cool enough to get the girl afterwards.  Or I could have pulled out my harp and blown some wild blues that would have charmed them all into making me a brother in the gang.  But you know how too many of them Brooklyn boys are simply unpredictable, reckless, itchy to draw blood and look tough in front of their bro’s.  My healthy sense of survival kicked in: I pointed at one kid’s t-shirt asking what was written on it; when they all looked, I took off up the street, making it home just in time to catch the last two innings of the Mets on the radio.
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