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Hypothesis

I am investigating how gender affects writing so the questions that | am asking are — How, and to
what extent, is language affected by gender?
I expect to find:

. Assignificant difference in the authors' novels
o The stylistic choices of the authors attract different audiences
. The author’s gender will have an influence over who will read their books
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Appendix 6 — Chapter 1, Wuthering Heights

The apartment and furniture would have been nothing extraordinary as belonging to a homely, northern farmer, with a stubborn
countenance, and stalwart limbs set out to advantage in knee-breeches and gaiters. Such an individual seated in his arm-chair, his
mug of ale frothing on the round table before him, is to be seen in any circuit of five or six miles among these hills, if you go at the
right time after dinner. But Mr. Heathcliff forms a singular contrast to his abode and style of living. He is a dark-skinned gipsy in
aspect, in dress and manners a gentleman: that is, as much a gentleman as many a country squire: rather slovenly, perhaps, yet not
looking amiss with his negligence, because he has an erect and handsome figure; and rather morose. Possibly, some people might
suspect him of a degree of under-bred pride; | have a sympathetic chord within that tells me it is nothing of the sort: | know, by
instinct, his reserve springs from an aversion to showy displays of feeling - to manifestations of mutual kindliness. He'll love and hate
equally under cover, and esteem it a species of impertinence to be loved or hated again.

Appendix 7, 8 — Chapter 1, Wuthering Heights

1801. - I have just returned from a visit to my landlord - the solitary neighbour that | shall be troubled with. This is certainly a
beautiful country! In all England, | do not believe that | could have fixed on a situation so completely removed from the stir of
society. A perfect misanthropist's heaven: and Mr. Heathcliff and | are such a suitable pair to divide the desolation between us. A
capital fellow! He little imagined how my heart warmed towards him when | beheld his black eyes withdraw so suspiciously under
their brows, as | rode up, and when his fingers sheltered themselves, with a jealous resolution, still further in his waistcoat, as |
announced my name.

Appendix 9, 10 — Chapter 1 (Phase the First — The Maiden), Tess of the D ’Urbervilles

On an evening in the latter part of May a middle-aged man was walking homeward from Shaston to the village of Marlott, in the
adjoining Vale of Blakemore or Blackmoor. The pair of legs that carried him were rickety, and there was a bias in his gait which
inclined him somewhat to the left of a straight line. He occasionally gave a smart nod, as if in confirmation of so Mon though
he was not thinking of anything in particular. An empty egg-basket was slung upon his arm, the nap of h| ﬁ a patch
being quite worn away at its brim where his thumb came in taking it off. Presently he was r\éan I aPson astride on a gray

mare, who, as he rode, hummed a wandering tune. Sa
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I 'never told my love' vocally; still, if looks have language, the merest idiot might have guessed | was over head and ears: she
understood me at last, and looked a return - the sweetest of all imaginable looks. And what did I do? I confess it with shame - shrunk
icily into myself, like a snail; at every glance retired colder and farther; till finally the poor innocent was led to doubt her own senses,
and, overwhelmed with confusion at her supposed mistake, persuaded her mamma to decamp.

speech of women and that of men in the use of

P a Appendix 12 — Chapter 1, Wuthering Heights

Appendix 13 — Chapter 1 (Phase the First — The Maiden), Tess of the D 'Urbervilles
"Good night t'ee," said the man with the basket.

"Good night, Sir John," said the parson.

Appendix 14 — Chapter 2, Wuthering Heights

'Wretched inmates!" | ejaculated, mentally, 'you deserve perpetual isolation from your species for your churlish inhospitality. At least,
I would not keep my doors barred in the day-time. | don't care - | will get in!" So resolved, | grasped the latch and shook it
vehemently. Vinegar-faced Joseph projected his head from a round window of the barn.

‘What are ye for?' he shouted. 'T' maister's down i' t' fowld. Go round by th' end o' t' laith, if ye went to spake to him.'

'Is there nobody inside to open the door?' | hallooed, responsively.



