Expanding a Moment: Snapshot

Snapshots: create a picture with words. Describe the scene in as much detail as possible as if it were a still photo. 

1. 

“Like a bottomless gash in the mountainside, this gorge opened under the waterfall that had poured here relentlessly, season after season, century after century. Water slammed down into it, smashing the granite cliff walls, thundering like a thousand storms. Mist exploded upward, rising and billowing into the sky.”

-- T.A. Barron, “The Crossing”

2. 

“His head remains down, his shoulders hunched as he awkwardly plunges into his bag and shuffles through papers with a nervous speed. His eyes are like rabbit’s, stealing quick furtive glances from under the bill of his hat. His clothes are shabby and outdated. His coat, an old, quilted, snowmobile jacket, too warm for early fall, hangs loosely over his bent form like a beetle shell. He has thick glasses with dark rims, a shaggy growth of curly beard hair, and unwashed, unkempt curls spill out from under the back of his baseball cap.”

-- Samantha Abeel, My Thirteenth Winter
3. 

“She was wearing a silk print dress and close-fitting hat. She wore white gloves, and carried a patent leather purse over a crooked arm, exactly as the Queen of England always did.” 

-- Emily Hiestand, “Hose”

4. 

“The Harlem part of the river was dotted with ancient wooded piers. Some older men were fishing off the end of the pier I went down, and a heavyset woman was lowering crab baskets over the side.” 

-- Walter Dean Myers, Bad Boy

5. 

“When I opened the door to my bedroom, everything was in its usual cluttered arrangement. A plate of half-eaten pancakes sat on my desk, soggy with syrup from the morning. My bikini hung lifelessly from my doorknob, dripping pool water. My heavy covers lay crumpled and cold across my bed, molded by the twists and turns of the previous night. Piles of dirty clothes sat unsorted, collecting dust. 

-- Anonymous, “Lost and Found.”
