IMAGERY
IMAGERY

Prose to Poetry:
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My Example:

The crowd erupted in a collective cheer: hats, cups, and red and white pom-poms soared through the air as people were jostled from their seats. As the players sprinted onto the field, arms raised, fists pumping high in the air, they shouted and cheered.  Grinning widely they leaped into each other’s arms and squeezed with bear hug strength. The faint smell of dirt and sweat lingered in the locker room as the player’s voices mingled with the pop of the champagne corks, the guzzle of fizz as each glass was filled and raised high for a toast.  The coach’s voice cut through the noise and as he spoke the players, eyes wide, mouths turned up in smiles, linked arms and felt a warmth coarse through them.

The crowd erupted

In a collective cheer – 

Hats, cups, and red and white

Pom-poms soared

Through the air

As people were jostled

From their seats.  

As the players sprinted

Onto the field,

Arms raised, 

First pumping high

In the air, 

They shouted and cheered. 

Grinning widely 

They leaped 

Into each other’s arms

And squeezed 

With bear hug strength

The faint smell of sweat

And dirt lingered

In the locker room

As the player’s voices mingled

With the pop of champagne 

Corks, the guzzle 

Of fizz as each glass was filled

And raised high 

For a toast.  The coach’s voice

Cut through the noise

And as he spoke 

The players, eyes wide, 

Mouths turned up 

In smiles, linked

Arms and felt a warmth

Coarse through them.
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Student Example:

The workers get up bright and early for their day at the candy factory. You hear co-workers greeting co-workers with “hello”, “good morning”, and “how you doing”. Machinery roars as the whole building starts to slightly shake. Conveyor belts start shifting slowly as workers put molding containers for the candy on the belts. The loud machinery mixes semi-sweet chocolate, sugar, walnuts, and top secret ingredients to form a decadent candy bar. Workers dressed in white uniforms start emptying the glove box to start putting the nutty mixture into the molds. As they scoop this gooey concoction into these molds, their stomachs start rumbling as they see this mixture slowly entering the 5 inch by 2 inch molding container. Now the conveyor belts carry the moldings into a large freezing room to freeze and get hard. About 50 workers start walking in this large freezing room to take these ten foot

Factory Picture Passage-Poem

The workers get up bright and early

for their day at the candy factory. 

You hear coworkers 

greeting coworkers, 

“hello”, 

“good morning”, 

“how you doing”. 

Machinery roars, 

the whole building 

starts to slightly shake.

Conveyor belts 

start shifting slowly 

as workers 

put molding containers 

for the candy on the belts. 

The loud machinery 

mixes and combines

semi-sweet chocolate, 

sugar, 

walnuts, 

and top secret ingredients, 

to form a decadent candy bar. 

Workers dressed in white uniforms,

emptying the glove box 

to start putting the nutty mixture 

into the molds.  Watching this gooey concoction 

slowing pouring into these molds, 

stomachs start rumbling 

as they start to feel immortal hunger.

Conveyor belts 

carry the moldings 

into a large freezing room,

to freeze and get hard. 

50 workers 

start walking 

in this large freezing room,

to take these gooey bars

and put them on racks,

ten feet high,

five feet wide,

and 8 feet long.

Student Work:

Imagery


This slaughter house is so spooky and dark. This looks like it would be in the west, where no one wants to live near the slaughter house in the west. Midday a storm approaching, it’s going to be big and brutal, a storm that will makes the perfect scenery for this slaughter house, the thunder will crackle and laugh as the bones are shattered into multiple pieces. I think of death when I see this, it looks spooky and scary, it’s like I’m there hearing the bones crack and the smell of burning flesh so brutal and disgusting I can’t stand the smell. In this picture, on this land, in that strange dark gloomy slaughter house.

Poem:

The slaughter house, 

spooky and dark.

In the west 

where no one wants to live,

in the west where storms come often.

the storm rolls in as the thunder roars,

the lightning crackles, 

while the thunder chuckles,

Laughing as the bones crack and break,

as the flesh is burned to a crisp.

The flesh with its smell that causes you to burn inside, 

the burning that causes the sky to turn black, 

a pitch black sky,

that swallows you up within it’s smoky grasp.

a place of death,

to kill and destroy.

The brutal laughs of the killer,

scare even the most fearless of animals.

This strange land,

filled with those who kill,

only those who enjoy, 

the slaughter house.


