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How to Write Imagery Prose: Turn the Dusk into Three

Pictures

The line between prose and narrative is simple: narrative chases what happens
next, while prose stays with what is seen right now. The assignment gives three
imagery scenes — the setting sun, wind crossing the playground, turning and walking
away — and specifically asks for non—narrative writing. Such prose can be built in

four steps.

Step one: fix the emotion first, then choose the background. Farewells come in
many kinds: transferring schools, graduation, moving away, parting with a best

friend. Pick the one you feel most strongly, and use it as background music, not as
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plot. Suppose you choose transferring schools: the reader only needs to know it is
the last day he leaves the city, not why he is leaving, where he goes, or what
happens after. The moment a story starts answering what happened after, the prose

begins sliding into narrative.

Step two: write each image as a scene, and grab two things per scene: one color
and one sound. For the setting sun, the color can be the light on the playground’ s
wire fence, turning from gold to orange-red to gray—-pink; the sound can be a distant
basketball rim thumping the backboard. For the wind crossing the playground, the
color is a plastic bag tumbling along the track, and the sound is the flag whipping
the pole. For turning away, the color is the last rim of light tracing his school
uniform’ s back, and the sound is your own shoe soles scraping the ground. Color

carries the picture; sound carries the mood; with both, the scene stands.

Step three: delete narrative connectives. Read the draft once and circle phrases
like that afternoon, then, later, finally. Whenever they appear, the sentence falls
from picture back into event. After deleting them, scenes connect through images: one
paragraph ends with the wind stopping, the next opens directly with his shadow

lengthening, with no need to explain that he stood up.

Step four: build rhythm with long and short sentences. Use long sentences to
describe pictures and slow the reader down; when emotion peaks, use a short sentence,
ideally three to five words standing as its own paragraph. Suppose you write the
turning: He turned around. The wind scattered the words. The period itself is the
white space. Insert one short sentence after three long ones in a row, and the rhythm

appears without constant lyricism.

Before handing in, check three things: are there time—advancing words like later
or the next day; does each of the three scenes have one color and one sound; is the
shortest sentence in the whole piece placed at the heaviest emotional point. Do all
three and a six—hundred-word prose has its skeleton; the rest is just cleaning up

each sentence.

W3 MAEERIR
PR NBRZ I EITIRIN . GRS B, Rk, SRR #aa T, HEERAWA,
THAAHR, KA HIE, SR WERHRa . SmEkb 7, SRAGE.

KA RU Bt R 2 i ok, RN, BJR A MIHE SR . BAT, IR
SR AR = th X AP0, BATERE e, I A RIS T S

www. vv99. net



KK T o WHEGIKE, WEMm, MR —KINRE, BHEESEIN Y, e
FEAEMIE Eo AR # SRR B, mai s, B T N T R RATT R, Sk
BT ISR AR, S8R o ABBR T FHR . M ARIUA R, B0, R A ey,

WIS UED 225 A BEWT WK 22 AR e o AR5 7 K T —#k, MBS b Tk, &
BHT 2k, RAEPIFRREZ 0], ZEA9 8 AU IR IR o

AT, BEBAT A, O RIS . RRIEE B EEI—dotH 7, &
0, MR N L. ML TS, Xask, KSR &RA T m, B3 T N T FhifE s
Hy, REEEE T, v, HARBE UL,

RIE TR BT, KibfE. ELEROH TR, CRKIHEE ok M, RI51E
BANE T o EEEALE T BRI

JEREAHEE DGR AHE, WEAMWRMGE . SO HAME, KEEAME. WRE
JUH gl iy, Bt Ania ek T ——HORSEIE, MAREERZZ M, WA 5 1 e oK.
EANES A, SRRl sk

Model Essay: The Wind of That Dusk

The dusk began on the wire fence. Light hung on the rust, link by link, gold
enough to burn. The playground was empty except for the two of us, our shadows
stretched long, long enough to cross the running track and lean against the base of
the wall. Neither of us spoke. Talking needs a chosen day, and today was not

suitable.

The sun sank, and the color changed layer by layer. First gold, then orange, at
last a pink like old porcelain. Look too long and your eyes ache. I remembered three
years ago it was this same color as we stepped onto this playground, and back then we
did not know that dusk had weight.

The wind came. It started from the stands, ran hugging the ground, lifted an old
exam paper out of the grass, chased it around half the playground, then pressed it
back onto the track. The flag gave a sudden shake and cracked against its pole, one
clap—like sound. The wind passed between us, lifted the hair on his forehead, let it
fall. He squinted for a moment. The wind was full of September’s smells - grass,

rubber, and the distant canteen.

In the seconds after the wind stopped, it was quiet enough to hear the wire fence
humming. His shadow grew another span longer, climbing from the wall’s base onto the
wall. Only a thread of sunset remained, wedged between two buildings, red as a coal

about to die out.
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He raised his hand, as if to say something, then lowered it. Then he turned and
left. The back of his uniform was traced by that last thread of light, gold, then
quickly dark. He took a few steps and looked back; the wind blew his coat hem toward
me, like a wave. I stood where I was and scraped my sole against the ground, a soft

rasp only I could hear.

The sky went dark. The playground emptied; the wind stayed. It ran a lap around
the stands, lifted one corner of that old exam paper again, then headed out of the
school gate. It was going to the places he would pass. For a moment I envied a gust

of wind.

Later, from classroom windows, I wrote many dusks, and none had that day’ s color.
Colors cannot be kept, and neither can wind. But every September, when the wind
crosses the playground, I know it has come — from that track, from that wire fence,

from that turning back. It takes nothing away; it returns that dusk again and again.
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Prose Self—-Check: Six Sentences That Collapse the Mood

When a finished prose piece reads oddly, the trouble usually sits in a few stock
sentence types. The six specimen sentences below come from high—frequency patterns in

middle school compositions; check them against your own draft.

Specimen one: explaining cause and effect. His parents were transferred for work,
so he had to move to another city. This sentence explains a reason, which is
narrative writing. Prose does not need the reader to know the reason; it only needs
the reader to feel the parting. Change it to: He was leaving. Leaving belongs better

in the wind than in a record.

Specimen two: naming the feeling. I was extremely sad and nearly cried. Once a
feeling is called by name, the picture exits the stage. Write the body and the action
instead: I gripped the hem of my uniform, my knuckles a little cold. The reader will

arrive at sadness on their own.

Specimen three: stacking adjectives. The beautiful, warm, touching sunset hung in
the sky. Three adjectives crowded around one noun say less than any one of them.
Delete two and replace them with one concrete picture: the sunset hung in the third

mesh of the wire fence. Once the position is concrete, adjectives lose their jobs.

Specimen four: fighting metaphors. The setting sun is like a fireball, like
molten gold, and like a mother’ s gentle eyes. One tenor with three vehicles - the
reader barely finishes one image before being swapped to the next. Keep the one
closest to the emotion: the sun like a coal about to die out. A dying coal points the

same direction as farewell.

Specimen five: giving all three images equal weight. Two hundred words on the
sunset, two hundred on the wind, two hundred on the turning — the prose becomes a
three-part report. Assign roles: the sunset carries time passing, the wind carries
emotional movement, the turning carries the parting landing. Let the wind appear

three times, the sunset twice, and the turning once, placed last. Weight appears.

Specimen six: uplifting endings. This dusk taught me to cherish. The taught-me
pattern is prose’ s worst wound; it exchanges every picture before it for one moral.
Send the picture back instead: every September, when the wind crosses the playground,

I know it has come. Without summarizing, the mood actually stays.
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Self-check order: delete cause explanations first, then feeling names, then count
adjectives, then count metaphors, then check whether the three images have a division
of labor, and finally check the ending for words like learned, understood, realized.
Pass all six gates and a six—hundred—-word prose will not collapse. Do not mourn while

cutting: every sentence of moral you delete is stolen back from the pictures.
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