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A Six-Hundred-Word Prose Sample: The Babbling Afternoon,
Taken Apart Paragraph by Paragraph

Below is a sample prose essay on the babbling afternoon, with the three images
arranged as water rising, shadows shifting, cicadas fading. Each paragraph is

followed by a note saying what it does.

Paragraph one: The stream in the afternoon is not noisy; it simply never stops.
Water rolls over a stone, plink, rolls over another, plink again. The stones are
raised round by the water, round with no edge to catch the hand. Light falls into the
stream and shatters into a handful; scoop it up, it leaks through the fingers, and
the light returns to the stones, quiet, as if nothing happened. (Note: this paragraph
lays the ground. The water sound runs in short sentences, one note per sentence; the
round stones and the light that shatters and restores both write stillness, and
stillness here is not the absence of sound but sound repeating enough to reassure.

Not one feeling—word appears in the paragraph.)
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Paragraph two: The shadows on the bank are moving. The crooked willow drapes its
shadow across the water; the sun shifts an inch and the shadow retreats an inch, like
a tide going out. Light leaks through the leaf gaps, and the ground fills with bright
coins; a gust comes, the coins all run, you chase and step on one, and under your
foot is a small square of cool. Willow leaves are fine, and their sound in the wind
is fine too, a hush that cannot cover the water, only trimming its edge. (Note: this
paragraph writes motion. The shadow itself does not move; the sun and the wind move
it, and retreats an inch, all run, trimming are three verbs holding the paragraph up.
Stepping on a coin and finding cool joins sight to touch, and the person enters the

scene without any narrative of my day.)

Paragraph three: The cicadas are calling. First one, its cry long and straight, a
wire pulled to its top. Then the whole tree joins, sound layer pressing layer,
thickening the air. The stream sinks to the very bottom, and cold rises through the
seams between stones. When the sun drops behind the hill, the cicadas thin suddenly,
thin enough to hear the water counting the days, one note at a time. The shadow
floods the whole stream surface; I stand up, and my shadow reaches the bank before I
do. (Note: this paragraph pushes then gathers. The cicadas grow from one to a whole
tree, the sentences from long to crowded, the rhythm pushed up; the sun sets, the
sound thins, the sentences stretch, and the water floats back up to finish. My shadow
reaching the bank first is the only human gesture in the paragraph, and the feeling

shows without being shouted.)

Check your own draft against it: does each of your three paragraphs hold one main
image and one way of moving; does every paragraph join at least two senses somewhere;
does the ending carry one small gesture like the shadow landing first instead of a

shout of feeling. If all three are there, the imitation has become yours.
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