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R E P R O D U C I B L E

Text Excerpts With Imagery

Excerpt from When the Emperor Was Divine (Otsuka, 2002):

All through October the days were still warm, like summer, but at night the mercury dropped and 
in the morning the sagebrush was sometimes covered with frost. Twice in one week there were dust 
storms. The sky turned suddenly gray and then a hot wind came screaming across the desert, churning 
up everything in its path. From inside the barracks the boy could not see the sun or the moon or even 
the next row of barracks on the other side of the gravel path. All he could see was dust. The wind rattled 
the windows and doors and the dust seeped like smoke through the cracks in the roof and at night he 
slept with a wet handkerchief over his mouth to keep out the smell. In the morning, when he woke, the 
wet handkerchief was dry and in his mouth there was the gritty taste of chalk. (p. 77)

Excerpt from “The Pedestrian” (Bradbury, 1951):

To enter out into that silence that was the city at eight o’clock of a misty evening in November, to put 
your feet upon that buckling concrete walk, to step over grassy seams and make your way, hands in 
pockets, through the silences, that was what Mr. Leonard Mead most dearly loved to do. He would stand 
upon the corner of an intersection and peer down long moonlit avenues of sidewalk in four directions, 
deciding which way to go, but it really made no difference; he was alone in this world of A.D. 2053, or as 
good as alone, and with a final decision made, a path selected, he would stride off, sending patterns of 
frosty air before him like the smoke of a cigar.

Excerpt from Johnny Tremain (Forbes, 1971):

On rocky islands gulls woke. Time to be about their business. Silently they floated in on the town, but 
when their icy eyes sighted the first dead fish, first bits of garbage about the ships and wharves, they 
began to scream and quarrel.

The cocks in Boston back yards had long before cried the coming of the day. Now the hens were also 
awake, scratching, clucking, laying eggs.

Cats in malt houses, granaries, ship holds, mansions and hovels caught a last mouse, settled down to 
wash their fur and sleep. Cats did not work by day.

In stables horses shook their halters and whinnied.
In barns cows lowed to be milked.
Boston slowly opened its eyes, stretched, and woke. The sun struck in horizontally from the east, 

flashing upon weathervanes—brass cocks and arrows, here a glass-eyed Indian, there a copper grasshop-
per—and the bells in the steeples cling-clanged, telling the people it was time to be up and about. (p. 1)

Excerpt from “To Build a Fire” (London, 1908):

Day had broken cold and gray, exceedingly cold and gray, when the man turned aside from the main 
Yukon trail and climbed the high earth-bank, where a dim and little-traveled trail led eastward through 
the fat spruce timberland. It was a steep bank, and he paused for breath at the top, excusing the act 
to himself by looking at his watch. It was nine o’clock. There was no sun nor hint of sun, though there 
was not a cloud in the sky. It was a clear day, and yet there seemed an intangible pall over the face of 
things, a subtle gloom that made the day dark, and that was due to the absence of sun. This fact did 
not worry the man. He was used to the lack of sun. It had been days since he had seen the sun, and he 
knew that a few more days must pass before that cheerful orb, due south, would just peep above the 
sky-line and dip immediately from view.

Excerpt from “The Kitten” (Wright, 1967):

It was in this tenement that the personality of my father first came fully into the orbit of my concern. 
. . . I learned that I could not make noise when he was asleep in the daytime. He was the lawgiver in 
our family and I never laughed in his presence. I used to lurk timidly in the kitchen doorway and watch 
his huge body sitting slumped at the table. I stared at him with awe as he gulped his beer from a tin 
bucket, as he ate long and heavily, sighed, belched, closed his eyes to nod on a stuffed belly. He was 
quite fat and his bloated stomach always lapped over his belt. He was always a stranger to me, always 
somehow alien and remote. (p. 141)

page 1 of 2

http://go.SolutionTree.com/literacy


(Re)Designing Narrative Writing Units © 2018 Solution Tree Press • SolutionTree.com 
Visit go.SolutionTree.com/literacy to download this free reproducible.

R E P R O D U C I B L E

Excerpt from All the Light We Cannot See (Doerr, 2014): 

She has no memories of her mother but imagines her as white, a soundless brilliance. Her father radi-
ates a thousand colors, opal, strawberry red, deep russet, wild green; a smell like oil and metal, the feel 
of a lock tumbler sliding home, the sound of his key rings chiming as he walks. He is an olive green 
when he talks to a department head, an escalating series of oranges when he speaks to Mademoiselle 
Fleury from the greenhouses, a bright red when he tries to cook. He glows sapphire when he sits over 
his workbench in the evenings, humming almost inaudibly as he works, the tip of his cigarette gleaming 
a prismatic blue. (p. 45)
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