Imagery Examples

1.
Frick Park was 380 acres of woods in residential Pittsburgh. Only one trail crossed it; the gravelly walk gave way to dirt and led down a forested ravine to a damp streambed. If you followed the streambed all day you would find yourself in a distant part of town reached ordinarily by a long streetcar ride. Near Frick Park’s restful entrance, old men and women from other neighborhoods were lawn bowling on the bowling green. The rest of the park was wild woods. 
. . . After I got a bird book I found, in the deep woods, a downy woodpecker working a tree trunk; the woodpecker looked like a jackhammer man banging Edgerton Avenue to bits. I saw sparrows, robins, cardinals, juncos, chipmunks, squirrels, and––always disappointingly, emerging from their magnificent ruckus in the leaves––pedigreed dachshunds, which a woman across the street bred.
I never met anyone in the woods except the woman who walked her shiny dachshunds there, but I was cautions, and hoped I was braving danger.If a bum came after me I would disarm him with courtesy (“Good afternoon”). I would sneak him good food from home; we would bake potatoes together under his bridge; he would introduce me to his fellow bums; we would all feed the squirrels.
The deepest ravine, over which loomed the Forbes Avenue bridge, was called Fern Hollow. There in winter I searched for panther tracks in snow. In summer and fall I imagined the woods extending infinitely. . . . In spring I pried flat rocks from the damp streambed and captured red and black salamanders. I brought the salamanders home in a bag once and terrified my mother with them by mistake, when she was on the phone.
In the fall I walked to collect buckeyes from lawns. Buckeyes were wealth. A ripe buckeye husk splits. I reveals the shining brown sphere inside only partially, as an eyelid only partially discloses an eye’s sphere. . . .

from Dillard, Annie. An American Childhood. New York: Harper, 1987. Print. pp. 43-44.


2.
The new house was finished; just a few touch-ups remained to be done. I was already enrolled in a nearby school, and the relatives were anxious to meet us. As he and my mother talked, I stuck my head out the backseat window and stared at the passing landscape, brown and green uninterrupted, villages falling back into forest, the smell of diesel oil and wood smoke. Men and women stepped like cranes through the rice paddies, their faces hidden by their wide straw hats. A boy, wet and slick as an otter, sat on the back of a dumb-faced water buffalo, whipping its haunch with a stick of bamboo. The streets became more congested, small stores and markets and men pulling carts loaded with gravel and timber, then the buildings grew taller, like buildings in Hawaii––Hotel Indonesia, very modern, Lolo said, and the new shopping center, white and gleaming––but only a few were higher than the trees that now cooled the road.

from Obama, Barack. Dreams from My Father: A Story of Race and Inheritance. New York: Three Rivers Press, 2004. Print. pp. 33.




3.
Sandgate was a pretty, Irish-looking village squeezed between green cliffs and the narrow shore. It was full of antique shops and cottages, and it smelled of furniture wax and hot bread. . . .

from Theroux, Paul. The Kingdom by the Sea. London: Penguin, 1984. Print. p. 46

4.
From the dawdling open car, where I sat with my feet up, in the cool empty light that slowed everything it touched this spring evening, I saw sheep and horses, wheat fields with breezes swimming through them and small houses built close to the ground. At Dymchurch there were yellow fields, one of the pleasure o May in England, the brightest crop: a whole field brimful of vivid buttery rape flowers. And beyond it, on the right-hand side of the tracks, under the lowering haze of a dusty day, ten miles of Romney Marsh. It was a drained marsh, an expanse of flat, fertile pastures. . . . 
At New Romney, no longer a port, the evening sunlight made the sky slant like a pale lid, so I had time to walk east to the beach and village there, Littlestone-on-Sea. It was no more than some bungalows, and a dead tree full of crows, and two terraces of old tall houses on a beach where the tide made the pebbles rattle like marbles in a jar. There was no wind––unusual, the hotel manager told me. ‘The wind never stops.’ The absence of wind seemed to prolong the daylight, and Littlestone was as calm as a lakefront.

from Theroux, Paul. The Kingdom by the Sea. London: Penguin, 1984. Print. p. 49
5.

The first kitchen I ever had of my own was above a cake shop in the working-quarter of a small French city. It was perhaps five feet long, and certainly not more than three feet wide.
Its floor of uneven baked tiles was scoured to a mellow pinkness. There were two weak shelves, slanting toward the floor. A two-burner gas plate on a tottering wooden table was the stove. To stand at it I had to keep the door open into the other room. That was all right: the door had been stuck open for several decades.
I had four plates, four goblets, and some three or four or five pans and casseroles.
But I made very good things to eat in that kitchen, and I have always felt that this was partly so because one end of it, from side to side and from ceiling almost to floor, was a window.
It was a sparkling window of many-paned glass, a window curtained briefly with two silly little dabs of cheap net, a window split down the middle ready to fling open as wide as those windows can be flung, wider really than any others.
It looked over tree-tops into the square where gibbets* and then a guillotine once stood, where wandering circus families set up their gas-flares for a night or two by the busy fountain and the pissoir,* where people moved and talked incessantly above the high wail of a café phonograph playing ten thousand times the record of Josphine Baker’s “J’ai Deux Amours.”
All the noises flowed in and out the window of the tiny kitchen, gay and sombre and mysterious and always real, and I may be too sentimental in thinking that they helped me cook some good dishes––but I doubt it.

*gibbets: gallows (where one is hanged to be executed)
*pissoir: a public urinal installed on the sidewalk for men to use instead of having to go inside for a full bathroom

from Fisher, M. F. K. The Art of Eating. New York: Collier Books, 1990. Print. pp. 104-105.

6.
I ate slowly, knowing that I should not be as hungry as I ought to be for the trout, but knowing too that I had never tasted such delicate savory morsels. Some were hot, some cold. The wine was light and cool. The room, warm and agreeably empty under the rushing sound of the steam, became smaller as I grew used to it. 

from Fisher, M. F. K. The Art of Eating. New York: Collier Books, 1990. Print. pp. 477-478.
