
Name:  ____________________________________ Date: ___________________________ 
Assignment:  Every Picture Tells a Story 
 

1. Option 1:  Write a poem of at least 10 verses that captures the topic or general feeling 
derived from the photo. 

2. Option 2:  Write a short newspaper article that seeks to creatively explain the story within 
the photo using the classic approach of answering the questions who, what, where, when, 
why. 

3. Option 3:  Write a creative writing piece in which you attempt to write only an excerpt of 
what could be a short story. Include strong descriptions and imagery. It cannot exceed the 
space provided beneath the photo.   

 
	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

Example	  of	  Option	  #3:	  

Migrant	  Mother	  
Photographed	  in	  1936	  by	  
Dorothea	  Lange	  

Photo	  courtesy	  of	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
The	  Library	  of	  Congress	  	  	  

X	  

“Remembering Mama” (a creative memoir excerpt)    (Teacher model by Mrs. Calorio) 

I will always remember my mama’s face.  It appears to me in vivid clarity even forty years after her 

passing.  Her eyes seemed to have a perpetual squint, as though she was trying to figure out some problem 

or another.  She was capable of robust laughter, but I seldom heard those happy sounds.  Instead, the 

troubles of her young life weighed her down so that even her smile bent downward—not quite in a frown, 

but as though a smile might just take too much effort. By the age of thirty-five, her once soft features had 

browned and creased from exposure to the harsh sun of our native New Mexico farmland.  To me, it’s hard 

to remember when my mother was ever young—it was though she was born an old soul. I wonder now if 

she ever had dreams and hopes for a better life.  If she did, she never spoke them, though her dark, sad eyes 

reflected a yearning for something—anything—better than the hand she had been dealt.  Yet, she was more 

patient than anyone else I have ever met, and she could comfort me during the worst of times, which were 

plentiful back in the 1930’s.  But that’s another story… 


