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EMPOWERING YOUNG WRITERS RESOURCE CENTER 

DIALOGUE STUDENT HANDOUT D  

 

WRITING EXERCISE: What Are They Saying? 
 

1. From the following photos, choose a photo that intrigues you.  

2. Choose two or three people for your “characters” from the photo. Give them names. Think 

about who they are.  

3. Observe what is going on in the photo. Appreciate the moment.  

4. What do you think happened before, during, and after the photo was taken? Imagine what 

each of your characters said and did before, during, and after the photo was taken.   

5. Write a scene inspired by the photo. It can include what you imagine took place before, 

during, or after the photo was taken. Include great dialogue between the characters so your 

readers find out what they are saying!   

6. Include descriptive language about the characters and the setting. Include movement and 

action. The reader should be able to understand what is going on in your written scene, even 

if they have not seen the original photo.  

7. You may want to include some inner dialogue, if it enhances your scene. 

8. You may need to do some library or internet research to flesh out your scene. For example, in 

photo 2, you may want to research snakes and reptiles, what they eat, how they should be 

handled, etc., before writing your scene.  

9. Write a rough draft of your dialogue scene, and share it with classmates to get feedback on 

how it might be improved. After considering the feedback, write a final draft.  

10. Share your finished scene with classmates. It will be interesting to hear all the different ways 

your classmates have interpreted the photos, turning them into scenes and stories. 

Congratulations! Good job. 

Read an example of a dialogue scene inspired by a particular photo on the next page.  
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EXAMPLE:  

Following is a dialogue scene using the example photo of two kids building: 

Jeffrey Chapman ran all the way to Aiysha’s 

house. He ran past the Feed & Seed supply store on 

the corner, past the rolling pasture where cows 

chewed contentedly on green grass, past the 

flowering apple orchard. He ran up the gravel drive 

leading to the old barn. He kept running, around the 

barn, to the farmhouse that had once been the eyesore 

of the town, but was now all dressed up pretty with a 

new front porch. Aiysha had picked the new house 

colors—sky blue with a mellow yellow for the trim 

and window shutters. The yellow was a few shades 

lighter than the daffodils sprouting all across the 

lawn. Last October, Jeffrey had helped Aiysha plant a hundred daffodil bulbs in the front yard of 

the house—it had taken the whole weekend.      

Jeffrey hadn’t known what to expect when Mrs. Tuttle, their science teacher, paired him 

with Aiysha as lab partners the first day of school. Jeffery’s family had resided in Apple Grove, 

Licking County, Ohio since 1805. Jeffrey knew everybody in Apple Grove—heck, he was 

probably related to half of them. Aiysha didn’t know anyone in town, and no one knew her. 

Aiysha was the first new kid in Apple Grove schools, well, in forever. Nobody moved to Apple 

Grove; they only moved away. 

“What do you think we should plant?” Aiysha had asked him, at their first lab partner 

meeting, walking across the school yard to the gardens and old greenhouse. “We should test the 

soil, shouldn’t we?” 

“After we figure out what kind of plants we want to grow. Different plants need different 

nutrients,” he responded. “What would you like to plant?” he asked, thinking himself generous, 

allowing the new girl to choose their first project.  

“Trees! Apple trees!” she said, doing a little hop, skip, and turn, obviously excited by the 

prospect. “I’ve always wanted my own apple trees.”  

“How about if we experiment with different varieties of vegetables to see what thrives in the 

greenhouse over winter?” 

“Vegetables are boring! Wouldn’t it be glorious to be able to run through a row of blooming 

apple trees in the spring, like Anne of Green Gables?” 

“It takes years for apple trees to grow from seeds. They’re a lot of work—pruning, 

trimming, spraying, getting rid of disease and bugs,” said Jeffrey, opening the doors to the 

greenhouse.   

“How do you know so much about apples?” asked Aiysha.  

“Apples are Chapman family history. My great, great, great uncle was Johnny Appleseed.”  

“Yeah, and my great, great, great uncle was John Henry,” responded Aiysha. 

“You don’t understand. My great, great, great uncle really was Johnny Appleseed—John 

Chapman was his real name. He had twelve brothers and sisters,” explained Jeffrey. “I have so 

many relatives, I can’t count ‘em.  Dad and his cousins all have apple orchards. My uncle Robbie 
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runs a cider mill. At family parties there are apple pies, apple cobblers, apple everything—plus 

apple cider to drink. I’m sick of apples,” said Jeffrey 

Aiysha stopped. She didn’t say a thing, just stood there, looking at him for a long moment. 

Finally, she said, “I think a vegetable winter greenhouse experiment is the perfect science project 

for us.” Picking up a watering can, she filled it from the greenhouse sink faucet, and began 

watering a row of potted geraniums. “Maybe we can do an internet search to find vegetable seeds 

from other countries? Vanilla seeds from Madagascar. Cucumbers from Columbia. Aubergines 

from England. We can make vegetables beautiful and interesting!”  

“Aubergines?”  

“That’s what they call eggplants in the UK. Aubergine is a beguiling word, don’t you think? 

It makes eggplants sound exotic!”  

“How do you know that?” 

“I lived in England.” 

“Yeah, and I lived in Madagascar.” Jeffrey replied, sarcastically.  

“Now you don’t understand. My dad was an officer in the Air Force. We’ve lived all over 

the planet.”  

“Okay, citizen of the world,” said Jeffrey, “we’ll start an experiment in international 

vegetable gardening. We can look through the seed catalogues at Mr. Barley’s Feed and Seed 

store. Thanks,” said Jeffrey, “thanks for understanding about the apple thing.”  

“Thank you for understanding about the beauty thing,” Aiysha replied, dipping her hands 

into the watering can. Mischievously, she flicked her fingers, spraying him with water. His 

mouth dropped open and she laughed.  

He knew then they would be best friends.  

Best friends with a girl, he thought, waiting for Aiysha’s front door to open. A year ago, if 

someone had told him he would be best friends with a girl, he would have said no way. But it 

turned out that Aiysha loved geology and astronomy. She loved collecting insects and plant 

specimens, bird watching, tracking animals through the woods to find out where they lived. She 

loved taking things apart to find out how they worked. And she loved figuring out how to put 

those same things back together. She loved everything he loved.  

His dad was a farmer; his mom was an aide at the local hospital. He woke up every morning 

at five a.m. Every morning, with his two older and two younger brothers, he fed the chickens, the 

pigs, the goats, collected eggs, got the cows out to pasture, then grabbed a bowl of cereal before 

heading out to school.  

Her dad was a computer scientist; her mom an artist. Every morning, Aiysha’s mom or dad 

made French toast, or pancakes and sausages, or a mushroom and cheese omelet for their only 

child’s breakfast—on school days!  

He was fascinated, fascinated by her mom and dad and their work, fascinated with their 

house filled with books and art and quiet, fascinated by a girl who loved frogs and centipedes, 

rockets and turbo engines. And she loved coming to his house—making ketchup with his mom, 

taking care of the new calf with his little brothers, collecting eggs, riding the tractor with his dad. 

Her family was very different from his, yet he and Aiysah were so alike in their interests.   
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And now they were working together, building a robot. A real robot that moved, and talked, 

and could do small tasks. 

The front door opened. Aiysha stood there smiling.  

“You’re here! Come on in. Dad just made French toast.”  
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