Show instead of Tell

Original Paragraph (student example) --- Too much telling:

He ran into the home and cried out for his mom. All I heard was hitting and screaming. I walked over to the open door to see where Steven had gone. I poked my head through the doorway and nearly got smacked in the face with a tennis shoe. Then I saw the same blonde lady getting a butt whooping by my mother’s friend. I couldn’t believe my eyes; I was watching two people beating on each other. My friend 
Steven grabbed a telephone, then tossed it to me. He yelled to me to call the police. I did as he said and stood there clueless. I had no idea at the time what was going on.

New Paragraph (my rewritten example) --- More showing:

Steven whips past me in a blur. “Mom! Mom!”


I follow his streak of black hair as it disappears from the hallway into the living room. Tiptoeing forward to peek around the corner, my face is nearly taken off with a Nike. I dodge it just before it smashes into the framed Monet behind me. What the heck is going on? This crazed blond woman just barged into Steve’s house and started screaming. And why is she trying to decapitate me? I dare to look again. The house is ransacked. The lamp is on the floor, the contents of a drawer are strewn across the couch, and the picture behind me has landed on the hardwood floor where I stand. The blond woman breathes fire and her ice blue eyes burn holes in her head. I’ve never seen Mrs. Nelson shake like this before and her usual straight black ponytail is pulled out on one side as if the blond stormed straight in and grabbed her immediately by the head. Steve cowers in the corner, next to the couch and the two women barley notice he’s there. They don’t even know I’m in the house.


Steve’s mom snaps out of her shock. “What do you think you are doing?! You can’t just walk into my house like some crazed lunatic off the street. What the Hell’s wrong with you?”


We’ve never heard Steve’s mom swear before. He said H-E double toothpicks once and I was asked to leave so that she could have a little talk with him. I look over the couch and see pure panic spread across his face. I don’t think he knows this woman either. He finally notices me and I see a small shred of relief.


The stranger’s hand reach toward Mrs. Nelson’s shoulders as she launches forward, “You gotta get out of this city. You don’t even know who I am but I know about you.” The red finger nails grasp Steve’s mom’s shoulders and start to shake her back and forth. Her frail body is like a rag doll and finally Steve cant take it anymore. He dives in between, trying to pry them apart, but the blond then turns on him. “And you, you little maggot, you don’t even know where you come from.” She pushes him in my direction, seeing me for the first time.


He lands rear-end first in the front of my feet and he does the crab-walk for a second, until he’s on his feet again. His shock of black hair disappears for only another second and then he reappears with a phone in his hands. “Call the police,” he says and he chucks it at me. He’s going in again to try to separate them. By the stage, the dragon lady has his mother pinned on the floor and the sir is filled with obscenities.


I look down at the numbers in front of me. My fingers shake as the press 9-1-1. “W..W..We’re on the corner of Birch and Second,” I manage to say. “Whitehall.”

ASSIGNMENT: go back into your draft and find three places where you “tell” about something. Change the “telling” passages into “showing” by adding sensory detail, similes, metaphors, muscular verbs, and possibly dialogue.

