
· Nicholas Schwieters (Interesting scene; I've edited it down so that you can see how it's sometimes better to let the details speak for themselves.)
· Walking outside across campus in the bitter cold on his way to morning class, Jacks thought. "What the hell am I still doing in this god forsaken place??" It had been a long January. There had been a record amount of snowfall this year, and Jacks had had his fill of it.He felt like the sun almost never came out from behind the everlasting cloud cover. "I just can't wait for the river to puke all over this town when the snow melts this Spring. That thing is gonna flood like nobody's business!" He found this strangley funny. As if a sort of revenge had been revealed to him. Revenge on the people that made him live here. 

He looked down at the snow, and remembered a time when he was younger, when he used to tunnel through the snow, and build forts outside in his front yard. He used to be able to stay outside for hours on end. He never remembered getting cold. Maybe he had just become a negative person, or maybe life, had become so good, that he wasn't used to it ever being uncomfortable. 
 
He bent down and picked up the snow, wishing he could love it the way he did when he was younger. It looked white and like it was clean enough. He put some into his mouth. He still had a coffee flavor in his mouth from his morning routine. It was actually very refreshing. "Like having a cold drink from the faucet." he thought. He enjoyed it so much infact, that he picked up a bigger amount of it and formed a hard snowball and carried it with him for the rest of his walk slowly eating it and thinking about being a child.
Re-write:
Walking outside across campus in the bitter cold on his way to morning class, Jack thought,"I just can't wait for the river to puke all over this town when the snow melts this Spring. That thing is gonna flood like nobody's business!" He found this strangely funny. As if a sort of revenge had been revealed to him. 

He looked down at the snow, and remembered a time when he used to tunnel through the snow, and build forts outside in his front yard. He used to be able to stay outside for hours on end. He bent down and picked up the snow, wishing he could love it. It looked white and like it was clean enough. He put some into his mouth. He still had a coffee flavor in his mouth from his morning routine. "Like having a cold drink from the faucet." he thought. He picked up a bigger amount of it and formed a hard snowball and carried it with him for the rest of his walk.
· Josh Rants (Unexpected character—a meditator, practicer of yoga, some kind of mystic—an unusual topic for student story. I've edited for concision and effect.)
Wandering outside, I feel inundated with pure reflected energy.  The surrounding snow makes me feel cooly invigorated, absorbing sunlight and directing it into my body.  I decide to find quietude, seeking a place near trees that I can meditate.  Assuming the lotus position, the snow seems to accept my weight, allowing me to sit comfortably.  I tender some snow to my mouth, puckering at its intense lack of heat.  It reminds me of where it has been, showing me clouds covering Himalyan peaks and flowing over Asia.  I contemplate how many miles it has traveled, how much alchemy it has undergone, just to remind me of this.  Incredible the synchronicity required to make this meeting possible.

I swallow the pure water, replenishing my own body.  I can feel the spreading coolness move throughout my chest, speeding up my breathing and heartrate.  I breathe to control this unexpected energy, and am able to focus my mind.  I can feel my breathing slowly open up my mind and body to the ever-present earthly energies.  Sinking in the snow, I find myself wandering the earth as though the snow I ingested has taken me on a vision quest to understand the nature of life-giving water.  I soar over mountains, feeling light and crystallized. [Nice line.] As I descend to the green and brown patagonian plains, I realize that I need to return to the present.  

Snapping back to full consciousness with a sharp inhale, I realize that my limber legs have gone numb from the unfelt cold.  Attempting to rise, I stumble but catch myself on an overhanging branch.  Feeling refreshed, I begin walking with an open mind as to my destination.  Surrounded by snow, I am overcome with a feeling of beauty and serenity that is indescribable.  I find myself prostrating, unconsciously worshipping my connection to Gaia and the stars.

Re-write:
The surrounding snow makes me feel cooly invigorated, absorbing sunlight and directing it into my body.  I seek a place near trees. Assuming the lotus position, [I find that] the snow seems to accept my weight, allowing me to sit comfortably.  I tender some snow to my mouth, puckering.  It reminds me of where it has been, showing me clouds covering Himalyan peaks and flowing over Asia.  I contemplate how many miles it has traveled, how much alchemy it has undergone.
I can feel the [coolness spread] throughout my chest. I breathe to control this unexpected energy, and am able to focus my mind. .  Sinking in the snow, I find myself wandering the earth . I soar over mountains, feeling light and crystallized.  As I descend to the green and brown patagonian plains, I realize that I need to return to the present.  

Snapping back to full consciousness with a sharp inhale, I realize that my limber legs have gone numb. Attempting to rise, I stumble but catch myself on an overhanging branch. I find myself prostrating, unconsciously worshipping my connection to Gaia and the stars.

Cassandra Refling (Very nice prose style, though I've edited it down for arguably better effect)
Note: Sasha may or not may end up being this guy’s name.

Sasha stepped outside, folding his arms against the cold. He wasn’t wearing his jacket, something he was pretending to not care about. The rest of his classmates wandered out the door into the chill air, passing him holding the door with his foot.

Finally, he let go of the door and wandered off down a sidewalk, arms still folded. It had been cold a long time and he was expecting to be extremely uncomfortable. But once he’d stood there a moment, and tried to understand the cold, it wasn’t so bad. Maybe it was because he was out there just to be out there, not running quickly into the next building and cursing the ice.
The cold felt more alive than it ever had before. It existed like it was its own entity. Sasha imagined meeting a girl named Celcius. She would have blue hair, be extremely pale and have eyelashes with mascara of ice. Sasha filed this image away for a sketch later. He was supposed to be eating snow now, experiencing it.

He brushed away the top layer of snow like he was a connoisseur of such things. He dipped his cupped hand into the snow, and stood up. The snow in his hand was grainy, almost like sand. He smooshed it together and put it in his mouth. Fortunately, it didn’t taste like sand. It tasted very plain, like water, and he smiled to himself as he remembered eating snow as a child, no matter how much his parents tried to dissuade him. He found it ironic now that his art professor was asking them to do this. Their next project was supposed to be a piece about something cold, and this was going to be a warm up exercise. Another irony.

Sasha noticed the rest of his peers filing back into the classroom and wished it wasn’t over. He’d become at peace with the temperature and was appreciating the stillness of the air. He brushed the moisture off his hands and returned to class as normal, back inside.

Re-write:
Sasha stepped outside, folding his arms against the cold. He wasn’t wearing his jacket, something he was pretending to not care about. The rest of his classmates wandered out the door into the chill air, passing him holding the door with his foot.

Finally, he let go of the door and wandered off down a sidewalk, arms still folded. It had been cold a long time and he was expecting to be extremely uncomfortable. But once he’d stood there a moment, and tried to understand the cold, it wasn’t so bad. Maybe it was because he was out there just to be out there.
Sasha imagined meeting a girl named Celcius. She would have blue hair, be extremely pale and have eyelashes with mascara of ice. Sasha filed this image away for a sketch later. He was supposed to be eating snow now, experiencing it.

He brushed away the top layer of snow like he was a connoisseur of such things. He dipped his cupped hand into the snow, and stood up. The snow in his hand was grainy, almost like sand. He smooshed it together and put it in his mouth. It tasted very plain, like water.  He found it ironic now that his art professor was asking them to do this. Their next project was supposed to be a piece about something cold, and this was going to be a warm up exercise. 
Heidi Magnuson (Good example of prose style as a way to reveal character; notice there's no exposition—explanation—of character here; the style does the work.)
Eating snow is childish.  He didn't eat it when he was a kid.

Running with his school logo on his shorts.  No way was he ever eating snow.

At 2 miles and 30 degrees, he thought back to the time he kissed her in the snowfort.  He didn't eat any of that snow--he was 8.  She did.  Childish.

3 miles he saw spots against the white mud.  The same color as the cranberry jice she poured on the snow--it also matched her glasses and her lips hugging her smile.  Childish.

He wasn't eating snow.

4 miles.  His curls that she had loved were now against his face.  She had once thrown a snowball at them.  Childish.  One mile left.

There was no 5th mile.  He fell sideways.  His left arm in snow.  His left ear in snow.  His curls in snow.  His clear eyes in snow.  His mouth unfaithfully panting let a snowflake slowly drift in.

Coldly, his lips accepted.  He tasted her smile.

Tyler Vossler (Funny, interesting situation; also brings larger ideas into a small event/story.)
Just Snow

Starring:  Arlo McDougal

I guess I’m surprised. It isn’t a profound kind of surprise, like when you realize something amazing is right under your nose. It’s the kind where you’re expecting to get the former kind of surprise, but then you don’t. You just get the exact same old un-amazing thing that you always knew you had, and chose to ignore.

It’s just snow. I knew it was going to taste like snow. I walked down three flights of stairs, out into the dead of a winter night, just to eat snow. Now I am locked out of my dorm, and the only person who knows I’m out here is my roommate, whose grand idea it was for me to come out here.

I suppose it’s what I deserve, searching for the profound. I never find it. I suppose that is why it is called profanity. English really has the right idea about most things.

Maybe that’s my problem; I keep looking for the great ideas. Maybe I should quit trying to have great ideas. Then my feet would warm, my hand would be dry, and I could be lying in my bed, warm and comfortable. [Great passage. Might even stand up all by itself as a two-sentence story titled, "Eating Snow."]  I should have put shoes on… No, I should have brought my keys with me.

I should not have listened to my roommate. He doesn’t know anything about profound ideas. Why did I believe him than? He’s just too convincing. ‘Go out, eat some snow, and have yourself a profound idea. Trust me’ he said.

It’s just snow. I ate it, and now I am less warm but hydrated. I’ll probably get sick because of it. It wasn’t even fresh. It was like eating old, soggy, cereal without enough milk. That’s the worst metaphor I think I’ve ever created. This was a terrible idea.

“Fuck you snow.”

“Well, now THAT sounds profound.” My roommate was sitting in the doorway, holding the door.

“How long have you been there?”

“Long enough to watch you eat an entire handful of snow, now get in here you hippy, it’s cold out.”

Bethany Finseth (Good use of really specific details; lets the details speak for themselves—little exposition.)
Terry walks over to the bench, with a little swagger under his teeny soles. His shoes are a darker brown, and slightly soiled from meandering down the sidewalk. He sees he’s early as Hannah it nowhere in sight. He checks to see if the bench is wet by swiping the back of his hand on the center of the maroon seat. Dry as the summer so he swings around and slips into a cozy up-right position. He looks at his hands and see’s he’s got a little dirt under his finely cut thumb nail so he picks his teeth. He took off his mirror shades as the sun has just gone under the clouds, scratches his slightly overgrown, ashy blonde locks and places his shades securely on top of his head. He notices his dainty hands are still looking mucky so he sticks the finger of his shady looking left hand in the snow next to his shoe, pulls it out after a couple of seconds, he sees the snow left on his hand is dripping off so he to slip it above his face as his head tilts back, and proceeds to suck it like a kid with a popsicle. Then wipes his wet hand with his dry one “oh great.” He mutters under his breath as he notices he has water spots from the snow over a good plenty of his pants and suit jacket. “Eh, whatever” he says with a careless utter.
Emma Doener (This piece connects character and complex character emotions to something in the setting—in this case, the heat. This allows for an indirect revelation of character.)
 The weather never changes in Tennesee. Ishmael stands by the side of the lake, skipping stones that break the smooth glassy surface. His mood is somber, his eyes red from crying. This morning was his mother's funeral. His thoughts wander, gravitating towards the vision of running away from home. 

Maybe the Swiss Alps. He envisions the beautiful mountains he once saw in his geography book. Oh how refreshing it would be to walk out the door into air that doesn't give you sweaty armpits. He imagines the feeling of a chilly face, goosebumps on his arms and legs, the tingle of a frozen nose. He would takes Moses with him. They could have snowball fights in the mountains and build two story forts. They could create a whole town of snow. Snowmen townspeole, snowangels scattered around, igloo houses, snow cone stands, the perfect winter wonderland. And if they found themselves thirsty, all they would have to do is bend down, grab a handful of snow, and let it melt in their tired mouths.

"HEY FISH!" 

Ishmael snaps out of his daydream to find himself back in Tennessee. His brother Moses is walking towards him. 

"People are gonna start coming over soon to shake dad's hand and tell us how sorry they feel and eat the rest of our food... so you'd better come with or else I'm gonna have to talk to them too."

"Yeah fine." He knows that Moses will laugh at him if he shared his plans for them in the Swiss Alps.

"Holy tits, it's hot today." 

