
Sample Paragraphs from Scintillating Senses

Look at each paragraph and evaluate for word choice, sentence construction, and paragraph structure. Try to identify the item that was written about.  (Mechanics have been corrected.)


As the spikes poke into my hand, I can feel the material give into the pressure.  I drop it to the floor and notice how brilliant the color of jealousy could be.  When it comes back into my hand, I will start this ritual all over again.


The foreboding sound fills the hall.  As the convict trudges to the chair, the only sound is the metallic clinking as an omen of death.


As I scooped my fingers into the small cup, I grabbed an M&M sized piece of candy.  By its touch, it felt like it had sugar covering it.  When I set it on my tongue, I realized it was not chocolate at all but actually blueberry and sugar.


The cool, blue atmosphere contradicts the heat exerted on the African safari.  Unfazed, the bold beasts embrace trunks with gentle affection.  Their outer presence seems sun-baked and wrinkled, but they are perfectly content with caressing one another.


I could catch the scent of them an entire table away.  As I drew closer, the smell became stronger and more unbearable.  I leaned in and took a small sniff instantly retracting from the hideous smell.  My eyes began to water as I pulled away to try and get as far as possible.


The sour filled my mouth and as I bit down the outside shell crunched and the juices exploded.  The sour began to leave and I swallowed the chewed up sourness.


The constant giggle of that face remained in my mind.  Just as I was about to throw it into a hole and bury it, it soon became quiet.  The sound was done and I could relax.  As soon as it had quieted, it repeated itself again.  The sound remained.


Sunlight glimmers off the peaceful white ground, the trees at a standstill, providing a brace for the new fallen snow.  The distant horizon is fading into sky; a glazed fog shelters all details. A sweet surrender setting remains throughout the crisp, chilly air.


Alone in a desolate place, fog creeping in the cool mist on his face, he glides through the water barely making any sound.  The sun rises from behind distant trees.  The rattle of the lure being wound and unwound and the echo of loons singing in the distance lull the man to serene contentment.  He gently rows home to the busy city.  His escape from his hectic daily life is over.


My feet slowly shuffled into the kitchen while I wondered why Mom was calling.  I yawned as she waved for me to come over to the oven.  “Look,” she said, pointing to the oven window.  I stared into the yellow light and inhaled deeply.  The sweet, exotic smell filled the kitchen.  I could almost see the reddish brown waves moving through the air.  It was a spicy sensation to my nose, waking me up from my morning slumber.


I pick up the bottle of vinegar; my mind recalls the stinking smell.  My nose; however, is unprepared for the putrid stinking smell.  As the smell reaches my nostrils, I pull away to let as little in as I can.  The unpleasant smell mixes with the onions and my nose starts to swell.


The old gentle man steps onto the rickety dock, hearing nothing but the sound of his own breath and birds chirping in the distance.  He pushed the big wooden structure onto the clear steady water, splashing a small amount of drops onto his face.  He grabs his pole and carefully steps in and pushes himself across the gentle clear water.


Stroking the unique, rubbery structure fascinated me.  As I moved my hand further over the object it felt like moving my hands over a seashell.  The softness of it was so evident you could split it with one finger.


Ouch! Scuttling across the sand, a tiny army surrounded me.  Wow!  I was struck once again.  This time I would seek revenge.  It’s time to bring out the tickets to the gun show!  Ahhh... finally, the safety of my beach towel.


Light poured through the open doorway engulfing a silver room in a bright luminescence.  I walked down my cold stone steps, never making a sound, not even a creek.  As I entered the cold damp room, the furry creature awoke.  Her whiskers stood on end and the beautiful animal arched her back and sat on end.  As she sat, the precious feline purred and peered through the opening.


I step out of the brightly colored sweet shop clutching my clear, tightly packed bag.  Inside lies my reward for watching my neighbor’s dog for a week.  All different brightly colored candies fill my mouth.  As I walk down the street, I pop a new one in my mouth and guess the flavor.  Taking out a green one, I notice a small white “S” on the front.


The tingling sensation on my tongue started as I put the round substance in my mouth.  As I moved it inside, it began to deteriorate and it started to have a rough texture to it.  When I bit into it, it took the shape of my teeth and started sticking to the rim of my mouth.  I also noticed the taste changed from spicy to sweet.
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